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		Chapter One

		

		“Are you sure that’s what you want?” my wife asked.

		I nodded; my throat felt dry and my heart was beating fast.

		“Okay,” she said. “Give me some time to think about it.”

		After five years of marriage, I had finally gotten up enough courage to tell my wife, Justine, how desperately I wanted her to spank me. Oh, she’d done it plenty of times during sex and sometimes playfully around the house, like when we hugged or walked by each other in the kitchen. She knew that I liked it. I just didn’t think she knew how much I liked it.

		Neither of us had really been into bondage, and we hadn’t really worked much kinky stuff into our sex life. But I wasn’t really looking for full-fledged domination or anything like that; I just needed a good spanking once in a while. I’d been hinting at it for at least a year and then talking more openly about it, but I think she still thought I was just talking about how much I liked it when we were in bed.

		So I thought I should take things to the next level. I started looking at websites that dealt with this sort of thing, and I would “forget” to close the browser window when leaving our computer (or I’d “accidentally” minimize the window instead of closing it), so that Justine would get a glimpse of what I meant. I left open informative sites about light femdom, some with polls and interviews. One poll featured questions like “How often do you spank your husband?” (The multiple-choice answers varied from “once in a while” to “every day”—I wanted to give my wife an idea of how regular a thing this could be). I found places with F/M spanking stories, and I saved some of these to the desktop, knowing that Justine would be curious when she sat at the computer and saw new documents there.

		This went on for a few months, but she only mentioned it on rare occasions, giving a playful smile when she did. I knew that she was thinking about it all, but taking her time, getting used to the concept. As I said, neither of us had done much of this kind of thing before, and while I had been fantasizing and daydreaming about it for years, she needed some time to catch up, internally. I knew that it wasn’t her natural inclination to just give me spankings outside of bed or to take on any sort of dominating role. But we loved each other deeply, were together for life, and would try with all our hearts to please each other. Knowing the intensity of our mutual affection gave me hope that she would find a way to fulfill my fantasies.

		After some more obvious hints, I decided I should step things up again. I looked through F/M spanking pictures online and saved some onto our computer. There were countless images available, so I spent time looking only for the ones that really portrayed the things I wanted—the positions I wanted to be in, the positions I wanted her to be in, the implements used, and the level of punishment. I didn’t want to bleed or have scars or anything, but I did want to try both light, fun smacks and also more serious stinging. The asses in the images I picked ranged from ordinary skin tone to bright, shining redness. I didn’t know how much I could take—but I did want to try to find out.

		Finally, after allowing a few weeks for the images to sink in, I went to an adult store and bought a paddle and a riding crop. The paddle was small and rounded, not too heavy; I thought it would be a good intermediate step between Justine’s hand and the crop. One afternoon, I showed her these items and explained how much I was hoping that she’d find some time and some way to use them on me. I pleaded with her. I couldn’t help the desperation in my voice. That’s what led her to ask, “Are you sure that’s what you want?” When I nodded, she asked for some time to think it all over. She also took the toys and said she’d hang on to them.

		Many days passed without me pushing any more. I figured I’d already done all I could, and now I would just have to wait and see if my wife could find it in herself to be interested in this. We went about our routines and I let my desires fade into the background, deciding not to drive myself crazy wondering if this thing would ever happen.

		Then, one Saturday morning, I was pleasantly surprised. We’d just finished breakfast, which we ate sitting on the couch in our living room, watching some crime dramas we’d taped on TV during the week. After finishing our food and the show, I brought our dishes to the kitchen and returned to the living room, where Justine remained on the couch, having shut off the television. She looked at me in a way I hadn’t seen her do before. It was suddenly very quiet in our house.

		“Well, what should we do today?” I asked.

		“I know what I want you to do,” she stated.

		“What?” I asked, feeling just a touch of nervous excitement.

		“I want you to go to the windows and pull down all the shades. We don’t want anyone looking into this room at the moment. Then I want you to go upstairs to my bedside table and get something out of the drawer for me.”

		I began pulling down the shades, definitely more nervous now. I had an inkling of what was coming, and I had indeed asked for it—asked for it repeatedly and insistently. Why, then, should I be nervous? I didn’t know, but that’s how it was. “What do you want me to get out of your drawer?” I asked shakily as I pulled down the last shade.

		“Oh, I think you’ll know,” she said flatly.

		I walked slowly upstairs, no longer feeling as sure of myself. I went into our bedroom, walking almost as if in a dream, and watched my hand reach out and pull open the drawer on my wife’s bedside table. There, on top of all the other items she kept in there, was the paddle I’d bought and given to her. My heart was beating very fast. I picked up the paddle with some trepidation and headed back downstairs.

		As I stepped back into the living room, now somewhat dim from the shaded windows, I saw that Justine had not moved from where she sat on the couch. “Ah,” she said. “I see that you found it. Now bring it to me.” Her voice was not exactly sharp or stern, but there was a commanding firmness there that was unfamiliar.

		I approached the couch and handed her the paddle, licking my lips, which had become dry. She hefted it, looking at it and smiling briefly, then placed it on the low coffee table in front of the couch, where our breakfast had been only minutes before.

		“Now come closer,” she said. “This side of the table. Stand in front of me. Hands on your head.”

		“What...?” I asked feebly as I moved to stand only inches in front of her.

		“You heard me,” she responded, looking up at me. “Get your hands on your head. I’ll have to add to your punishment for the hesitation.”

		I quickly raised my arms and placed my hands on my head. Justine reached forward and undid my belt buckle, then unbuttoned my pants, which fell to my ankles from the weight of my belt. I felt a rush of excitement. I was wearing briefs that morning, and my erection strained against the fabric.

		“Oooo, I see you’re a little excited,” she said and flashed a brief half-smile. “Now get across my lap.” I let my hands drop from my head and got myself into a position I’d been dreaming about for years, lying across the lap of my beautiful wife with my pants down. I was trembling with glee, but I also didn’t know what she would do, how far she would go. My whole being ached for what was coming.

		“So,” she said and landed a swat on my underwear. “You’ve been wanting some of this.” She was timing her smacks to coincide with some of her words. “You need it, you told me. You want it. You’re just desperate for it. You need to be spanked. Spanked! Spanked! Well! And Hard!”

		Her spanks were firm but still somewhat light. She paused and then went on speaking. “You asked for it, so you’re going to get it. I had to think about it for a long time, but because I love you, I’ve found it in my heart to understand just how much you deserve a thorough spanking. You’re so good, though, that it’s been hard for me to think of things to punish you for. I know it’s more of a reward for you than a punishment, but still... I’ve got to have some premise to work with here. I can think of a few things. Feel free to help me out and tell me some bad things you’ve done. The first thing that comes to mind is you hesitating when I told you just now to get your hands on your head. When we’re in spanking mode, you’re not allowed to hesitate or to question me. That will be one of our rules.”

		“Okay,” I whimpered.

		“I’m glad you agree,” she said. “Here’s another rule: No reaching back to rub your bottom. Yes, it’s going to sting, but you just have to take that. You’ve been telling me it’s what you want, so I’m telling you that you’ll just have to deal with whatever pain I inflict. And another thing: For certain bad things you do, you and I will agree on a number of swats you should receive. Because I’m new at this—and so are you—I’ll leave some room for negotiation when we come up with these numbers. But once we agree on a number of strokes, you must receive them all, no matter what. I won’t stop until you’ve taken them all, not even if you yell out or start crying. So be warned, and think carefully when you have the chance to help me decide on your punishments.”

		“Okay,” I said again.

		“Good. I see you don’t have much to say. That leaves me to come up with some things on my own. Now let’s get started for real.”

		She grabbed my underwear then and yanked it down, then immediately brought her palm down hard on my right buttock with a loud smack! I gasped a little at the unexpected force. “What was that?” she said and smacked me just as hard on my left cheek. “I thought I heard a little sound coming from you.” She continued smacking, slowly and deliberately, about once a second, with a definite pause between each blow. “This is just to get the hang of things,” she said. “Is this what you like? Are you enjoying this?”

		At this, I nodded. Suddenly, she gave me a bunch of swats very rapidly and a little harder. “I didn’t hear you!” she yelled, raising her voice for the first time.

		“I... asked... if... you’re... enjoying... this!” she said sternly, while smacking me fast and hard.

		I cried out, “Owww! Yes! I said yes!”

		“Good,” she said, and stopped to rub her hands slowly over my butt, massaging the sting a little. “What a great ass you have,” she said softly. “Now that I think about it, I do enjoy having it perched on my lap.”

		I panted a little, recovering from the first real barrage of spanks I’d ever received. It did hurt a little more than I’d thought it would—but I liked this.

		“Now,” she said, “Let’s see what this paddle can do. You do want me to paddle you, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” I said loudly. “Please.”

		“Good. First I must punish you for hesitating when I gave you clear instructions. A relatively minor infraction, I know. Shall we start with, say… ten swats?”

		“Yes,” I said, and shortly afterward, the first blow landed on my already-sore right buttock. She waited for a few seconds before giving me the next one, but this time she kept smacking my right cheek instead of alternating. She hit slightly different spots, but the pain built much faster, and I clenched my teeth. She gave me the last three all in the exact same spot, and in quick succession, at which point I called out, “Ahhh! Fuck!”

		“Ooo, that hurt, did it?” she asked in a flat tone. “I think it’s supposed to hurt. You wanted to get paddled, and this is what paddling’s all about. Don’t complain yet; your cheeks are only pink, not even red yet.”

		“Sorry. It just hurt more than I expected,” I said, reaching back with my right hand to rub the sore cheek.

		“Hmph!” she said, and I suddenly realized my mistake. “Now, I’m sure that I told you only minutes ago that you were not to rub your sore butt during our spankings. And here you are defying me.” I’d quickly taken my hand away, but of course it was too late. “Now defying me is a lot worse than merely hesitating when I tell you what to do. You know that I’ll have to give you more than the ten swats I just gave you since your offense is much worse. I’d say it’s at least twice as bad, wouldn’t you? That would mean... twenty swats. Who knows? Maybe it’s three times as bad...”

		“Twice,” I said hurriedly.

		“Ha!” she chuckled lightly. “You’re learning. Good. You had me worried. I’m glad we’re both on the same page about this. Now that you’ve felt this for real and not just as a fantasy, I’m sure you won’t ever ask for more than you can take.”

		“No,” I said.

		“But you do realize that you’ll have to take all twenty. No getting out of it now. Tell me you understand and that you want me to keep spanking you.”

		“I understand,” I said. “I know I need more punishment. Please spank me some more.”

		“Very well, my love,” she said, almost jokingly. The next swat that landed was no joke, however. It was the hardest one yet. The next came down a few seconds later. She was taking her time with this round. “Now I want you to think,” she said in a gentle tone that was in sharp contrast to the very firm smacks she landed on my stinging ass. “Think about how you broke the rules. I told you no touching your butt, and you did it anyway. Think about that. Think about the spanking you’re getting right now. Maybe you’ll think some more in the future before you act.”

		“Yes,” I said. “I’m sorr—OWWW!” I yelped as the twelfth swat hit me with a painful SPLAT!

		“Oooo, so I may be getting through to you,” she said. “I’m so glad!” And she gave another powerful SMACK!

		“Oooooouuuuch!” I moaned through gritted teeth, squirming with a fiery pain… that was also wonderful.

		“Ouch?!” she retorted. “I like it! ‘Ouch’ sounds good to me! And I know it’s good for you, too! You love it!” She kept making her spanks coincide with her emphasized words. “Tell me! Tell me you love this!”

		“Owww-ww-ww! I love it!” I cried out.

		“Convince me! Tell me you want it! Tell me you need it bad!”

		“Ah! Ow! I need—ouch!—it! Oww! I—Ow! Ow! Want it! Need—OWWW!—need it bad!”

		My legs were kicking. I really did love it, and it really did sting. I absolutely wanted and needed this, wanted her to do this for me, but I also couldn’t help the squirming. It was such a deliciously stinging agony, and I was more pleasantly thrilled than I’d been in a long time. My cock was stiff as steel from having my naked ass on fire, completely in Justine’s power, hurting like hell; but almost sobbing with my yearning for more. I was pretty sure we had gone past twenty swats, but I didn’t care. I would have loved for it to go on all morning. I was damn near coming from sheer masochistic delight when she suddenly stopped.

		“Well, that’s all,” she announced. “Now get up.” I waited for a moment, and she said, “No, really, that’s all I’m going to give you for today. For many days, actually. I know you love it and that you don’t care about being hurt, but I’m in charge of these spankings, and I’m telling you that’s it for now. I’ll be the one to tell you when you’re getting it, how many you’re getting, and when it’s all over. Those are my rules. Okay?”

		She spoke normally now, without any hint of pretended firmness from her earlier role. She had played it well, though, not overdoing it, but never slipping or being unconvincing. I got up slowly off her lap. “Oh, and you can rub your butt now,” she added. “We’re out of that mode.”

		I did so and felt the heat rising from my stung skin. My cheeks throbbed, tender to the touch. I winced slightly, but at the same time, it was good. This was all soooo good.

		“So... how is your ass? I can’t believe you really want that. It looks incredibly painful.” She placed a hand on my right cheek, caressing very lightly and soothingly, her voice worried and caring.

		“It’s... it’s great,” I said, panting a little. “And I really do want it.” I turned around to show her how much I loved what she had done. My throbbing hardness pulsed in the air, swollen with unbelievable excitement and begging for release.

		“I see,” she smiled. “Well, I can’t say I understand it, but now I’ve tried it, and I know what it does for you. We’ll do this again another time.”

		“Promise?” I said with an excited smile, as if I’d just opened a great Christmas present.

		“Of course,” she said, looking up at me and smirking. “But now, hear the final part of today’s punishment. You have to put that away,” she said, gripping my dick lightly for a moment. “Pull those clothes back on. We have a lot of errands today, and I’m not sure we have enough time for all of them now.”

		I longed for the enormous orgasm that was waiting just under my surface, but I began putting my clothes back in order. Despite the pressure in my crotch, I was certainly not disappointed by the day so far. I’d just had one of my deepest, strongest erotic desires fulfilled by the woman I loved. I knew that it didn’t really turn her on at all and that she was just doing it out of love, so I couldn’t really expect her to be automatically in the mood for sex right then. Still, what more could I possibly ask for? Once I had my pants back on and my belt buckled, I grabbed the paddle to put away upstairs and gave Justine a long, strong kiss, gripping her in a tight hug.

		“I love you so much,” I said.

		“And I love you so much,” she replied with a warm smile. “Now go put that back in the drawer, and let’s get ready to go.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		A couple of days later, Justine mentioned the spanking and asked if I still felt okay with it, and if I still wanted more, if I wanted it to be included in our marriage. I said yes to both.

		“I can’t pretend to understand why it turns me on,” I told her. “Whatever it is, I just love it. And I love you.” I kissed her then, and she smiled.

		“I love you, too,” she said, looking into my eyes. “And you don’t have to explain it or understand it. I just want to make you happy. I can get into this. I’ll get better with time.”

		“You’re already great,” I assured her. “You were wonderful the other day.”

		“Oh, but I’ll make progress,” she said. “And so will you. You’ll see.”

		A few days later, I got an e-mail from her while I was at work. Let’s not cook tonight, it read. I don’t have the energy, and we could use more time, so you should get us some take-out. I e-mailed back to say that I’d pick something up on my way home, but she replied: No. Come home first. You can go get the food later. I puzzled over this but wrote her a message that it was fine.

		When I got home, I stepped into the kitchen and saw a note on the counter. Come to the bedroom, it read. I smiled and hastened upstairs, thinking that it was time for a quickie. I pictured Justine lying in bed in some sexy lingerie, perhaps with a bottle of massage oil or something.

		When I opened the door, I saw that she was indeed in bed. But instead of lingerie, she wore the same clothes she’d put on that morning for work. She was propped up with a couple of pillows behind her back, and she was reading a book. I noticed a laundry basket in the middle of the floor; it contained my clothes, which I’d washed several days before.

		“Ah, good,” she said when I entered, closing her book and sitting up. “This laundry of yours has been here for days. You said you were going to put it away.”

		“I’ll do it right now,” I said, moving toward the basket.

		“Stop,” she said, and I did. “You certainly will put away those clothes. But you will be punished for not doing it when you should have. Yes, you’re in for another spanking, my dear. Your little butt will regret being so lazy. First, you’ll put away the clothes while I watch. And since you seem to have trouble with clothes, you’re going to take all of yours off. Now.”

		I hurried to comply, unbuttoning my shirt and tossing it into the dirty clothes hamper, then peeling off my undershirt. She stared admiringly at my muscled torso, but then her eyes went down and her look became stern. “You wore your shoes in the house?” she said. “You know you’re supposed to take them off at the door. Mmm, I’ll have to add to your punishment for that.”

		I was once again nervous and joyously excited at the same time as I stripped before my wife’s hungry eyes. She sat on the bed and watched as I put all of my clothes away, and when I was finished, I returned to stand in front of her, hands at my sides.

		“Now,” she said, “I’m going to give you a lesson about remembering to do things on time. Over my lap.”

		I did as I was told, lying face down and feeling my erection rubbing against the fabric of her pants. “And these are clean pants,” she told me. “Don’t you dare come on them. Don’t even ooze.”

		I nodded my assent, and without further ado, she began smacking my ass with her hand, using a slow and steady rhythm. None of the whacks were too hard, but after twenty or so, my cheeks were growing quite warm and began to hurt. I had no idea how long she would go on. After what seemed like fifty, she paused.

		“I’m glad you got me this paddle,” she said, and I knew she must have picked it up from somewhere nearby—I hadn’t even noticed it. “My hands start to hurt after a while. Now your ass is getting pretty rosy, so we’ll keep the paddling part small. Say, ten smacks for each day you didn’t put your laundry away. That’s thirty by my count.”

		“I agree,” I said.

		“I thought you would,” she said. “You’ve felt the paddle now and know what it can do, so when you agree to thirty, I won’t have any qualms about you yelling and squirming in pain.” And with that, she began.

		I started squirming after only five or six. She must have been practicing or something, or maybe doing more pushups, because these definitely felt harder than the last time. After the first dozen or so, I cried out at each smack. She just kept spanking and spanking, bringing the paddle down again and again, remorselessly. When I started shifting my hips around, vainly trying to avoid each smack in spite of myself, she quickly draped her right leg over both of my legs, about a foot below my stinging buns, and she kept on going. For good measure, she used her left hand to hold both of my wrists behind my back so that I was completely immobile and powerless in her hold. The swats kept raining down, and through the pain, I felt that mysterious elation that came from being in this position. My cock was hard as stone, and it was difficult to keep thinking about not coming on Justine’s pants. With every loud smack on my bare flesh, I felt like letting loose and shooting my huge load, but I didn’t dare.

		Eventually I received all thirty of my smacks with the paddle, and Justine let go of me and told me to get up. My ass burned terribly, but I knew better than to rub it. Besides, I was rather enjoying the deliciously agonizing glow. I stood before her once more, my cock pulsing and jumping in the air in front of her.

		“I’m glad to see you’re satisfied so far,” she smiled. “But I must tell you that we’re not finished. I want you to grab a few pillows and stack them in the center of the bed.”

		I did this thing, trembling with anticipation. She told me to grab one of the towels we always keep by the bedside—our “come towels”—and drape it over the pillows. When I finished and looked up, I saw her holding the riding crop in her right hand, tapping its tip lightly against her left palm.

		“Now this thing is going to sting,” she said. “I tested it a little on my own leg, and it doesn’t take much. So we’re going to do a little test round since it’s new to both of us. Before we determine how hard I’ll be swinging this, let’s discuss your strokes. I’ll give you two for each day you neglected your laundry. That’s six.”

		She looked at me and raised an eyebrow inquiringly. I understood that this was my implicit chance to protest or dispute the number or just refuse any more punishment. I needed it, though. I simply nodded silently.

		“It’s settled, then,” she said, her expression firmly resolved once more. “Six it is. Then, of course, there’s the matter of not taking your shoes off....” She drifted off, once again looking to me for confirmation.

		“Another three,” I said chokingly.

		“Very well,” she replied. “Lie face down on the bed. I want your ass propped up high by those pillows.”

		I slowly complied, savoring the anticipation of the moment, aching to have the crop across my ass.

		“First, our little test,” she said. The she flicked me lightly. “Too light?”

		“Yes,” I said, and almost before the word was out of my mouth, I felt the crop again, much more solidly. I took a moment to think about it.

		“And that?” she inquired.

		“Just a bit harder,” I said, then thought: What am I saying? That last one really hurt! I’ve got to take nine more of these!

		But it was too late. She did just as I asked, whipping me just a little harder, and it took a couple of seconds for the sting to fully ripen. “Owwwww...” I said in a slightly protesting tone, not feeling the pain go away.

		“That sounds like it was just about right,” she commented. “And now that I know how much force to use, let’s begin your six strokes.”

		I nodded, no longer sure that I was ready for this punishment. Then I heard a light swish through the air and felt the first stroke. “Ahh!” I said sharply. Then the second came down immediately, the line of the crop falling across both buns, just below the spot where the first had hit. The third was slightly lower than that. The sting was intense, always building after the hit. The fourth really hurt; when I winced, I felt a tear start to run down the left side of my face.

		“That hurts, does it?” she asked, and when I nodded, another stroke whipped across both buttocks. “Good,” she said as it fell, then, “Get ready for number six.”

		I took some deep breaths and waited for the inevitable. Finally it came down, the hardest one yet, and I yelped. My ass was on fire. I wriggled my hips, somehow trying to relieve the pain without reaching back and touching my butt. It did not relieve the pain. It did, however, bring me very close to orgasm. Still I held back.

		Justine paused and walked toward the head of the bed. She ran her fingers gently over my bottom as she spoke to me. “I just wanted to let you know that you have very definite welts,” she said. “I know you like this, or thought you would, but I want to take a time-out here. I just want to make sure that I’m not really hurting you too much. Is it more painful than you thought it would be?”

		“Yes,” I said, in a voice slightly louder than a whisper. “But it’s OK. Really. I’m all right. I love that you’re doing this for me.”

		“Are you sure? You’ll probably have marks on your butt for a day or two after this. I don’t want to damage you. I know that you have three more strokes coming, but I want to give you a chance to escape those. Or maybe you can just postpone them. I don’t need to whip you any more right now. It’s up to you.”

		“Thank you,” I said. “But I really want to. I want to take my remaining three. You’ve got me electrified, and I really want release.”

		She smiled. “Okay. As long as you want it. Get ready for your three strokes. This should teach you to take your shoes off when you come home.”

		And then there was a Whoosh! I felt a renewed sting. I ground my hips against the pillow, and as the next stroke whacked my ass, I knew I would come. My balls tightened and my legs tingled, and I felt an enormous delight and warmth wash over my whole body. My cock spasmed and the last, hard stroke of the crop slashed into my ass as I shot my huge load, spurts erupting from my body, drenching the towel and spattering onto the blankets. I sobbed and gasped as I slowly came back to myself, still feeling the agony in my butt, and still loving it.

		Justine stroked my head. “Are you OK?” she asked, looking concerned and kissing me. “Did I hurt you too badly?”

		“I’m... okay...” I said, still panting. “I’m wonderful. Thank you. Thank you so much. God, I love you.”

		I rolled over then, taking her in my arms and pulling her to me, careful to avoid pulling her into the puddles I’d created. We kissed long and deep, and finally she stood up and began taking her clothes off. “Before you get our dinner,” she said, “I think you’d better have something to eat.” And she jumped into bed, lying on her back, spreading her legs, and pushing my head down toward her crotch. I was only too happy to serve her, to give her whatever she wanted, this lovely wife of mine who had thrown herself into the unfamiliar role I had asked her to play.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		The next day, Justine grabbed my butt and asked, “How is it?”

		“Still hurts,” I said.

		“Hmm. Well, I’d say ‘poor thing,’ except I know that you wanted it that way. I’m inclined to feel a little sorry. But I’m working on that. And I know that you have some control over what you receive. I’m giving you chances to back out if something sounds too bad. Is that okay? Did you want to have less control?”

		“No,” I answered. “You’re doing great. It’s a good system so far.”

		“I’m glad,” she said, and gave me a kiss. “But I will tell you that we have to wait a while before doing it again. I know you can take the pain, but I insist that you heal fully first. I won’t do that kind of damage. I don’t want to see the slightest evidence of any marks when we do this next. You’ll just have to live with that, OK?”

		“Sure,” I said. “Anyway, I’m just so happy that I finally told you about all of this and that you’re willing to accommodate. I know it’s not really your thing. I love that you’re willing to get into it. You can wait however long you want. You just tell me when. I’m almost always up for it. If I’m not, I’ll tell you right away.”

		“Good,” she said. “And you’re right, it’s not really my thing, but it’s not that I don’t enjoy it. I’m just not practiced. But I’m getting the hang of it.”

		“Yes, you are,” I said, embracing her.

		

		***

		

		“I’ve been looking at more of those websites,” Justine told me about a week later.

		“You have?”

		“Yes. I’ve been studying up, seeing what’s out there, what other people do, and putting it together with what you’ve told me you want.”

		“Wow. You’re really getting into this.”

		She smiled. “Just getting used to it all. Now, I know that a lot of people who do this also do a lot more, like with leather and gags and handcuffs. But that’s not your thing, right?”

		“Well, maybe, in the future... but that’s not what it’s about right now for me. The spankings are really what I like best.”

		“And some of the other sites seem to be about the women really being in charge of the marriage. Like, they talk about administering spankings, but in a larger context of being a little dominating all the time, telling the husbands what to do and demanding some level of service. These aren’t women who dress up in latex boots or anything; they just have an understanding that their husbands should be a bit submissive. Is that anything you want me to do?”

		I thought about it. “Not really,” I said. “Well, at least not all the time. I don’t know. I guess it could be fun to try, but maybe just on special occasions. I don’t want to change our marriage drastically or live that way all the time. Maybe we could just do that once in a while, the way we do the spankings now. You could try mixing in a little of that power play, but in the same kind of way we’ve handled my punishment—you know, nothing set in stone, going slow, having some chances to back down and stop things. I don’t know. I’m not sure how to approach that, or exactly what it is you’d do.”

		“Oh, I’ve got some ideas,” she said, winking at me.

		“You do?”

		“Yes. I’ve been doing my research, remember? Also, I’ve been asking for some advice.”

		“What? From who?” I was more than a little surprised.

		“Oh, online. I joined some newsgroups and checked out some chat rooms. I haven’t used our real names, of course. But I have found a lot of women who have husbands with needs very much like yours. The women are all very friendly and rational and matter-of-fact, and they all have helpful tips and suggestions. I’ve described to many of them what we’ve done and how you’ve approached me. A lot of them are naturally dominant women, and many of them went looking for submissive partners. But a surprising number of them were approached by their partners rather late in the relationship. Our situation isn’t that uncommon.”

		“Wow... that’s impressive,” I said. “You really are getting the hang of this, aren’t you?”

		She grinned. “Oh, yes. And I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”

		

		***

		

		About two weeks passed without any hint of our new games. One Saturday we slept late, as we usually did, opening our eyes for the first time around 11:00. We both got up early for our jobs during the week, and we always loved the luxury of staying in bed as late as we wanted to at the start of each weekend. We both began stirring around the same time and turned to kiss each other.

		“Morning,” I said croakily, still heavy with sleep.

		“Morning,” she said, smiling. Her smile was a wonderful thing, lighting up her whole face, and I could think of no better sight to wake up to.

		I kissed her again, on the cheek, on her chin, then on her neck. I rolled into a comfortable position beside her and began running a hand slowly and lightly over her belly. She closed her eyes. I caressed her arms then, crossing her torso with the backs of my fingers to get from one arm to the other. I gave her shoulders light touches, sliding my hands down to her collarbone and just below. “Mmmm,” she hummed softly.

		I stroked the whole length of her body on one side and then began caressing her legs. I touched the tops and outsides of her legs, but only went as high as the knees in touching the insides. She began sliding her legs around just a little.

		I shifted a bit, moving my head under the blanket and softly kissing her ribs, her sides, her thighs. When she moaned a bit more loudly, I began using my tongue more, leaving wet trails across her body, drawing half-circles just below the lines of her breasts. I moved my own leg over hers, shifting my weight to massage her with my whole body. I placed her arms at her sides and began more long caresses, from her palms to her sides to her hips and then back. I brought my hands gradually closer to her breasts on each pass, finally lightly brushing her nipples as my fingertips slid by. She whimpered slightly, and I lowered my head to nibble at her breasts, starting on the outside and working my way toward the center as I shifted my hands back down to her legs. This time I dipped my hand into the insides of her thighs, rubbing a bit more firmly as I worked my way higher.

		Justine was sighing now, her breaths heavy, and she twisted her torso a little, thrusting a nipple toward my mouth, its rosy stiffness pleading for the moist warmth of my lips and tongue. I hesitated a moment and a drop of saliva fell onto the nipple, her chest quivering in response. Then I bent forward and took the whole nipple in my mouth, sucking hard, and she let out a loud gasp.

		I moved from one nipple to the other, mouthing her lovely breasts, groping them. She clutched the back of my head, pulling my face against her sweating bosom. I sucked furiously, at the same time sliding my hand up her thigh until it covered her pussy. The heel of my hand pressed gently just above her clitoris, and I drummed my fingers ever so slightly against the outside of her moist, delicate labia. Her legs moved further apart as if on their own, and I began massaging in circles with my whole hand. I felt wetness and slipped two fingers between those lips, not yet inserting them, but scissoring them back and forth. Justine’s moans were growing louder, and I let her nipple slip out of my mouth as I licked my way down her panting chest and stomach.

		It was stiflingly hot under the blankets, but I didn’t care as I slithered further down until my face was between her legs. I lay on top of her and moved my arms so that I was hugging her thighs and holding them apart, savoring the sweetness of her scent and the lovely sight of her rosy, eager flesh. Then I lowered my face and began tonguing her slit slowly, down one side and up the other, in long, delicious ovals that made her begin bucking her hips against me, wanting more. I licked the insides of her lips with slow, short, delicate motions, then brought the tip of my tongue to her clit, where I made just the tiniest circles, our flesh sliding easily against each other’s in her fragrant juices.

		I shifted slightly once more, pulling her right leg up further with my right arm. I moved my left arm over the top of her left leg. Then with my palm facing up, I extended two fingers and slid them slowly inside her as I licked. Her sudden loud moan was slightly muffled by the blanket and by my position, but it drove me to please her more. I fucked her more quickly with my fingers, inserting a third finger and then curling them slightly to rub against her G-spot. Her bucking and panting grew rapid, and I pressed my face firmly against her tenderly exposed flesh, flattening my tongue.

		I was rewarded with a series of convulsions against my face, her sweet pink lips pulsing against my lips and tongue, her insides gripping my fingers convulsively. I remained where I was, savoring her orgasm until it had subsided. Then I slowly pulled out my fingers, gave a few last caresses, gave her lovely sex a final kiss, and slid my head out from between her legs and out from under the blankets. I was soaked in sweat, and it was good to get a lungful of fresher, cooler air.

		She looked at me and sighed with pleasure, and I smiled and kissed her. “I love you,” I told her.

		“And I love you,” she said, throwing her arms around my shoulders and pulling me to her. My erection pressed heavily against her abdomen as I moved into a straddling position. “Ooo,” she said. “What’s this?” She worked her hand between us, and I raised my torso a little to help her.

		She gripped me suddenly and firmly, and I let out a little “Nnnggh!” as she tugged.

		“Hmm,” she smiled up at me as I winced slightly. “What happens if I tug a little more?” She pulled my stiff cock forward then, toward her head, and I had no choice but to follow it by scooting my waist further up her body until I straddled her chest, her hand holding my dick between her breasts. She lifted her head slightly to lick my right nipple, at the same time moving her hand back and forth, up and down my shaft.

		“Oooohhh,” I moaned softly.

		“You like that?” she whispered.

		“Oh fuck yes,” I whispered back. She started jerking me off more quickly, and I began thrusting forward into her grip. Just as I was building up a good rhythm, she suddenly let go of my dick and put her hands behind her head.

		“Straighten up,” she said in a more normal voice. I sighed with thwarted desire, accepting her teasing and straightening my back. “Hands on your head,” she continued. “I want to enjoy that torso of yours.”

		I did as she told me, lacing my fingers together atop my head, throwing my shoulders back. “Just look at all those muscles,” she said. “The gym has done wonders for you.” She put her hands on my ribs and slid them around, caressing my lats, my abs, my chest, then sliding around to feel my back muscles, to squeeze my shoulders. “You’re so hard,” she said, running her hands all over my lean, tight frame.

		“Yes, I am,” I whispered, my boner throbbing with excitement as my lovely wife groped me admiringly, smiling, her still-sweaty breasts moving in delicious ways as her arms danced around my body.

		At this, she stopped a moment, then reached under my arms and tickled me. I flinched automatically and dropped my hands, but she said, “Hey! Hands on your head.” I resumed my position, and she resumed caressing for a second or two, then began tickling me again, her curled fingers jumping around and poking me softly, this time not just under my arms but all over my sides, my abdomen, and my chest. I winced with a smile and squirmed above the waist, my legs remaining still as I straddled her. “Stay still!” she said, and I whimpered as I struggled to remain in place while she teased and taunted my sensitive flesh.

		After a minute or two she stopped, and I breathed heavily while recovering from her lovely teasing. She’d never done anything quite like this before, and my dick was simply pounding with the desire to erupt. I remained where I was because she had not indicated that I should do otherwise. I realized then that I felt she was in control of the situation, and of me. I further realized that I absolutely loved the idea. “Good,” she said, going back to caressing me as if reading my mind. “You like this, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” I whispered.

		“And how about this?” she asked, suddenly making her hands into claws and raking them down my chest. I drew in a quick hissing breath at the sensation. “Ooo, was that a yes?” she asked with a smile, and did it again. This time she really dug in her nails—they were short, but still I felt them scraping my skin. One of the nails on her right hand scraped over my left nipple, a pain I’d never experienced and which turned me on even more.

		“Aaahhhh... yes...” I gasped, my hips beginning to grind forward again.

		“Well, I guess you do like it,” she said, eyeing the slight thrusting of my engorged shaft. “It looks like it’s almost enough to make you come.”

		“Mm-hmm,” I muttered.

		“And I’ll bet you’d also love some of this!” she said, reaching around with her right hand and giving my left ass cheek a resounding SMACK!

		“Ah! Oh yes!” I panted.

		“Well, let’s just give you some more, then,” she said and began slapping my ass while I ground my hips against her naked chest. The overwhelming sensations and the sight of my lovely wife naked, smiling and sweating beneath me, spanking me steadily, was going to send me over the edge.

		I started moaning. “Ohhh... OOOHHH...”

		Just as I was about to come all over her chest and face with a mighty explosion, she gently pushed me back off of her and said, “Oh no, you don’t.” I rolled onto my side, thinking that she just wanted me to come somewhere else, but she said, “Up! Up and out of bed! No coming for you yet!” She grabbed all the blankets then and covered herself, curling up as if to go back to sleep.

		“What do you mean?” I asked the pain of desire still intense in my loins, even though my actual erection was now fading a bit.

		“You know what I mean. You’ve had enough pleasure for the moment. We’re trying something new. I did tell you that I had some ideas, remember? Well, this time I didn’t wait to ask you first. I’m just telling you what we’re doing. If you want me to keep on giving you the spankings you love so much, you need to do some things my way.”

		“Oh. Well, okay, I guess. But... you’ll come back to me later, right?”

		“Don’t you worry about that,” she answered. “All you need to know right now is that I am going to decide when you come next. Not you. All that sperm in your balls is just going to have to wait until I’m good and ready to let you release it. Now go take a shower. And don’t you dare jerk off in there.”

		“Oh, fine...” I mumbled, frustrated yet totally excited, completely hot for this wife of mine who had taken charge of my orgasm.

		I showered—with more than a little cold water mixed in with my usual hot—and went back into the room to throw on some clothes. Justine was snoozing lazily. “Hey, honey, how about some breakfast?” I said, kissing her hair.

		“Great idea,” she said, stretching and writhing. “Why don’t you let me know when it’s ready? I’ll just sit up here and read for a little while.”

		“Okay,” I said, smiling. We normally cooked together, but she was continuing her role of subtle control. She knew how desperate I was for more sex, and she knew that I’d certainly cook her breakfast. With the pounding yearning that had not completely left my groin but had instead shifted to a background feeling of desire and love that would be at the back of every thought and action until it found release, I’d pretty much do anything for her—and she knew it.

		Therefore, I went downstairs, heated up a couple of pans and started some coffee. I made bacon and omelettes and toast, then poured some juice and carried it out to the coffee table in front of the couch, where we usually ate breakfast. Before bringing out everything else from the kitchen, I went up to tell Justine that she should come down to eat.

		“I’ll be down in a minute,” she said, still reading her paperback. Then she glanced up at me and said, “And when I get down there, you’d better not be wearing any clothes.” Before I could reply, she went back to reading. I closed the door behind me and went into the downstairs office to strip naked.

		As I made the first trip from the kitchen to the living room, I heard Justine coming down the stairs. I made sure to be carrying her plate and mug on my next trip. She had walked to the couch and turned to look at me before she sat down, so my timing was rewarded.

		“Now that’s what I love to see,” she said. “My sexy naked husband bringing me breakfast. I do get spoiled...”

		I smiled as she sat down, and I placed everything on the table before her. She closed her eyes and inhaled, leaning close to the plate. “Mmm, smells good. Now get the rest and let’s eat before it gets cold.”

		I hurriedly brought out the remaining items and sat next to her, leaning in for a long kiss before we began our breakfast. We watched one of our taped TV shows as we ate. When the first advertising break came on, I picked up the remote and fast-forwarded through the commercials. By the time of the second ad break, though, Justine had finished her breakfast, and as I was about to skip some more ads, she took the remote from my hand. She leaned over and turned herself sideways a little, kissing my chest in various places while the ads played. Her warmth radiated into my naked skin as she pressed against me, her hands on my shoulders. I gasped and shuddered at her touch, at the smell of her hair as her head roved over my chest. The mundane commercials with their loud, annoying jingles made a surreal counterpoint to my wife’s attentions. Then our show came back on, and she immediately stopped and sat back where she had been, intently watching the TV once again.

		It was agony to go cold once more after so much heat, but at the same time, it was tantalizingly wonderful. I felt like writhing and stamping my feet in frustration, but I took several gulps of coffee instead. My erection had just about subsided once more by the time the next ad came on, and this time she ran her hands over my chest and brushed my nipples lightly, immediately making me swell again. Then she pinched both my nipples quite suddenly and quite hard, and an involuntary “Ow!” escaped me.

		“Oh, I’ve got your attention,” she said. “Good. Because I have something important to tell you. Whatever you do, do NOT come during this ad break.” I was still recovering from the pinches and trying to figure out what she meant when she lowered her head and took me in her mouth.

		“Aaahhhhh... oooohhhhh...” I moaned loudly. “Ooohhh, it’s not fair! Jus—aaahhh!—Justine, this is... oohhhh...this is too—ngh!—much... ahhh...” She ignored my pleas and kept bobbing her head, her mouth oh-so-hot and sliding slickly over my swollen head, gliding up and down on my terribly aching cock, and it felt sooo good, and I could not believe it was this good, and I could not believe she would not let me come, and oh God this was lovely, and it was fucking torture.

		I couldn’t stand it when she started making noises, her “mmmm, mmm” exclamations of delicious satisfaction vibrating her mouth. I was in heaven and hell, and I couldn’t hold on. I was going to let go and—

		The last ad ended, the show was on again, and she removed her mouth and sat up, taking her hands off me and sipping her juice, staring intently ahead. My mind spun. I didn’t even know if I was awake anymore, or who I was for that matter, at least not for a few seconds. My whole body was electrified, and I felt like I had tingly light instead of blood in my veins. I took a few deep breaths and tried to focus on our show. Eventually, I came back down into myself and began to feel somewhat normal again, my stiffness returning to softness, that same background ache of lust now feeling like some kind of generator in my crotch, a stack of batteries that could power a whole city.

		The show finally ended, and Justine picked up the remote to shut off the TV. “Now,” she said, “clear these dishes. I’m going to get ready to leave.”

		“Okay. I’ll throw on some clothes.”

		“No, you won’t,” she retorted. “You’ll bring these dishes out to the kitchen and then stand there and wash them naked. No clothes for you yet.”

		“Uh... OK,” I said, starting to bring our breakfast things to the kitchen. I hadn’t thought much of making some quick trips to the kitchen without any clothes, just to bring out our breakfast things after Justine had told me to strip, but just standing there at the sink and doing the dishes was a different story. Our kitchen was bright and had low windows in two of its four walls. There was one house next door and two across the street that were visible from that room. I had no idea who might be staring in at me at any given time. And what if the mail carrier came? Our mailbox was on our house, next to the kitchen door.

		As if sensing my reluctance somehow, Justine came into the kitchen. “Seems like you’re hesitating,” she said with a touch of firmness in her voice. “We’ve talked about that. Naturally, I’ll have to punish you for it. But for now, get over to that sink and start washing. I don’t care how many people see you naked.”

		There was no use arguing—at least, not if I wanted to come anytime soon, and not if I wanted Justine to keep on participating in the spanking scenarios that I loved so much. So I accepted her command and began washing while she stood staring for some moments—to make sure that I was really doing it, I suppose. I heard her go upstairs.

		I don’t think that anyone saw me, but I may never know for sure. After about ten minutes, Justine came back into the kitchen just as I was finishing up. I shut off the water and began toweling my hands. Justine came up to stand next to me and held a long wooden spoon in one outstretched hand. “You’re going to have to wash this, too,” she stated.

		“But we didn’t use that this morning. It’s not dirty.”

		“Not yet, it isn’t,” she said. “But there’s the little matter of your hesitating to wash the dishes after I first told you to come in here. Remember our rule about that? I believe that we had decided on ten swats. Hands on the counter.”

		I certainly did not hesitate at this last instruction, but I did get a little worried. We had indeed agreed on ten as the number of strokes for hesitating that very first time on the couch. We’d never used a spoon, though, so I had no idea what ten strokes would feel like. She didn’t either, of course, which was why she said, “Now, let’s see how this does on that eager little bottom of yours.”

		Without further ado, she began smacking my ass with the spoon, and from the very first, I knew that this was an effective instrument. She used a lot of momentum to flick the thing against my bare flesh, and the sting was immediate. The first “Ah!” was barely out of my mouth when the second one hit, and the rest came in rapid succession. She alternated cheeks but hit the same spot on each one so that I had a hot sore spot in the center of each buttock. “Ow! Fuck!” I said after she had stopped, for the pain lingered.

		“I’m glad you feel that,” she said, rubbing my ass with her hand. “I’ve been thinking that the spanks I’m giving you are too light. I’ve realized that my initial worries were all silly. I used to think that I was really hurting you, but now I know that you can take a lot more than I think. In fact, I know that you can take a lot more than you think. Lucky for you, I love you enough to persevere and give you just what you want, even if you yourself don’t yet know what it is.”

		I looked at her with total love. It was all true. She was beautiful and willing and dedicated, and I was an amazingly lucky man. We would both do anything for each other. My cock leaped up once more at the thought of how much I loved her. Her eyes flicked downward, and she gripped my penis once more, squeezing tightly enough to make me wince slightly. “Now it’s time to put this away,” she said, leaning in close to breathe the words hotly in my ear. The sensuous soothing of her soft voice was a powerful contrast with the firm grip on my cock as I stood there, fully naked, with her fully clothed. I gulped dryly, once again finding my head full of confusion and intensity. She let go of my dick, spun me around, and said, “Okay, go get dressed. You’re coming shopping with me.”

		Well, any man will tell you there’s nothing like the idea of shopping to kill an erection. I grew limp again almost immediately as I walked away to get my clothes. After a few steps, though, Justine strode up quickly behind me and gave me a surprise smack on the ass with her open palm. It was hard, it caught me off guard, and the loud crack echoed in our tiled kitchen. It also made me completely aroused again, and I sighed with regret at having to get dressed at that moment and drive to some store.

		In the car, on the way to the store, Justine drove and asked me, “How’s the ass?”

		“It’s great,” I told her. “It still stings, of course, but that’s why it’s great.”

		“I just wanted to be sure,” she said, “that I didn’t do too much too early, because we’re not through. You’ll have some more coming up later on.”

		“Mmm,” I said with a smile, my cock swelling once again and pressing against my pants.

		“There’s something else I want to mention,” she said. “In my recent research and talks with those other people online, I’ve found that many people who do this sort of thing will have some word or phrase to use if they want everything to stop. I’ve been asking you to help me figure out the number of strokes each time, and giving you some chances to back down, but this would be a way for you to just know you could stop things without having to wait for me to check with you. That way I won’t have to keep asking or hesitating; I can just go on doing whatever it is I’m doing without any worries, knowing you have the power to bring it to a halt any time you want.”

		I considered for a moment. “Sounds like a good plan,” I said.

		“Good,” she said. “Like I told you before, I’m finally getting to understand that you can take more pain than I thought, and maybe even more than you thought, so I’d like to be able to try things out and not be worried. And I’m not worried. I’ll just be doing some things and getting you to do some things and not wondering if it’s okay. So what’s the magic word going to be?”

		“Blue,” I said, for no real reason other than that it was the first random word to pop into my head.

		“Okay. ‘Blue’ it is. If I hear you say it, we’ll stop whatever we’re doing right away.”

		I simply kissed her on the cheek and smiled, looking at how gorgeous she was, thinking about how great she was. I’m such a lucky man, I thought.

		We finally got to a mall and went into a department store, and I was not surprised to find that Justine wanted to look at shoes. “I’ll need your help,” she told me. This was one of the most boring things I could ever do with my time, but I went along with it and was actually a little excited in some strange way. It seemed somehow like an extension of sex, with the promise of more spanks for me and the continued pressure of my unfulfilled orgasm. We walked around for a bit, and she picked up various shoes and told me which ones she’d like to try on. I then found boxes that had pairs in her size and put them all near an empty chair.

		When she finally sat down, I followed and stood in front of her. She looked up at me, eyebrows slightly raised, and then she slowly extended one leg, as if to say, “Well? Aren’t you going to help me?”

		I understood, and she didn’t have to say anything. I dropped to my knees and removed the shoe from her extended leg. She’d worn a dark skirt that fell just above her knees, and as I knelt before her, my eyes roved up her legs and into the shadows of that fabric. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I could smell her sweetness, ever so faintly. When the first shoe was off, she placed that foot upon the floor and then raised the other in my direction, and I removed that shoe as well. “Now, how about we start with those?” she asked, pointing to one of the boxes. I hastened to open the box, unwrap the shoes from their tissue paper, and place them on her feet. They were black leather pumps with three-inch heels, and they fit her very well.

		She then rose from the chair, standing only inches in front of me, with my face at about the level of her crotch. I wondered if anyone in the store would notice this and find it odd; the place was somewhat busy, even though not many people were in the shoe section with us.

		As Justine turned and took a step to my left to see how the shoes felt to walk in, I shifted myself as if to get up. When she sensed this, though, she stopped and turned her torso back toward me, reaching out with her left hand and simply placing her index finger on the top of my head. I glanced up with my eyes and saw her give two subtle shakes of her head from side to side, wearing the faintest of smiles. No. No getting up, that look said. I settled back into my kneeling position and watched as she continued walking away from me and then back toward me.

		“Well, what do you think?” she asked, rolling her ankles and swiveling her legs to show off the shoes.

		“They look great,” I said. Then I looked up at her. “You look great.”

		She smiled and stroked my cheek as she walked in front of me, once more sitting down. “Next,” she said simply, pointing to another box.

		And so it went. I took the shoes out of their boxes, put them on her feet, and then watched her walk around in them. She walked slowly and turned a lot to let me get a good long look at every angle. She wanted me to look at the shoes, of course, but I also knew that she was showing off her body for me, letting me savor the sight, and always managing to walk very close to me and trail her hand across my shoulders or to brush her leg against my chest for the briefest moment as she came back to the chair. I put each pair away in its box when she was finished, and finally we were down to the last pair she had picked. These were red leather Mary Janes, her favorite style of shoe and her favorite color, a rare combination.

		“Don’t you just love them?” she said excitedly, rotating before me.

		“Yes.”

		“And they’re comfortable, too. They don’t pinch or anything.” She sounded genuinely excited.

		“In that case,” I said, “why don’t I buy them for you?”

		“Will you?” she asked, walking toward me. “Oh, you’re such a dear.” She touched my chin with her thumb and forefinger, raising my face and then bending down to kiss me. “Okay. Why don’t you get up and put all the other boxes away. Then bring these in their box over to the perfume section. I’ll be over there trying on some scents.”

		I did all this, and when I found her, she was waving a small strip of white paper in the air. She closed her eyes and sniffed it as I approached. “Mmmm,” she said. “I like that one. What do you think?”

		I closed my eyes and inhaled, smiling at the warm and subtle fragrance. It made me think of evenings and candles and quiet dinners for two.

		“Yummy,” I said. “I guess I’ll have to buy this for you, too.”

		“Well, if you feel compelled...” she said with a smile.

		At the cash register, the clerk gave her a whole bag full of other things, free samples of creams and lotions and lipstick and who knows what else. “And what about for you?” the clerk asked, looking at me.

		“No, thanks,” I said. “I don’t really need anything.”

		The clerk shrugged, but when I turned to go, Justine said to me: “How about you carry the bags out to the car and wait for me? I just have one more thing to get here.”

		“All right,” I said, wondering slightly. I left the store, found the car, and waited, sitting in the driver’s seat and listening to some music with the windows rolled up. I spaced out a little and was stirred from my reverie by a knocking on the glass. I looked up at the passenger side and saw Justine pointing to the lock. I opened the door for her then, and she got in with another small shopping bag. I wondered what it was, and of course she knew that I was wondering, but I decided not to ask as I drove us back home, preferring to let her unveil whatever mystery she had in store.

		That night, after cooking a delicious dinner and clearing our dishes, Justine whispered in my ear, “Let’s go to the bedroom. I want to put on those shoes again.” Her reasoning didn’t quite make sense to me, and I wasn’t sure why she was whispering, but neither of these things mattered as much as the fact that we were going to the bedroom.

		“After you,” I said and followed her upstairs, stopping first to turn up the heat, since I thought we might want to be comfortable without clothes on.

		Once in the bedroom, she sat on the edge of the bed. “The shoes are over there,” she told me, indicating the spot. I walked over and was just about to pick up the box when she suddenly said, “Before you touch that box...”

		I turned to her. “Yes?” I said.

		“Strip,” she demanded.

		It took less than a minute for me to comply. I was always happy to strip for my wife. Once naked, I grabbed the box with the shoes and approached the bed, kneeling and admiring her bare feet. “Now put them on me...” she said, and I did this slowly, caressing her feet as I did it.

		“They look gorgeous on you,” I said.

		“Do you love them?”

		“Yes,” I said, rubbing them, massaging her ankles.

		“Show me.”

		I didn’t quite know what to do, so I bent over and planted a soft kiss on the top of each shoe. I kept caressing her feet as I looked up at her. She raised one eyebrow and said nothing. I gave her feet more kisses, turning them in my hands and planting my lips delicately all over them. I kissed the skin on the top of her feet, exposed by the openness of the Mary Janes, and kissed and licked her ankles. Then I looked up again.

		“No need to stop at the ankles,” she said. I began kissing her calves then, rubbing her legs, licking slowly, and progressing higher. She gave soft sounds of pleased approval as she leaned back in bed. Soon I began sliding my hands upwards under her skirt, feeling the tops of her thighs, alternating my gentle caresses with occasional firm grips on her lovely flesh. As I kissed the insides of her knees, I rolled the skirt up and back, exposing more of her legs, which parted for me slowly. I could smell her arousal as she moaned a little, and I saw the black fabric of her panties as I moved my head forward under the skirt. I spread her legs wider with my hands, kissing my way up the insides of her thighs, then licking around the edges of her underwear. I kissed her through the fabric then, and I felt the dampness on my face. She leaned further back on the bed, propping herself up with her elbows and rolling her hips forward to meet my face, her flesh quivering slightly with desperate desire.

		With my right hand, I reached up and grabbed the wet black fabric until it bunched up; then I moved it aside, delighting in the view of her tender pink petals and the suddenly stronger scent. I touched her with just the tips of a few fingers of my left hand, teasingly, tentatively, giving the softest and lightest strokes. “Oh,” she muttered in a tiny voice, and I heard the bed creak a little as her hips slid further toward me, eager and insistent.

		I thrust out my tongue then and touched her clitoris with the very tip, and she shuddered. I lapped with short strokes, all around the edges of her glistening lips, then with longer licks, slow and steady. Her legs writhed and spread as far as they could. I stuck my tongue inside her then and started slowly fucking her with it, flicking it, twisting it, her freely flowing juices mixing with my saliva to make wet noises under the skirt. “Oh!” she cried. “Ooooo..... Oh! oh oh...”

		She thrust herself hard against my face then and cried out with delight, and I buried myself in her orgasm, drenching my face and licking up all the juice I could get, clutching her thighs and pulling her into me, wanting to be at the very center of her delight. I left my face and my tongue in place until she placed a hand on my head.

		I wiped my face with the back of my forearm as I came out from under the skirt, and she sat back up on the edge of the bed. “Oh, I love you,” she said. “You’re so good to me.”

		“You’re so good to me,” I replied.

		She smiled at this. “The other bag from the store is over there,” she said. I got it and brought it to her. “Open it up,” she said.

		I withdrew a small shoe box tied up with ribbon, a little bow on top. “That’s for you,” she said. I lifted the lid with absolutely no idea of what the surprise could be, but as soon as I saw it, I understood. Inside the box, in the middle of some bunches of colored tissue, was an old-fashioned wooden hairbrush.

		I took it out and put the box down. It was smallish, oval, fairly light, and the polished wood was a dark honey color. I smiled.

		“Now give it to me,” Justine instructed, “and get your naked body over my lap.”

		I hurriedly did as she’d told me to do. Once I was across her lap, she immediately placed her right leg over me, just below my ass, and clamped down. “I’m doing this because I already know you’re going to squirm,” she told me. “I’m just going to keep you still so I can spank you to my heart’s content. And give me those hands. Let’s go; hands behind your back.” I complied at once and felt her take hold of my overlapped wrists. “I’m sure you can break free of my grip,” she said, “but I trust that you won’t do that, will you?”

		“No,” I said with a dry throat.

		Crack! The wood of the brush came down swiftly on my right buttock, and I sucked in my breath.

		“I didn’t quite hear that,” she said. “Say it louder, please. I want to know that you will be good and take your spanking and won’t try to struggle.”

		“I won’t,” I said more loudly.

		Smack! This time it was the left cheek. “Won’t what?” she demanded. “Won’t be good and take your spanking?”

		“No, I won’t struggle,” I said. “I’ll take my spanking.”

		She caressed my buns with the back of the brush. “I should hope so,” she said gently. “I want you to know that I’m not spanking you for anything in particular. You haven’t been bad at all. I’m going to spank you just because I’ve decided to. I’m going to spank you because I want to.”

		Smack! Splat! came two more quick spanks. “Furthermore,” she went on, then gave another smack! “I’m spanking you because I know you want it.” Smack! “You’re just aching for it, aren’t you?” Crack! Smack! Smack!

		“Ow—yes! I—ouch!—I am!”

		“You are what?” she asked sternly, then gave me a handful of rapid, stinging blows that made we wriggle in spite of my promise to remain still.

		“Ooowwwww....! I’m aching fo—ouch! Ah! Oah-ha-owww! I’m aching for it!”

		“Aching for WHAT!?” (Smack smack spank smack...)

		“Aggh! For a spanking! Ow! Ah!”

		She paused for a moment, lightly running her fingers over my bottom. “Mmmm, your ass is getting nice and pink. But you like that, don’t you?”

		“Mm-hmm,” I said, nodding my head.

		“What was that?” she shouted, giving me the two hardest spanks yet.

		“Yes!” I said through clenched teeth, feeling the burn on my ass. “Yes! I like that!”

		She went back to a softer voice. “And you want more, don’t you? You want your ass to be red, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” I said, panting in the temporary break.

		She began smacking my ass with the brush again suddenly, harder than before, each swat about two seconds apart, making me cry out in pain. God, I loved it!

		“And you enjoy being helpless like this, too, don’t you? You love having your little ass held in place and completely in my power.”

		“Yes,” I agreed, my buns burning terribly. “I love being naked, held down by you and getting my ass paddled. I love it. I love you.”

		“Well, I love you, too!” she said, bringing the brush down again. “Aren’t you a lucky man to have a wife who spanks you?” SWAT!

		“Aaaaaoooouuuch! Yes! I love hav—aghhhh!—having a wi—Ow! OW! Having a wife who—Aaaaahhh!—who spanks me!”

		And she tightened her grip on my wrists and clamped down more firmly with her leg, and the swats kept raining down on my helpless red ass, stinging and burning and turning me on more than I could believe. My dick was straining to spring out in this cramped position, but there was no room, and the pressure in my balls was near the exploding point.

		Justine must have known this, because she eventually stopped and told me to stand up. I did, wincing with the real pain of her hairbrush spanking, my cock finally jumping up into the air. “And now,” she said, smilingly at me lovingly, “you can come anytime you want.” And she bent forward to engulf the head of my prick with her hot wet mouth.

		In about three seconds, I erupted like a volcano, my huge reservoir of frustrated, teased, and excited come shooting into her waiting mouth in hot bursts, shaking my whole body and making me feel like fainting. After what felt like minutes, as the contractions subsided, I sank to my knees and put my head in her lap, and I started to sob.

		“Hey...” she said, sounding concerned. “Are you okay? Are you crying because I hurt you too much?”

		“No,” I answered as she stroked my head. “I’m crying because I love you so much.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		The following Saturday morning, I awoke to the sensation of Justine planting soft kisses on my chest, her head under the blanket. I gave a little groan and wriggled a bit, just to let her know I was awake. She poked her head out from under the blanket then, gave me a quick kiss on the lips, then paused to look at me with her lovely smiling eyes.

		“Hi,” she whispered.

		“Hi,” I said, running my right hand over her head.

		She dove back under the covers, kissing my chest and stomach, giving me short licks, nibbling my lower abdomen. Her hand slid up my leg then and grabbed my balls lightly, fondling them, my flesh swelling slowly and stiffening at her touch. “Mmmm,” I muttered.

		Then her head worked down to my groin, and I felt her tongue on my balls. I gasped a little at the lovely sensation and at the long licks that trailed up my shaft. I drew in a deep breath as she began tonguing the underside of my glans, rubbing it hard with her moistness, making quick circles with the flat of her tongue. Then I felt myself being sucked and moaned loudly.

		“Ooohhhh...” I cried as her head bobbed rhythmically, going only about an inch up and down, not swallowing my whole shaft but focusing on moving the head around her mouth. It was delightful, and I closed my eyes and enjoyed it with an open mouth and soft sighs.

		After a few minutes of this, Justine stopped, crawled on top of me, and came out from the blankets once more. Some of her hair was stuck to her forehead with sweat, and she gasped a little at the fresh air. I held her face and kissed her, long and deep, and put my arms around her lower back. She moved my arms above my head, pinning them there and delicately licked at my left nipple, kissing all around it and then sucking it between her teeth, treating me to more of her wonderful tongue. I moaned and thrust my chest forward, and she moved to my right nipple, then kissed me on the mouth once again.

		I pulled her up my body slightly, kissing her collarbone, her throat, licking her neck. I blew hot breath in her left ear and grabbed her ass with both hands, and she let out a soft, “Oh.” My fingers traced intricate designs on her back, sliding gently just over the surface, and I slowly squirmed my way further down in the bed.

		Now her breasts were directly above me, and I kissed between them, the ribs under them, all around them. I brought my kisses inward in slow spirals toward her nipples, gripping her ass again and then caressing the backs of her thighs. Her legs spread, and her crotch ground against my stomach. I could already feel the hot wetness against my skin. I lifted my head quickly and took a nipple in my mouth, sucking and nibbling with vigor. I let go of her legs and fondled her breasts as I sucked them, alternating nipples with my mouth and fingering whichever one I was not sucking, my fingertips sliding gently in the saliva, sometimes tapping or pinching softly with my thumb.

		She panted as I slid further down, keeping my hands on her breasts and playing with her nipples while my tongue trailed down her soft-skinned belly. Wriggling even further, entirely under the blankets now, I slid my face down between her legs. Her juices were flowing and dripped onto my waiting tongue, and I commenced licking firmly with long, strong laps that pushed her lips apart and made her cry out. I took my hands off her breasts and held her by the ass, pulling her into my face and eating furiously. In a few moments, her slight bucking stopped, and her sweet pink flesh trembled and twitched on the end of my tongue.

		I wriggled back up the bed; Justine held herself up with her arms, head down, eyes closed, panting from her orgasm. I kissed her cheek, her forehead, her chin, and stroked her hair. She responded by kissing me firmly, driving her tongue deep into my mouth, then going for my nipples once again. She reached back behind her and felt the fullness of my erection, caressed my balls. Then she gripped my shaft and slid down and back, guiding me into her. There was a moment of pause as she aimed my dick, and I felt the head rub around the slickness of her opening. Then she sank back down, and I was engulfed by her, groaning “Aaaaaahhhhhh” as I buried myself in her hot wetness.

		My hands roved all over her back, her ass, as I began short thrusts. I used my nails a little on her back, and she raked hers against my sides, then raised her sweat-damp torso from mine so she could make her hands into claws and very slowly drag them across my chest. I winced with the delightful pain of her nails ever so slightly tearing my skin, loving the sensation. I moved my hips more quickly, feeling the ache in my balls build rapidly and hoping she would not make this another “I forbid you to come” morning.

		Lucky for me, she did not. She gyrated her hips more quickly to keep time with my banging from beneath, and as I made the tell-tale moans that told her I was going to come, she suddenly pinched both my nipples and tugged on the tender flesh.

		“Nnngggh!” I grunted, feeling the pain and simultaneously shooting my sperm in short, powerful spurts into her. She let go of my nipples as she felt me come, dropping her head to muffle my cries with a tongue-filled kiss. Then we both went limp, and she raised herself off of my cock and rolled over onto her back, heaving deep sighs of satisfied exhaustion. I did the same.

		“Wow,” I said after some moments. “That was great.”

		“Yes,” she said, smiling and turning her head toward me. She caressed my cheek. “But now I’m starving. Let’s make breakfast.”

		After our usual morning meal and my usual washing of dishes—this time with clothes on—Justine told me the house needed vacuuming. She sat on the couch in the living room and shook a small bottle of nail polish. “And of course,” she said, “I want you to do it without any clothes on. I’m going to sit here and do my nails, and I want to watch you vacuum naked, at least while you’re in here. You can’t put on clothes to do the rest of the house, either, because I’ll probably walk around and check on your progress. Do a good job and I promise you’ll be rewarded.”

		I stripped, got the vacuum cleaner, and started with the living room, Justine looking up occasionally and smiling at me as I worked the rugs. I continued with the rest of the house, and she did in fact come look at me a few times in various rooms. It took about an hour, and when I was finished and put the vacuum cleaner away, I looked for Justine.

		I found her in the bedroom wearing her red shoes again, walking around in them and admiring how they looked. She also held the red and black crop in her right hand. “Oh good,” she said as I entered, looking up from her shoes. “You’re done vacuuming.”

		“Yes,” I said, standing naked before her and feeling newly inspired.

		“Now come stand here in the middle of the room,” she said. I moved to the spot, and she told me to touch the ceiling. Our upstairs ceilings are low enough (and I am tall enough) so that I can touch them easily with my fingers and with my palms if I stand on my toes. I stretched my arms over my head.

		“Good,” she said, walking around me, caressing my back and my chest with her left hand, flipping the crop lightly in the air with her right. “Now, spread your legs apart a bit.”

		I shuffled my feet apart slightly, paused, and then moved them a little further when Justine said, “Come on, keep going...” The farther apart they moved, of course, the lower I sank and the harder it was to keep my hands on the ceiling. When my feet were well past shoulder-width apart and my arms strained to keep touching the ceiling, she said, “There. That’s about right.”

		I stopped, somewhat glad, and my heart beat fast. I found that I loved being stretched out naked for my wife’s enjoyment. “Now,” she said, “I’m going to use the crop on you. I want to see how you do with it after you’ve come. I know you love it when you’re working toward orgasm, but I want you to know that I can spank you or whip you any time, not just when you’re turned on. I want you to know that I can have you naked and spread any time I want and can punish you however I see fit.” She touched the underside of my chin with the tip of the crop, using it to raise my head. “Understand?” she asked.

		“Yes,” I said with shaky breath. Naturally, I could just say “blue” any time I wanted and make it all stop, but why the hell would I? I was already growing stiff again from her desire to have my naked body at her complete disposal.

		“Good,” she said and walked behind me. I started to turn my head a little to keep looking at the wonderful sight of her, but she suddenly said, “Face forward! Don’t you turn around!” And with that, the first hard slash of the crop cut my ass, making me yelp slightly.

		“I’m sorry,” I said through my smile.

		“Oh, yes you are,” she said. “I’ll show you sorry. How about ten strokes on your bare ass? How would that be for sorry?”

		“Ye—Ow!” The first one landed just as I was about to agree. Apparently, she wasn’t waiting. A second whiissh! brought a fresh sting to both buttocks and an immediate third stung me with the tip of the crop high on my left cheek.

		“Aaaahhh,” I moaned in a pleased whisper.

		The next swat struck low on my right cheek, and the next hit the exact same spot, which made me cry “Yooowww!” as the stinging doubled in intensity. I was still deep in this sensation when the tip hit me higher on that same side. The next swish! landed the crop’s tip right in the center of my left bun.

		The remaining strokes all hit with the shaft of the crop, slashing both buns simultaneously. They were fast and steady, and the burn was intense, and in spite of what I knew, I reached back with my left hand and rubbed my ass, wincing.

		“Oh-HO!” said Justine. “Not only did I tell you to keep your hands on the ceiling, but you know the rule about rubbing your sore bottom! Yet you defy me. Well, I’ll just have to add to the punishment. Furthermore, to show you how serious I am about the rules, we’re going to start over with your ten strokes. Those other ones don’t count, and I’ll have to begin again. Maybe this time you’ll know better than to interfere with the punishment you so richly deserve. Now get your hand back up!”

		I reached for the ceiling once more, clenching my teeth in anticipation of another ten strokes. They began at once and were fast, which I suppose was better, since it would be over more quickly. Yes, I did love all of this, but it still hurt, and halfway through the second set of ten, I had to struggle very hard to keep my hands in place and my feet where they were and not to leap forward to get my ass away from that delicious yet sinister crop.

		“There!” she said as she gave me the final agonizing stripe across my ass. I panted and gritted my teeth as I felt the heat in my whipped flesh.

		“Now,” she said, and her voice became gentle once again, “you can put your hands down for a moment. Rest. Take some breaths. I will also permit you to rub your ass now, if you want, but just for a few moments.”

		I did this, soothing the sting briefly. Justine walked around me some more, caressing me all over but not on my ass. After about a minute, she said, “Okay. Hands back up.”

		I did as instructed, my muscled frame taught and trembling for her pleasure once more. “Now I’m going to try something a little different,” she said caressingly. “I want to see just how much you love this crop.”

		Then she slapped my chest lightly with its tip. She tapped it against my belly next, and then on a different part of my chest. She moved to one side and tapped my ribs several times, moving up and down. The crop gave only the slightest sting with her light strokes, not nearly as much as she had used on my ass, and it brought me into sharp focus, really feeling and thinking about each part of my body that she touched with it. She circled me slowly, smacking lightly against my lower back, my shoulders, my ribs again, more of my chest. I breathed harder and furrowed my brow, not feeling that much pain, loving the attention she bestowed upon my flesh. She changed angles, tapping with the crop horizontal, then with it diagonal, sometimes using the tip and sometimes the shaft. Sometimes she just caressed me with it. When she did this to the insides of my thighs, I grew hard again. She smiled. She placed the tip of the crop just under my stiffening cock, raising it a little, rubbing the shaft with the cool leather.

		“Oohh,” I said, and she lowered the crop and let my cock drop a little. She tapped it lightly again from beneath, flicking my dick up again, then letting it flop down.

		“Oooo, this is fun,” she said through a smile as she tapped quickly and lightly against my erection, making it dance slightly in the air.

		“Yes, it is...” I whispered, “but my arms are getting tired.”

		“Oh, poor you,” she said with mock sarcasm. “OK, we’re almost done here. Just hold still.” She stopped using the crop to play with my dick and held it upright in her hand, standing before me. She flicked it lightly against my right nipple. Then she did it again, just a little harder.

		She gave several more taps, rapid and increasing in pressure, until at the tenth or so I said, “Ahhww!”

		She grinned and then repeated the process on the other nipple. Then she went back and forth, whipping each nipple, always starting softly but increasing the strength of her flicks until I cried out. My nipples had been through a lot that morning, and I was on the verge of considering shouting “Blue!” when Justine suddenly stopped and said, “Okay, you can put your hands down and stand normally.”

		I let my arms drop, feeling the ache in my shoulder muscles from holding them up so long, a pain comparable to the feeling after several sets of pressing heavy dumbbells over my head at the gym. I strode over to the bed and dove onto it face first, still feeling the sting in my butt. Then it occurred to me that I had only repeated the first ten strokes; I hadn’t yet been punished for taking my hand off the ceiling or for rubbing my buns. I turned around and, as always, she seemed to have read my thoughts and was a step ahead of me.

		“Don’t worry,” she said. “We’ll get around to the rest of your strokes. But we’re taking a break now. You need to get dressed and go to the store; we have a long grocery list.”

		As it turned out, when I got back from shopping, Justine told me that we wouldn’t continue with my strokes that day. She’d thought about it while I was out and decided that my butt had received enough for one day, even for the whole weekend. I told her that I was fine, but she insisted. And she was, after all, the boss in these matters. In any case, that evening we ended up renting a movie, and while still on the couch, we made mad love once again, so I was by no means disappointed.

		

		***

		

		My ass had stopped hurting by the next day, Sunday, and by Tuesday, all visible traces of the crop were gone as well. I wondered how long I’d have to wait for more swats, and what instrument Justine would use to deliver them, and what position I’d be in. She had surprised me by switching from the over-the-lap method we’d begun with when I first brought up the idea of her spanking me. I was amazed at her innovation and at her research into the scene. She actually seemed to be enjoying the punishments now, instead of just spanking me because I pleaded with her to do so. It was an unexpected transformation, and it made me incredibly hot just thinking about it.

		When I got home on Thursday, Justine was there, her work day ending slightly before mine. She was thumbing through our box of recipe cards. “What should we have?” she asked, and I kissed her and stood behind her, hugging her tightly as I looked over her shoulder at the recipes. We decided on one, and she said, “Good. But before we start, come upstairs.” She kissed me and walked across the kitchen.

		I moved to follow her, and she turned around and said, “But get undressed first. Just put your clothes in the office. I want you naked when you come into the bedroom.”

		By the look in her smiling eye and the saucy lilt in her voice, I knew I was in for the remainder of my spanking, that I would have to take my punishment right then, and my balls tingled at the thought. I eagerly undressed and scattered my clothes all over the hall in my haste to get upstairs and place my ass in my wife’s capable, loving hands.

		When I opened the door and looked at the bed, I paused, suddenly unsure.

		There was a short length of rope attached to each corner of the bed. One end of each rope was affixed to a bedpost, but the other had a loop with some kind of knot, and they lay out neatly, just waiting for me. I felt a slight sinking in my stomach, and my throat was dry.

		“Come on,” Justine insisted, pulling me the rest of the way into the room by one wrist and shutting the door behind me. “Let’s go. No stalling. You’ve had this coming, and now you have to take it. On the bed, face down.”

		I walked forward very slowly, wondering. I’d never done anything like this before.

		“Move it!” said Justine, slapping my ass hard with her palm. “Do as I say!”

		I crawled onto the bed, lying on my stomach. Justine moved to my left and said, “Now give me your hand.” I reluctantly reached my left hand out to her, and she grabbed it and worked one loop of rope over my wrist. Then she slid the knot up until it was snug. “Try moving it,” she said, returning to her softer voice. I pulled a little, felt the tug, and pulled a little harder. I shook my hand as much as I could, but it didn’t move much. “Does the rope hurt?” she asked gently.

		“No,” I said in a choking voice. My whole body trembled with fearful anticipation, but of course I was also excited and in a kind of numb bewilderment.

		She walked around to the other side of the bed. “Other hand,” she demanded, holding out her own hand. I placed my wrist into her grip, and she soon had that hand secure in its loop. Then she moved to the foot of the bed, and this time she didn’t ask for me to give her my feet, she just grabbed them and fit them snugly into the ropes. Then she stood back.

		“Now that is a sight I love to see,” she said. “My husband naked and tied to the bed, spread out and helpless. Now, my love, your ass is mine.”

		And this was true. I wasn’t stretched out to the point of pain or anything, but I certainly couldn’t move much. With my chin resting on a pillow, I couldn’t even turn around to see what kind of expression was on her face. I heard her walking around, and soon she came up next to me, holding out the crop for me to see, placing its tip just inches in front of my face. My penis swelled against the bed with nervous excitement.

		“Remember this?” she asked. “Remember how I told you to keep your hands on the ceiling, and how you disobeyed?”

		“Yes,” I said shakily.

		“And do you remember,” she continued, “that one of my very first rules about spanking you was that you were not allowed to touch your butt or try to soothe the pain in any way? How you just had to take the pain I gave you—that you asked me to give you—without questioning or trying to change it?”

		“Yes,” I repeated.

		“Well, now you seem to remember. But for a moment there, you forgot. You forgot all about the rules and about how lucky you are to have a wife who spanks you and about how if you want your spankings, you need to obey me. You seemed to have a problem listening. Your hands just did what they wanted in spite of my instructions.”

		“Yes,” I said. “I was very bad.”

		“Oh, yes you were,” she agreed. “And since your hands seem to have a mind of their own, I’ve decided to restrain them. I’ve restrained your whole naked body, so now you have to take your punishment, even if you don’t want to.” She slid the tip of the crop slowly down my spine and began caressing my ass with it. “Now you will hold still, and I can do whatever I want to this ass.”

		I ground my hips a little, rubbing my engorged cock against the bed. I was incredibly turned on in spite of my fear, which surprised me a little. After all, I had never been restrained before, had never even come close to doing this. I was not used to being bound. But the blood pounding in my genitals was a clear sign of how much my body really loved it.

		“Oooo, it turns you on, does it?” Justine asked in a husky, sexy voice, seeing me grinding. She tapped the crop against my left cheek once, then once more, a little harder.

		“Ooo,” I said with a smile, and she struck my right buttock several times with the same light force. “Oh,” I said, and, “Ah.”

		“You like it,” she said, tapping my buns again. “You love it! You’re helpless! You’re totally in my power now!” She flicked the crop against my quivering bare butt with each emphasized word, now increasing the intensity of the strokes.

		“Oooo!” I grunted. “Ouch! Ah!”

		“Oh, you’re mine!” she went on. “You can squirm, but you can’t get away! This crop is going to whip every single inch of your squirming little ass!” She wasn’t shouting, but she showed her vehemence with a velvety sexiness in her voice, the sound alone making me want to come. And, indeed, the crop did find every last inch of my ass. Her strokes were lighter than the last time we’d done this, but she gave me many, many more of them, completely covering my wriggling buns with small, stinging swats, then covering them all over again. I writhed, half in ecstasy, half in pain, but I didn’t get very far, bound securely as I was to the frame of the bed, unable to escape the sharp kisses of the crop against my tender flesh.

		“Oooo....!” I cried as I struggled. “AAAhhh! Mmmmnnnnhhhhh!”

		“Oh, you just love it! I can tell!” She increased the force of her strokes. “You’re going to come! Aren’t you?! You’re going to come! COME!” And she whipped rapidly and hard as I ground against the bed more urgently.

		“Yes!” I hissed. “Yes yes ye... Aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...” and I gasped and panted as my vast load of semen came spilling out, drenching the bed under me and spilling out between my legs. “Oh... oh God....”

		Justine placed the crop down on the bed and began rubbing my ass gently. “There,” she said. “There you are. That’s just what you needed.”

		“Oh God, yes,” I sobbed. “Fuck, that was intense.”

		“I’m glad,” she said, bending down to kiss me. “Now we can make dinner.” And she started to untie me.

		“God, I love you,” I said as I watched her.

		

		***

		

		After dinner, Justine showered while I cleaned up the kitchen. When I was through, I waited for her in the bedroom, putting on some of her favorite classical music. I turned off all the lights except for one of the bedside table lamps.

		She came in a few minutes later, wrapped in a large red towel. She smiled when she saw me naked on the bed. I stretched out my hand; she took it, and I pulled her into bed, gently spinning her onto her back and leaning over her. I gave her a long, deep kiss and then lifted myself up off of her. Sliding my index finger under the top of the towel, I followed its folds down her body, tugging as I did so, opening it as if it had a zipper. I gently peeled back each side of the towel, unwrapping her fresh nakedness, and I bent down to lick the warm, clean skin of her belly. She smiled and said “Mmm” faintly.

		I kissed my way up between her breasts, nibbling at her throat a bit, tonguing along her jaw and up to her ear, where I stopped to blow soft hot breath. I moved her arms out to her sides as I lingered over her lovely throat. I had an idea. I lightly coaxed one of the loops of rope, still affixed to our bedposts, over her right hand. Once it was in place, I kissed her hand, then reached up with both hands to cinch the rope snugly around her wrist.

		I broke the kiss and moved my head back to look at her and see how she took this. I suppose part of me expected her to immediately yank on the rope and say, “Hey! What are you doing! Take this thing off my hand!” Instead, she just looked into my eyes and smiled. I smiled back, and she offered no resistance whatsoever as I gently guided her left hand into the rope on the opposite side. When I got off the bed and walked to its foot, she even spread her legs to make it easier for me to secure them. As I tied the last knot, I glanced up and saw her looking down her naked body at me, her smile lovely and excited. Looking back at her, glancing over her invitingly open legs, over her smooth pale skin and between her breasts to where her eyes met mine, I was incredibly aroused. I climbed back onto the bed from where I was and kissed her right foot, her shin, her knee, then turned my attention to her other leg. I caressed and kissed as she wriggled just a little, the bonds holding her tightly in place for my eager pleasure.

		I moved into a sitting position beside her and touched her right wrist with just a fingertip. Slowly, lightly, I drew a line down her arm, across her body, around the outer edge of her breast, across her trembling stomach, and down her left leg, stopping at the very tip of her big toe. I then touched her right toe and drew another long line up her body, all the way to her left wrist. I did this several times, making a big “X” across her naked form, on each pass coming just a little closer to the insides of her thighs, to her nipples. I picked up the pace a little and brought more fingers into play, also pressing just a little harder with my fingers. I began to fondle parts of her as my hand traveled over her delightful smooth skin, and she panted and gasped slightly as I did so.

		While my right hand roved over her, I put my left index finger to her mouth, and she moved her head up to suck at it eagerly. I used it to draw wet, slick strokes down the center of her chest, on her forearms, around the underside of each breast, always returning it to her mouth for more wetness. She writhed in her bonds, not to get away from my fingers, but to try to get more of them; she couldn’t get far, though, having to wait until my fingers came where she wanted them.

		Her nipples were bursting with fresh stiffness, and I soon used my left finger, slick with her saliva, to draw circles around the outer edges of each of them. I came as close as the outer edges of the lovely pink circles, but for some minutes remained teasingly distant from her most sensitive buds. She wriggled and tried to work her way into my fingers, but I just kept circling the edge, coming slightly closer to the inside and wetting the tender skin. I bent forward to lick the outside of her right nipple, drooling onto it a little and covering it with wetness except at the very center; then I blew on it. Justine squealed slightly with frustration, and I moved my right hand up the inside of her left leg and pressed with my fingers on her outer labia. When her moan changed to a deeper tone, I touched the very tip of her nipple with the very end of my tongue, just the lightest flick, and her whole body quivered. I slid my middle fingertip just inside her damp slit, slowly stroking upward, and when she moaned, “Ohhhhh...,” I suddenly sucked her whole nipple firmly into my mouth, grabbing her breast as I did so. “Oh!” she cried, her hips beginning to buck as much as they could in her bound position. I kept the heel of my palm just above her clit and pressed more deeply with my finger, letting her work herself against my hand. I briefly sucked her other nipple, then clambered down to the foot of the bed so I could eat her properly.

		I dove right in, thrusting my face forward into her spread legs and jamming my tongue into her. She squealed and squirmed as I tongued in vigorous circles inside her lips, lapping her juices and working my mouth with feverish desire. I held her lips spread apart with the fingers of my right hand, and with my left hand I slid into her, curling three fingers alternately inside her. I pressed firmly up against her from inside, rubbing her G-spot, while jabbing at her clit with the point of my tongue. She was rubbing herself strenuously and rapidly against my face now, and in a few moments, she cried out, “Ah! Hoooo... Ohhhhh....” as her lusciousness pulsed against my tongue.

		I gave her some moments to come back to herself, sighing with pleased contentment, while I gently undid the ropes that fastened her legs. I left her hands tied, though. I was hard again, and I wanted it fast. I crawled back onto the bed from where I stood, climbing between her legs, grabbing the backs of her knees and lifting them high. Putting her feet over my shoulders, I pushed into her velvety hotness with a quick thrust, and she gasped. I leaned forward over her and began banging away, not bothering with anything delicate, just thrusting and pounding and sinking my shaft in again and again, my balls slapping her with loud wet smacks, my ass cheeks clenching and flexing with each deep thrust, my momentum building, my legs getting warm and all my muscles tingling with delight and oh and oh oh...

		I pulled out at the last minute, and my sperm went spurting in long arcs that landed on her chest, spattering her tits with the hot white fluids of my constant lust. I gripped my dick tightly as the contractions continued sending jets of jizz all over her breasts and stomach. After the first five or six spurts, the semen tapered off, leaving me with a dry but delicious pulsing in my slowly softening flesh. Then I caught my breath, slowly lowered Justine’s legs, and rolled off the bed. I kissed her as I undid her hands. Then I reached for a fresh towel from the pile beside the bed and wiped her off gently.

		“Well,” I said after some moments, having crawled into bed beside her and pulled the covers over us both.

		“Well,” she said, looking at me and smiling.

		“I’m glad you liked that. I wasn’t sure.”

		“Well, I wanted to try it too... that’s why I didn’t undo the ropes after last time.”

		“So do you want me to spank you, too?”

		“No. That’s just for you. I don’t like any pain. I do like to be bound, though, now that we’ve tried it... I wouldn’t mind doing some more of that.”

		“Well, I’m happy to oblige,” I said, and kissed her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		One night, I came home to find a check in the mail. It was a bonus check from work, one that had taken so long in coming that I’d almost forgotten about it. I remembered my boss mentioning that a few of us would be getting some extra money for working so hard on this one project, but we’d finished it months ago. To me, it was just money falling out of the sky and into my lap.

		When I opened the envelope and saw the amount, I smiled with excitement.

		“We’re going out to dinner,” I told Justine after we greeted each other with kisses. “Any place you want. We can dress up, too.”

		“Is it that much?” she asked, eyeing the envelope in my hand.

		“It’s that much.”

		She gave me another kiss and then ran upstairs eagerly. I changed into some black pleated dress pants and a tailored black silk shirt, dabbing a bit of scent on my collarbone and cuffs for good measure.

		When Justine came downstairs again, I saw that she was wearing one of her red dresses, moderately low cut and with short sleeves, the hem falling just below her knees. “I want lobster,” she declared.

		I smiled. “Fine. The usual place?”

		“Yes.”

		When we got to the restaurant we usually go to when Justine wants seafood, we only had to wait about ten minutes for a table, which wasn’t bad, considering we hadn’t made reservations. We hung our jackets and sat at a cozy corner table for two, a candle already lit and the wine menu open on the table.

		“How about a glass of Vouvray to start with?” I asked Justine.

		She nodded. I glanced at the man who had seated us, and he said, “Two glasses of Vouvray,” and went away.

		Later, as we sipped the lovely, chilled pale gold of the wine and nibbled on some bread, Justine said, “I want you to do me a favor. To do us both a favor. I want you to give me a bunch of that money you just got.”

		“For safekeeping?”

		She looked puzzled for a second, then smiled. “No, not that kind of favor. I’m going to spend it. Right away.”

		“How much are we talking about?”

		She told me and I grinned, raising an eyebrow.

		“Please,” she said with near desperation. “I really really want to do this. I have an idea. Only I can’t tell you. Well, I could, but I don’t want to. You’ll see soon enough. I just... I don’t know how to explain it. You’ve been so good, and we’ve been so good, and I’ve really learned a lot about myself and us and... Please? Can I just surprise you?”

		I had an idea about what sort of surprise it would be, but I didn’t want to spoil her fun—or mine—so I tried not to think about it too much. I took out my wallet and grabbed a bunch of bills, more than she had asked for, and handed them over. “Go crazy,” I told her. “Whatever’s on your mind, don’t hold back. Get as deep as you want to go.”

		She lit up with a sparkling smile, took the bills, and stuffed them into her purse. Then she finished her whole glass of wine and looked at me piercingly. I felt her hand on my leg under the table. She bent forward a bit so she could slide her hand up to squeeze my stiffening cock through the thin fabrics of my dress pants and boxers. I gave a little groan of pleasure as I smiled at her, then motioned with my eyes for her to stop; the waiter was returning to take our order.

		She composed herself in time, letting go of me and pretending she had just picked her purse up off the floor. She ordered two one-pound lobsters, among other things, and some more Vouvray. I myself don’t like seafood, so I went with a bacon-wrapped filet mignon in a red wine reduction with mushrooms. I didn’t think the Vouvray would pair well with that, so I asked for a Barolo. Since I was blowing all my newly received money, why not go all the way?

		The food took a little longer than it should have to arrive at the table, but I forgot that fact as soon as I took the first bite. It was the most delicious meal I’d had in a long time. For her part, Justine was eating with eyes half-closed, softly moaning with pleasure at every morsel of lobster meat that she dipped into melted butter and put between her lips. “It’s sooooo good...” she told me between mouthfuls.

		“It must be,” I said. “I’m getting hard just listening to you.”

		“Mmm, even better,” she said in a low voice. “You know, slurping this delicious meat is making me a little horny, too. We might need to change our plans for dessert.”

		I thought about that as I sipped my Barolo, savoring its bouquet of roses with slight tinges of leather or tobacco, holding the glass up against the light of the candle and looking at how the top edge of the wine inside the glass faded slowly from deep red to brick red to orange and, finally, to a thin line of absolutely clear liquid. I looked at Justine over the top of the glass; she was mouthing her food with pursed lips and looking me directly in the eye with piercing lust. I thought of somehow getting under the tablecloth without anyone seeing me, of kissing her shins and rubbing her thighs and sliding the hem of her dress up over her knees, kissing my way between her pale inner thighs, pulling her ass to the edge of the seat and moving her panties aside with my tongue... I could lick and eat and treat her to orgasmic delight while she sipped her wine in the candlelight, our waiter supposing that I had gone to the restroom...

		Or there was the restroom itself. Yes, that was a better idea...

		I reached forward and touched her hand, still holding my wine in the other hand. “When we’re finished eating,” I said softly, “I think that we’ll both need to visit the restroom, don’t you?” I gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

		“That’s a fine idea.”

		After we had finished eating, the waiter asked us if we wanted dessert. I glanced at Justine but had to look away quickly or I knew I’d start laughing. “No need for the dessert menu,” I managed to say. “Just the check.”

		He brought it a few minutes later. I was counting out cash to leave on the table when Justine stood and said, “I’ll be in the ladies’ room.” She winked and walked away. I quickly found the right bills, left a 20 percent tip, and got up, walking in the direction in which Justine had just gone.

		There were two restrooms, each designed for one person and with a door that locked. The doors were side by side, mostly surrounded by a small section of wall that created an alcove for those waiting to go in. I saw that the door to the men’s room was open. I knocked on the ladies’ room door. After a few seconds, I had the sudden fear that someone else would open the door and then wonder why I had been knocking. But in a moment, the door opened quickly, a hand shot out to grab my wrist, and I was pulled inside.

		Justine shut the door behind me and immediately pinned me against a wall, her body pressed against mine from knees to shoulders, her tongue jammed into my mouth, sliding furiously around. I put my hands on her ass and pulled our groins together, letting my body slide down the wall a bit. We were both breathing hard with desperation, and I don’t think either of us could have managed words at that moment.

		I spun around suddenly, holding her against the wall now, and I tried to pull down the fabric of her dress to expose her breasts as I kissed all over her cleavage. The fabric wasn’t stretchy enough, though, and there was a bra to contend with as well. Seeing that this path was too complicated for my urgency, I picked her up and carried her over to the toilet. The seat lid was down, so I placed her on it and sank to my knees before her, lifting her dress as I had recently imagined doing under our table. In reality, I was a lot quicker than I had been in my imagination. Justine leaned back, and I inserted a finger into her panties to pull them aside. I was a bit too swift in my motion, though, and I simply ripped through the fabric. I heard her gasp, and when I looked up at her, she just whispered, “Rip them off! Oh God, just rip them off!”

		I did so, tearing away at the fabric and throwing the shreds on the floor, and then I jammed my face into her eager pussy, my tongue pressing hard and working at top speed, my lips slithering over hers. She whimpered and clutched the back of my head with both her hands. At that moment, I had the absurdly intrusive thought that I wasn’t sure the door was locked. Forgetting this, I held her legs firmly against my shoulders and ate her until, in a minute or so, I saw and felt the familiar twitching of her sex and slurped up all of the juices that oozed out of her.

		I let go of her legs then, placing her feet on the floor and standing up, hands fumbling at my zipper. She reached forward and knocked my hands away, insisting on doing it herself. Once I was unzipped, she reached through my pants, undid the single button of my boxers, and released my hard flesh. As my rigid meat sprang forward, she instantly slid her open mouth over it, gobbling my swollen head and making me moan with delight. She moved her head around in all directions, wanting to give my cock access to every part of her mouth, and I knew I couldn’t last long. I wanted to fuck her, though, wanted to bend her over on the toilet and ram her hard from behind. I tried to indicate this by touching her head and face, then by trying to back myself out of her mouth, but she refused to move. “Justine,” I whispered, bending down a little to help her hear, “I want to—”

		“Mnnhh-Nnngh!” she cut me off, her mouth full of my engorged flesh. To emphasize her point, she brushed my hands away from her, then clamped her own hands tightly on my ass, pulling me toward her face with an iron grip. “Ghhhhnnn!” she exclaimed.

		Well, if that was what she wanted, who was I to argue? I just tipped my head back and closed my eyes, enjoying this intense blowjob for the remaining thirty seconds or so it took for me to come voluminously in her mouth. She gulped it all down and continued sucking the sensitive head even after it had shrunk back down. She sucked and licked and even fondled until everything had become completely flaccid again. Then she smiled, tucked me away into the boxers, buttoned them, and zipped me back up. She patted that area of my pants a couple of times and smiled up at me.

		I bent down to kiss her, then held out my hand. She took it, and I helped her to her feet. She spun around in front of me, and I got her dress back in good order, smoothing out wrinkles and making sure there were no stains. I also picked up the shreds of her underwear and tossed them into the trash can. “Sorry about those, honey,” I said.

		“That’s okay,” she told me, standing at the sink and checking in the mirror. She turned on the faucet and splashed some water on her face, then moved aside so I could do the same. I dried my face off with some paper towels, frowning at the smell of the damp paper as I wiped my mouth.

		Once we were somewhat fresh and tidy again, I said, “You go first. Just pause at that outer doorway and let me know if anyone’s coming.”

		She exited (and no, the door hadn’t been locked!) and I stayed behind, peering through the crack of the slightly open door, ready to pull it shut and lock it if some woman appeared. I didn’t have to, though. I saw Justine from the back as she tiptoed to the opening of the little awning around the restroom doors. I watched her peek around the opening and then motion me with rapid hand gestures to come out. I did so, shutting off the light. As I rounded the corner, a woman almost bumped into me as she turned to go toward the restroom door. “Pardon,” I said, and she slid past me.

		“That was close,” I muttered to Justine as we collected our jackets in the front entrance. She just giggled as I helped her into her jacket.

		On the way home, she said, “That was fun. We should do that again sometime.”

		“Yes, we should,” I agreed.

		I was pretty tired when we got home. Justine took a shower while I straightened the house a bit, then she waited for me in bed while I showered. When I went into the bedroom, naked except for a towel around my waist, I saw her sitting there on the edge of the bed. She was naked, too, and she held the paddle in one hand.

		“Come on,” she said flatly. “Lose the towel and get over here.”

		I felt like just going to sleep. “Oh, I don’t know...” I said.

		“What?” she said loudly. “What do you mean, ‘I don’t know’? Get over my lap right now!”

		I decided to go along with it, taking off the towel and lying across her naked thighs. She instantly began smacking me hard with the paddle, telling me, “Oh, you don’t know. But I do! I know! When I decide to spank your little ass, I’m going to do it! NO getting out of it for you! You’re the one who wanted spankings, remember? Well, now you get them. Now you take them! Now you get spanked when I feel like spanking!”

		I had begun to feel the pain rather quickly, and with it, that now-familiar sense of pleasured helplessness, that satisfaction at the burning in my buns that made me hard.

		“You think that just because you weren’t bad, you don’t deserve a spanking?” she continued. “You think that I can’t just do this whenever I want?”

		“No—I mean, yes—oh, I mean...”

		“What?” she said with a loud smack! “What do you mean? Is it yes or no?” (Whack, whack, smack, splat....)

		“Ow! It’s ye—OW!! Yes! You can do this whenever you wa—Ah! Ooo!”

		“Good,” she said, smacking away as I rubbed myself against her legs. “And I notice you’re getting hard again. I’d almost think that you love this! Maybe you should have asked me for it, instead of trying to weasel out of it!”

		“I—Oh! I do love it! Ah! Owwwch!”

		“Well then, I’d better step things up. Let’s trade this paddle in for a hairbrush.” I heard her fumbling for a moment, and the blows temporarily stopped; but then a loud crack! rang out as the stinging wood of the brush smacked my left buttock.

		“OW!” I yelped.

		“Ah, you feel it!” she said, and I could tell from her voice that she was smiling. “Good! I love this too! In fact, I think I’m getting addicted to spanking this lovely little ass of yours! I just love to smack it and whack it and spank it! I love that it’s mine! to play! with. You hear me? Your ass is mine! Mine! Say it!”

		“It’s—ouch!—yours,” I said, grimacing in delightful pain.

		“What is? What’s mine? What can I do? Let me hear you say it!”

		“My—Owwww!!! My ass is—ah!—is yours! My ass is yours! Ouch! Ow! You can—ahhhwww!—you can spank me an—Ow ow ow!—any time you want!”

		“Oh, you bet your life I can!”

		And she went on beating my bottom thoroughly with the hairbrush, smacking every spot, making my butt glow with stinging heat. As I winced and clenched my teeth, I thought about how much Justine had changed, and how quickly. Not long ago, I had to go out of my way to talk her into trying this. Now, she seemed to really enjoy it. In fact, she’d insisted on it this time, even when I hadn’t really wanted to.

		She’d been right, of course. I had only thought I didn’t want this, but once I was over her lap and receiving my wonderful punishment, I was glad for it. She’d known I desired it more than I knew it myself. I was happy that she’d insisted.

		As the pain built up and the spanks increased in speed and intensity, I began actively grinding against her lap, heading toward my second orgasm of the evening. Suddenly, though, she simply stopped and said, “Okay, that’s enough for one night. Off my lap.”

		I rolled away somewhat regretfully, and she put away the brush and the paddle, afterward getting under the covers. “Now I’m tired,” she said, and curled up on her side.

		I got under the covers beside her, spooning her and kissing the back of her neck. “Thank you, honey,” I said. “I love you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		The next Saturday, Justine said that I should go to the gym for a long time. I usually went for three hours on Saturdays, but she said I should do at least four hours. “Why not finish up with an extra hour on the stair machine?” she asked. “After that, why don’t you go to a bookstore for a little while?” She knew how much time I could spend in a bookstore if left alone, so I knew she meant business: She wanted me out of the house for most of the day.

		I said yes to all of it—not just because I found the gym rewarding and loved to browse in bookstores, but because Justine really had an eager excitement within her. I loved to see her so animated. I knew this all must have something to do with our rather recently discovered sexual games and attitudes, and this excited me all the more. I felt that something big was in store for me. I sensed that Justine had been subtly and slowly changing ever since I had first brought up the idea of spankings. For my part, I knew that I had changed. I had initially told her I just wanted some simple spankings, nothing more. I had not known then that my desire would take the shape it had. I had not guessed that my openness in approaching her, and her willingness to engage in my wish, would have unlocked so many doors within me, showing me places that had been kept secret from even myself until Justine and I discovered them together.

		By now I knew it was not just occasional spankings that I desired. That had just been the catalyst, the first gateway to a stairway into the recesses of my soul. I did not just want to feel her power when I was over her lap or bent over a chair. Experiencing these things had only served to show me what was within me. I had felt what it was to be completely in her power, and it was not long before I knew this was what I really wanted, had wanted all along, and had only been able to express partially when asking her to punish my ass. I became aware that I was hers, completely hers, and desired her to take me and use me and play with me and do with me what she would. My love and my lust were, at bottom, one. I belonged to her to the very depth of my being.

		I had not told her this much, though. I was afraid to. I trembled with fear even to acknowledge it to myself; how could I let her know everything? Still, some part of me knew that I must... somehow, sometime.

		I also knew that Justine had changed since we first began to try these new things. At first she had been curious, willing to participate only because of her love. But I knew I had awakened something. It was not long before the spankings became much more real, before her curious innocence had given way to a lust for having me in her grip, a sense of fulfillment at the power she held. Her initial compliance with my desperate pleas had turned into real relish at dispensing punishments, and finally into a sense of lustful dominance that transformed her into a being that delighted in its complete control of me.

		She never said anything like this, of course, but I could tell. She was more and more satisfied and happy with the games we played, and this in turn made me more satisfied and happy, and this energy only built and fed each of our souls and brought us to new heights.

		I knew this was what lay behind her surprise, her mysterious wish to get me away from the house for some hours, her request for a large amount of money. I did not say anything about this, but I knew. And some part of me knew that she knew. And this only made me more compliant.

		And so, off I went.

		

		***

		

		When I returned home it was dusk, and the last hints of light were fading at the far edge of the sky. I walked in and took my shoes off, putting my gym bag down, and noting a bottle of wine on the kitchen table. It was open; the cork lay on the table beside two glasses. Most of the lights in the house seemed to be off, and those that were on had been dimmed. I could hear some faint music coming from the living room stereo—it sounded like one of Justine’s mix CDs of German techno and industrial.

		“Ah, you’re home,” came Justine’s voice, and I saw her emerge from the living room wearing her shortest black skirt and a very sexy blouse of red fabric sheer enough for me to see the lacy black bra beneath. Around her neck, she wore a necklace I had bought her some years before; it had little metal roses of pale purple, and the metal stems with their thorns looked like barbed wire. She had put on some dark lipstick and smiled as she came into the kitchen. As she approached, I caught a whiff of the perfume I had recently bought for her on that last trip to the mall.

		“Yes, I am,” I said, kissing her and then embracing her. I broke the hug then and gestured toward the wine. “Is this part of your surprise?”

		She nodded. “It’s a 2000 Barolo.”

		My eyes lit up, and I regarded the bottle. “Wow, honey! That’s great.”

		“I wanted to give you your favorite.”

		“You’re my favorite,” I said, and I held her face with both hands and gave her a long kiss.

		She slid her tongue into my mouth and put her arms around my waist, then broke away and started toward the living room. “Why don’t you pour us some and bring it into the living room?”

		“All right,” I said, holding the bottle close to my nose before pouring, to get an initial hint of its bouquet. I poured a rather generous amount into our large glasses, then took one in each hand out of the kitchen to where Justine awaited me.

		I paused after stepping into the living room, admiring the scene. Justine had strung up some small party lights that held their bulbs within red globes; a set hung over each window. No other lights were on, but two red candles were lit on the coffee table in front of the couch. The screens were pulled down in each window. The room was closed off, warm, inviting with its low light. Justine had turned up the music just a bit, and for a moment, it felt like I was stepping into a college party or a Goth club. Except, of course, that there was only one person here besides me—the lovely, sexy beauty who waited for me on the couch, sitting at an angle with her legs curled beneath her.

		“Thank you,” she said as I handed her a glass. I sat down, and she raised her glass. “To us,” she smiled.

		“To us,” I agreed, clinking her glass lightly.

		We each took a sip then, and I closed my eyes as I always did with my first sip of Barolo, following the development of the taste and feeling how each part of my tongue reacted, swallowing and contemplating the finish. I opened my eyes and saw her looking into them. “It’s wonderful,” I told her.

		“It is rather delicious,” she said. “Now, drink some more, and I’ll tell you about some of the things I bought today.” I took a long gulp then, watching as she pulled out a shopping bag of black plastic from her side of the couch.

		“First,” she said, reaching inside and feeling around for a moment, “I want to show you this.” She withdrew a small band of black leather that I recognized, after a moment, to be a collar. I could see a small steel padlock and a couple of metal rings or clasps. I took another drink.

		“This is a collar for you,” she told me. “When you wear it, you will be mine. You will surrender to my pleasure until I release you or until you say the magic word. Until one of those things happens, you belong to me.” Her voice was soft and soothing, and I saw that she was getting herself excited; she squirmed a bit and had put one hand in her lap. She took several gulps of the wine, and put the glass down. “I want to see you in it,” she said in a kind of desperate whisper. “Oh, I want to see you in it. Please, please. Will you?” She had actually begun rubbing herself through her skirt.

		“Well, since you’re so excited. I’m actually excited, too. I love the idea.”

		“Then stand up and get naked. Get naked now. When you put on the collar, you will always start with nothing else on. Oh, I love it...” She sat up normally on the couch and leaned forward, picking up the collar in both hands and playing with it while I stripped for her. Once I was fully nude, I walked toward her and naturally fell to my knees, hands at my side, facing her at about eye level as she sat looking lustfully into my eyes.

		“Oh, you’re so good,” she said huskily. “Now look at me. Lift your chin. A little more.” She placed her fingertips gently under my chin and raised it until she was satisfied. “There. That’s it now. Bare your throat to me, my love.”

		I tilted my head back with wholehearted surrender and felt her kissing my throat and neck tenderly. Then I felt the touch of the heavy leather, slightly colder than room temperature, against my skin. She held part of it in place with one hand, and with the other wrapped the collar around me. She fiddled a bit, seeming to get something in place. I could not, of course, see what was happening, but it felt as though the collar had a wide part that wrapped around once and another, smaller strip that wrapped around a second time. I could feel some kind of metal ring at either side of my neck, and when she seemed to have everything in order and clipped some things together in front, she finished by showing me the small padlock of brushed steel. Dangling it before my eyes for a moment, smiling, she looped it through the front of the collar and snapped the lock shut.

		“There,” she said. “All locked in place. You’re all locked up. You’re mine now. Yes—mine.” She spread her legs just a bit before me, rubbing her crotch with her right hand, her left stroking her breasts lightly. “Ooo, you look so good in that. I love it. I love having you in thrall. Oh, you’re mine...”

		“Yes...” I whispered, starting to place my hands upon her knees, leaning forward to kiss her thighs. But she cut me off abruptly.

		“No!” she said, slapping my hands away. “You’re mine. I’m not yours. Do not presume to touch me unless I command it.”

		I let my hands drop back to my sides. “Of course,” I said. “I’m yours.”

		She reached forward and picked up one of the red candles from the coffee table. “Show me,” she said. “Hold out your hands, palms up.”

		I immediately did so, looking up at her with utter calm. She brought the candle near my left wrist, then tilted it slowly until a few drops of the hot liquid fell and spattered on my skin. I felt the scalding pain for a moment, but it subsided quickly. Then Justine dripped some wax on my right wrist. I smiled at her as my cock throbbed, aroused by the delicate torment of the hot wax. She raised the candle and let the drops fall from a greater height, making larger splatters on my skin and causing me to gasp with delight. She dripped the wax in slow, swirling patterns from my wrists to my forearms, occasionally looking up and returning my smile. Once the wax reached my biceps, though, she put the candle down.

		“I guess you really are mine,” she said, finishing off her wine with a single gulp. “Here,” she said, tugging my head forward slightly by pulling the padlock in the collar I wore. She picked up my glass and held it to my lips, tilting it slightly and letting me sip. She pulled it away then and took a long sip herself. When she leaned forward to kiss me, I realized she had not swallowed, as she gave me the wine from her mouth. I drank it all down, my erection aching powerfully, and when she took her mouth away, I felt a tiny drop roll down my chin. She ran one finger upwards on my face, catching the drop and inserting the finger into my mouth, where I sucked it dry.

		“There,” she said softly, running the finger across my lips for a moment. “Now, I want you to get up and go over to that chair.”

		I walked across the room to our large lounge chair which faced the couch. When I got there, I turned around and looked at her, awaiting her command. She smiled at me, saying nothing for a few seconds; I could see her staring with pleasure at my dick as it swayed stiffly, pointing at her. Finally, she said, “Sit.”

		When I did, she went on. “I see that you’re aroused. Do I turn you on?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		“I’m glad. And do you like wearing the collar?”

		“Yes,” I said again, this time in a choking whisper.

		“I thought so. You love me and adore me, and you love being mine. You want to be mine. You lust to be all mine.”

		“Oh God yes.”

		“Show me. Show me how much this turns you on. I want you to beat off. I want you to stroke that stiff cock of yours for my enjoyment.”

		I slid my right hand down my belly and gripped the base of my erection, squeezing and smiling at Justine. I caressed my shaft with both hands, rubbing my knob with my left palm, my right beginning to slide up and down.

		“Oh that’s it,” Justine whispered forcefully. “Oooo yes, stroke that fat cock. Show me how much you love to obey me. Show me how you love to be collared. Come on. Jerk off for me. Spread your legs wider so I can see. Let me watch you fondle your balls.”

		I did as she commanded, panting with pleasure as she sat forward on the couch across the room, sipping wine and lustfully staring as she made me masturbate. The purplish head of my penis was slick now, and my circled thumb and fingers slid easily over it as I pumped faster and harder. I closed my eyes and starting moaning, feeling the first faint hints of the orgasm to come. Then I heard a loud, “Stop.”

		I let go of my dick and opened my eyes, panting. “That’s enough of that,” she said. “Now you need to be spanked. And I want to show you some other things.” She looked at me sternly. “You do want to be spanked, don’t you?”

		I nodded vigorously.

		“Then show me,” she said, pointing to another corner of the room. I saw the paddle on the floor. “Bring it to me,” she said.

		I started to get up out of the chair, but she pointed at me and said, “No, not like that. No standing. Hands and knees only.”

		I slid out of the chair, crawling toward the spot where the paddle lay. I grabbed it with my right hand and started to crawl toward her, but she said, “Wrong again! Put that back! Did I say you could use your hands? Now pick it up properly and bring it to me. I’ll have to give you extra spanks for being so defiant!”

		I caught on to her meaning, or so I hoped. I placed the paddle carefully in the exact spot it had occupied, then lowered my head and clamped my teeth around the handle. I crawled slowly toward the couch, carrying the paddle in my mouth. “That’s better,” Justine said. “Now be a good boy and come to me. Bring me that paddle so I can smack your ass with it. You know you deserve it.”

		When I finally arrived at the couch, still on all fours and with my head between her knees, she said, “That’s far enough. Now turn to your right.”

		I did this, and she leaned forward and began spanking me hard with her right hand. “There!” she said. “This is what you get! for disobeying and defying me! Touching me when I never told you to! Using your hands when I never said you could. Bad, bad! If you’re going to be so bad, this is what you’re going to get!” Smack smack spank splat...

		“Rrrgghhh!” I grunted as her hard palm smacked my bare cheeks, the paddle still held between my teeth.

		“Now,” she said, pausing, “I’m going to go get the wine bottle. Don’t move from that spot.” I watched her walk slowly and saucily out of the room and into the kitchen, looking back at me once and winking with a wicked smile on her face. She returned a moment later with the bottle of Barolo and sat down.

		She inserted a finger into one of the rings on my collar, tugging my head toward her slightly as she leaned down and said, “Now I want you to remain very still. I’m going to refill our glasses, and I don’t want any spilled on our nice carpet.” She released the collar, and I felt the slight chill of a glass being placed on my lower back. She placed the second glass higher up on my spine. I still held the paddle in my mouth and tried not to drool around it as I heard and felt Justine begin to pour the wine slowly into the glasses. “Hmm,” she said, “maybe a little more...,” and she splashed more wine, a very little at a time, into each glass in alternation. “There,” she said finally. “That’s about right. Now, let me see the color of the wine.” I could tell that she was leaning forward, gazing at the glasses up close, but I dared not move my head to try to see better.

		“A very deep red,” she said after some consideration. I was fighting down my excited trembling, incredibly horny at everything she was doing, but not daring to upset any of the wine. I worried that just the pulsing of my cock might be enough to spill some.

		“Now, let me see it in the candlelight. That’s what one does, right? Hold the wine against a candle to get a different idea of its colors?” I heard a faint scrape of metal on wood and knew she must have picked up one of the candles. Then I grunted around the paddle as I once again felt hot wax splash onto my bare skin. This time she did not simply stop at a few drops but held the candle over the same area of my lower back, moving it only just enough so that fresh skin would feel the wax. I whimpered, but Justine ignored me. “Mmm, it’s just like you say. There are tones of lighter, almost brick red near the edges, where the wine’s surface meets the glass...” The wax dripped and spattered, small points of searing heat that turned strangely cold after a second, and I groaned in delicious pain as I strove to remain still. Her voice only grew softer as my pain grew more intense. “And at the very edge,” she almost whispered, “the wine has the thinnest line of clear...” Drip drip splat...

		She sat up, picking up the glass from my upper back. “Now let me taste it, slowly and carefully, like you’re always saying I should do. After all, this is Barolo; I should spend some time savoring it, contemplating it. I can’t drink it too fast.” Then I felt something else on my back where her glass had been. It was the candlestick.

		She leaned back on the couch, and I heard her sipping. The other glass was still on my lower back, so I still couldn’t move. Now, too, the candle was resting on my upper back, as if I were some kind of dinner table. “A bouquet with a strong suggestion of roses,” Justine said slowly as the first rivulets of wax ran down the candlestick and rolled down my back.

		“NNNNNnnnnnhhhhh....” I panted, my saliva beginning to drip around the handle of the paddle.

		“But I also get hints of tar,” she went on, oblivious to my pain. “And I think some leather is mixed in there, too.” A thin stream of the wax began to work its way down my left shoulder, descending on to my arm. I could see it now. I controlled my quivering and whimpering with increasing difficulty, as Justine sipped and said in a sensuous voice, “Oh, that’s lovely. Oh God, yes. Absolutely lovely...”

		After what felt like a half hour, she finally finished off her glass, took the candle away, picked up the other glass, and said, “OK, that’s enough. Now some wine for you. Drop the paddle on the table. Kneel before me, tilt back your head, and open your mouth.”

		I worked my way slowly into a kneeling position in front of her and between her legs, my limbs stiff from being in the same position for so long. I looked up at her and opened wide, watching her take a long swig of the wine. She looked down at me with pursed lips, cheeks slightly bulging, and with one hand she grabbed my jaw, tilting my head back even more. I let her put me where she wanted, my mouth waiting—my whole being waiting—for her to do what she would. She lowered her head until it was several inches above mine, then began spitting a steady stream of wine into my mouth. I gulped and lapped as much as I could, but some spilled onto my face and dribbled down my throat. Once she had given me all that she held in her mouth, she licked from my skin all that had spilled. Then she gave me a long, hard kiss, yanking my face forward by pulling the collar closer to her.

		“Now,” she said when she had finished. “Stand up and empty that bag onto the table.”

		I rose to my feet, my erection truly aching now. I’d been fully hard for a long time, and the blood pounding in my swollen genitals was painful but wonderful at the same time. I grabbed the black plastic bag that had held the collar, and I slowly and carefully shook out its contents on to the coffee table. I heard clinking and rattling and saw small bits of chain and metal rings and leather. My dick leaped even higher.

		“Now,” said my lover, “these are restraints. I’m going to restrain you. I’m going to bind your hands and bind your feet and bind anything else I see fit to bind. I’m going to tie you up in a thousand ways and enjoy the sight of your naked helplessness, and I’m going to have my way with you. Understood?”

		“Yes,” I managed to whisper.

		“Good. Now, hand me that larger set of leather cuffs with the short chain between them. Yes, those. Give them to me and tell me you want me to use them. Say, ‘Please put these on me and restrain my legs.’”

		I shakily handed her the restraints, echoing her words, “Please, put these on me and restrain my legs.”

		“Very well,” she said, and she wrapped each one above my ankles, buckling them into place, then tugging on the chain to make sure everything held tight. The cuffs were wide, the leather reaching halfway up my calves.

		“There,” she said. “All snug. Now, hand me the other ones, and beg me to restrain you.”

		I handed them over, trembling with anticipation, and said, “Please, please cuff me. Please restrain my arms. I’m begging you. I’m begging you to bind me, my love.”

		“Well, since you ask so nicely,” she said with a smile, “turn around.” I shuffled with shackled legs into a standing position facing away from her and felt a powerful smack on my ass. “Hands behind your back!” she ordered, and I complied with full enthusiasm. I felt her buckle the wide leather cuffs around my wrists, picking away at some of the wax as she did so. Then she clipped some things into place and smacked me on the ass again. I tested the cuffs and found I could not move my hands or arms.

		“Now turn around again,” she told me, and I did. “Mmm, look at that. All bound and naked for my pleasure. I can do whatever I want to you now. I can play with your naked body to my heart’s content, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” I nodded, licking my lips with enjoyment. She reached up with her right hand to brush my left nipple lightly. Suddenly, she pinched it hard, saying, “I can do this!”

		“Ow!” I shouted.

		“Ooo, so that hurt? Good. You love it, I know. You love being my collared plaything.” She grabbed my dick then and began jerking rapidly with a strong grip. I gritted my teeth as she squeezed and pulled, jacking me off roughly with a smile on her face. “And this is mine, too,” she said. “This is my toy. You’re my toy. Your cock and your balls and your whole body belong to me.”

		“Yes...” I said, wincing a little.

		“I’m glad you agree. Now come here.” She took hold of my waist and pulled me over her lap. “Now,” she said, picking up the paddle, “this is the way to spank. Now your ass is all mine, and I can do whatever I want as long as I want, and I don’t even have to work to hold you still. You’re just helpless, lying there all tied up with your naked ass upturned on my lap for my spanking pleasure.”

		Tap! She began softly. Swat! Smack! “Oh!” I cried.

		“You can’t move, can you?” she went on. “You can’t do anything to get out of my grip. I can just smack and whack and spank you to my heart’s content...” And that was exactly what she did, swatting my buttocks steadily with the paddle for a very long time. The sting was intense, and eventually I did squirm as much as I could, not being able to help myself, but she was right: I could do nothing. She could spank me all night if she wanted to. Despite the increasing pain, I almost hoped that she would.

		“Now,” she said during a brief pause, “I think I remember using a hairbrush on you as well. Here it is. Let’s see how you like this!”

		“Aaaaoooow!” I yelped at the first hard smack.

		“Oooo, I love that sound...” she said. “My plaything has a sore ass, and it’s going to get even more sore. I just love it.” Smack spank swat spank splat smack...

		“Ah! Agh! Oooo! Oh! Ow!” I kept crying out involuntarily, my buns definitely burning, my legs straining to wriggle but held tight by the bonds.

		“Well, you seem to be protesting quite a bit! As if you didn’t want this! As if you didn’t need it! Well, I don’t care! You’re mine now, and you’re going to get it! You hear me? Your whole body is mine, and that includes this cute little ass!!!” She picked up the pace, really spanking with enthusiasm now, and it really did hurt. Still, I did not utter the word that would make it all stop. I loved every bit of this and enjoyed being her plaything. I still yelped with pain, though.

		“Hmm!” she said, stopping. “That’s a lot of yelling from you. I think we need to change things up a bit. Come on, off my lap and stand up.” She helped me to my feet, then stood up herself. “Follow me,” she said, then reached behind her to grab my dick and pull me along.

		“Aaahhhh....” I winced.

		“That’s enough from you!” she said. “Just come to the bedroom.” She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and undid the short chain that connected the two cuffs on my legs, but she left the cuffs themselves on. I made my way up the stairs, following her and admiring her ass as she ascended the steps ahead of me. God, she looked great in that skirt!

		When we got to the top of the stairs, she pushed open the bedroom door and stepped in, again giving me a tug by the cock to pull me along. I stood there amazed while she walked around behind me and undid the short chain that held my wrist restraints clipped together.

		She had really gone all out with this. I could see hand and wrist restraints at the corners of our bed, but not tied to the bedposts: They appeared to be connected underneath the mattress itself. On the bed were a blindfold of black suede, an assortment of feathers of many different colors and sizes, some more leather cuffs, some metal cuffs, and various chains and clips and gadgets I couldn’t quite make out in the low light. “I’m impressed,” I said.

		She smiled at me. “I thought you would be.” She stood before me again, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and kissed me deeply. I naturally put my arms around her, but then she pulled away.

		“What did I tell you?” she demanded.

		“Um... that I can’t touch you unless you tell me to?”

		“That’s correct. At least while you wear that collar; that’s the rule. So you admit that you remember the rule, but simply ignored it?”

		“Well...” I began.

		“No excuses,” she cut me off. “You definitely need more punishment. I’ll show you how much I love having you collared. You’ll see what it is to be mine. Now, I want you to step back just a bit.”

		I shuffled backwards a little, then noticed some shiny objects on the floor. Looking more closely, I saw that they were metal rings attached to small square metal plates that were screwed into the floorboards. She had really done a lot to this room. No wonder she’d wanted me out of the house for so long.

		“Yes, that’s right, my dear,” she said, seeing me looking down. “Those are there to hold you in place. To hold you with your legs spread. Now look up.”

		I did and saw more rings affixed to the ceiling: Two on either side of me, just above the ones in the floor, and one directly above me.

		I looked back at her, and she was grinning evilly. “Oh yes, my pet,” she said. “You’re going to be chained up for real. Now, spread those legs. Get those cuffs next to the rings.”

		I did so, trembling with fearful excitement. She bent down over each ankle and clipped me into place. “Now get your hands up,” she ordered, and she clipped my wrist cuffs into the ceiling rings with short chains. When she took a step back to admire her work, I was completely bound and immobile, my stretched naked body forming a large X. I panted with anticipation as she sat on the bed, which I faced.

		“God, I love your body,” she declared. “Look at those lean muscles. Look at those balls. Look at that thick, throbbing cock, just eager for my warm, wet flesh, wanting so badly to thrust into me. Look at your totally helpless nakedness. And it’s mine. All mine.”

		“Yes,” I whispered. “It’s yours, my love. I’m all yours. Please have your pleasure with me.”

		“Oh, I will, don’t you worry,” she said, rising and approaching me with the crop in her hand. She flicked it against my chest, walking around and tapping my torso from a variety of angles. The flicks were fairly light, but I gasped at each one. She worked her away around me, whipping my back lightly, going up and down, but staying above my buttocks. Continuing her circle, she flicked my calves, then my thighs, then stopped in front of me to stick the crop’s leather tip just under my balls, lifting them lightly and making me squirm to the limited extent possible in my position. I nearly came right then and there, but did not quite make it.

		“Such lovely balls,” she said, staring at them and bouncing them slightly up and down with the crop. She gave them a couple of light taps from underneath, but with balls, even a light tap is a lot.

		“Aaaahhh!” I cried, my whole body tensing.

		“Oh, did I hurt them?” she said, looking at me. She spoke normally.

		“A little,” I said, gasping.

		“Then let me make them better,” she said, dropping to her knees and giving my scrotum soft, warm licks.

		“Ohhhh...” I moaned as she lapped my aching balls. “Oh yes... ooo that’s good...”

		She stood up suddenly. “Okay, time for some punishment.” She walked behind me and, without any further talk, began whipping my ass hard with the crop. I winced and grunted, lurching forward a little with each vicious slash, unconsciously trying to get away from the crop even though I loved it. Swish! Crack! went the crop, ten times, then twenty, and she showed no sign of letting up. My eyes began tearing up a little from the stinging pain, and I could not help crying out more loudly. I started to wonder how much my ass could take.

		Then, just as suddenly, Justine stopped whipping me, dropped the crop to the floor, and reached around from behind me, placing both hands on my chest and beginning to caress me. She kissed my back, my shoulders, then slid down and kissed my ass very softly while stroking my stomach. She worked her way around to my right side and then my front, kissing me all over, gently sliding her fingers over my skin. It was soft and soothing and lovely, in contrast to the burning pain in my buttocks.

		Kneeling in front of me, she played with my dick, using both her hands to tug and grip and stroke, licking my shaft, kissing the head. “Mmm,” I muttered, then “aaahhhh oohhhh...” as she sucked the head into her hot mouth and swirled her tongue all around. If she kept that up for even a minute, I would come, but she knew this as well as I did. She stopped after only a few seconds, rising slowly from her kneeling position, kissing her way up my body to my face.

		“You sweet thing,” she said soothingly, holding my face in both her hands. She kissed me deeply then, and I thrust my tongue into her mouth as far as I could. Pulling away after some moments, she stroked my cheek and smiled prettily. “My little slave,” she said adoringly. “My bound lover. My pet.” Still smiling and looking into my eyes, she began brushing my nipples lightly, then pinching them just a little. “You like that. I know you do. I like it, too. Your nipples are one of my favorite things to play with.”

		I smiled at that. She turned back then and walked to the bed, fumbling with the pile of stuff there and coming back with a small length of slender chain, something metal at either end. “That’s why I got these,” she said, holding something up so I could see. It looked like a small, metal version of a clothespin. “These are nipple clamps,” she told me. “I know you love for me to do things to your nipples, and since you are mine and giving me your whole body, I thought I could at least return the favor by having some extra fun with them.”

		She squeezed one of the clamps open, and with her other hand pinched the flesh around my left nipple to make it stand out and give her something to grab. I felt the metal clamp down then and grab my sensitive flesh, and I sucked in my breath sharply. “Too tight?” she asked.

		I shook my head. “Please give me the other one.” She fastened the other end to my right nipple then and stepped back as I caught my breath, adjusting to the pain and getting used to the fact that it felt so good. After a few moments of admiring her work, she reached forward and, with one little finger, tugged slightly on the chain that hung between the two clamps. “Nnngh!” I grunted as the cold steel pulled my tender flesh.

		“Ooo, this opens up a lot of possibilities,” she said. She gave a few more quick, gentle tugs, then leaned forward and, with the very tip of her tongue, just barely touched the very tip of my right nipple. I actually shuddered at the ecstatic sensation, my momentary convulsion causing my whole body to strain against its bonds, rattling the chains.

		Justine smiled, her eyes widening for an instant. “Wow. Didn’t expect that. I guess these really work for you.”

		I tried to say “yes,” but no sound came out, so I just nodded my head, panting.

		She took a couple of steps back and looked at me with her arms folded. “This is lovely,” she said. “I can’t help but enjoy this. I never knew I would have so much fun playing with you and having you in my power.” She began caressing herself, rubbing her abdomen with both hands, then pulling up her skirt a little and sticking her left hand between her legs. She looked at me and smiled, and I saw her hand moving. “Oh,” she said, “oh yes. Oh I love it. Oh God, you’re mine. Oooo, that’s so sweeeeet...” Then she stopped and went to the bed once more. While half-turned away from me, she said, “Let’s see... now that I have you collared, bound, and have your nipples clamped and chained, I think it’s time for the next step. Let’s imprison that eager cock of yours.”

		My cock, of course, leaped up at that, and I felt giddy with anticipation. When she came back, Justine held a small version of a leather collar, one with a small ring set on the top. “Now,” she said, “I’m going to snap this in place. Your cock will be collared, too.” She dropped to her knees once more, and once again I moaned as she took me in her mouth. A moment later, I felt the leather cuff tightening around the base of my penis. I heard her snap it into place, and then she stood, holding the little metal ring in her right fingers and tugging it around. It was tight and secure. I felt absolute elation at the thought of being slowly more and more bound up by her, her control over me growing with each step. I wanted nothing more than to yield myself to her totally. I was hers, inside and out.

		“And just to make things more fun,” she said in her low and sexy voice, “we’re going to use this, too.” She produced another thin chain with some more clips, and in a moment, the strap that bound my cock was clipped to the chain that stretched between my nipples. She fiddled for a moment. “There,” she said finally. “That should be good.” She pulled a little on the new center chain, and this now tugged my cock and my nipples all at once.

		“Aa-aahhh,” I sighed in delicious torture.

		“Oh yes,” she said. “That’s good. Now I can control all of my favorite parts.”

		She tugged a little more sharply, and I cried “Ow!” very loudly, but instead of stopping, she gave another yank. I clenched my teeth as she then pulled slowly and steadily, prolonging the pulling of my flesh and smiling as I winced. “Do you love this?” she asked softly, still pulling the chain.

		“Ow—yes—aahhh...” I answered in a pained whisper.

		Justine went on, “I can do this for as long as I like, you know. Make no mistake. You are mine. I love you, but you’re my toy. I’m so, so glad you helped convince me to do all of this. You’ve opened up a whole new realm of sensual pleasure that I never really thought about before.” She let go of the chain, and I gasped.

		“I’m glad, too,” I managed to say. “I want to be yours. I am yours. Do whatever you want to me. Please. Hurt me if you will. I love you, and I want my body to give you pleasure.”

		She smiled and kissed me. “Yes, my pet. Of course.”

		Once more, I watched as she walked to the bed. She came back with a red plastic ball that had some leather straps attached. “Now,” she said, “you are completely mine, but I want to give you another window of opportunity. I am going to punish you some more. I am going to punish your ass with that crop, because your ass belongs to me and that is what would please me. You deserve more whipping because I feel like whipping you. However, I am going to give you this chance to say no. I have a gag here. If you do not tell me to stop and let you go, I’m going to put this gag in your mouth, and when I do that, I will begin whipping you until I feel like stopping. You obviously won’t be able to say ‘Blue’ once you’re gagged, so that’s why I’m being nice and telling you now.” She held up the gag and stroked my face. “So, what’s it going to be, my love? Shall I undo these chains? Shall I take the collar off?”

		I considered for several moments, and she did not try to rush me. Finally, I looked into her eyes and said, “Continue. Please keep going. I want to keep the collar on some more. Do what you will, love.”

		Smiling then, she kissed my cheek, then said very softly, “Now open.” I opened my mouth, and she placed the red ball between my lips, pulling the leather straps around my head and fastening them in place. She picked up the crop and circled me slowly. “I love you,” she said. “I could not ask for anything more. I love that you are mine. You are helpless, my darling, and that is how I like it. You are naked and bound for my pleasure. Your body chained, spread, vulnerable, your nipples clamped and fastened tightly to your lovely cock, collared and padlocked and now gagged. You are so completely at my mercy now. I can have my way with you. And that’s what I’m about to do. I will now whip that delicate, tender, delightful ass of yours until I am satisfied with the pain I have given you. This is not because you have displeased me, but because you have pleased me. Now get ready.”

		She stood behind me now and was silent for about a minute, allowing me to savor the mix of dread and eagerness we were discovering together. Then she began.

		Whack! Crack! Whip whip whack! Whooosh! Snap!

		At first, it stung. Then it really stung. Then it burned. After the first thirty or so, I could no longer think of a word for it. She only struck my buns, but the pain filled my whole body. Now, there was something else too: Every time my body automatically strained forward at the taste of the crop, my stretching tightened the chain between my cock and nipples, making me yank on my own swollen and tender flesh in the front every time I got a stinging slash from behind. “MMMMPPHHH!! GGGHHHH!!!!” I cried around the gag, but my noises had no effect. Justine just kept cropping my inflamed bottom.

		“Oh yes!” she shouted. “Yes! That’s it! Your flesh is mine! I own you now! You are collared and naked and in my total control! You must suffer if I want to make you suffer! Take this lovely pain! Feel the torment I’ve decided to give you!”

		And I did. The cries just came out of me naturally, ineffective as they were, and tears rolled down my cheeks. Fifteen minutes must have passed. I writhed and strained and strove but remained right where I was, totally exposed, in her grip, the only effect of my struggles being to pull on the various items fastened to my body, causing new pain.

		And yet, I loved it. I loved every second. I was crying in pain, but at the same time, I was so in love with this wonderful woman.

		Finally, she did stop, tossed the crop aside, and went to the bed. Instead of bringing any fresh new item from her little stash, though, she brushed it all aside onto the floor, leaning back in the bed. Her scanty clothes were quite disheveled, and I could see a sheen of sweat glistening all over her skin. She had really given herself a workout while giving me a good whipping.

		She lay back on the bed with her feet toward me, spreading her legs and hiking her skirt up. She reached down to tug off her panties, then slid a fingertip up and down her glistening slit and moaned loudly, “OOOOOOHHHHH....” With half-closed eyes, she fingered herself with one hand and tore at the buttons on her blouse with the other. She yanked down on one of the cups of her bra, letting a breast spill out and beginning to fondle it. My tears were finally stopping, and my dick, which had remained rock-hard this whole time, lurched upward and forward, as if straining to get to her.

		“Oh, you like this, don’t you?” she panted, indicating her body by sliding her hands all over it. She tore open her bra, her blouse having already fallen away to either side on the bed. She took her right index finger out of her pussy and stuck it in her mouth, then brought it to her left nipple, rubbing the wetness around on her stiff pink flesh and sighing. “You love these tits, don’t you? You just want to grab them right now. Oh, yes, you want to fondle my tits,” she said, fondling them herself.

		“MMhh-hmmmm!” I mumbled around the gag. I loved watching her touch herself, and I yearned to break free of my bonds and leap onto her.

		“Ohhhh, and this pussy...” she said, lifting her legs for me, looking between them at me as she stroked her clit. “Oh, this is good. This is what you want. You want to touch my pussy...”

		“GGGhhh!” I nodded vigorously, growing desperate as she continued her show.

		“Oh, and you want to be inside me...” Now she thrust three fingers inside of herself, pumping rapidly. “Oh, it’s so hot and wet. Oh, I’m wet. Oh, it feels so good. Oh, yes, it’s crammed tight. Oh, it’s wet, it’s wet, it’s... oh... OH... AAAAH!!!!!”

		And I watched her engorged pussy convulse, her whole body going into spasms, Justine screaming as she tossed and squirmed on the bed, seeming to shriek for several minutes in the most intense delight I’d ever known her to experience. I was absolutely amazed. I couldn’t believe she was coming this hard over our new bondage games. It made me incredibly excited. I hoped she would always be this turned on by having me in her power, because I certainly was.

		When she finally recovered, she sat up. “Well, my slave, are you enjoying your bondage?”

		“Ugh-hg,” I gagged, nodding.

		“Good,” she said, removing the remnants of clothing from her sweat-drenched body. “You can contemplate your servitude and your helplessness for a little while. I’m going to take a shower. You, my precious pet, must remain there and think about your devotion to me. Feel the pain in your flesh and know this is part of my love. Savor it, and yearn for more.”

		She walked out of the room, leaving me naked and dangling in my bonds with nothing but the fire in my well-whipped ass to keep me company. I heard the water come on in the upstairs bathroom, which was next to the bedroom, and I could hear Justine singing to herself as she took a long, luxurious shower. I did contemplate my position, thinking about how strange it was that I should love this so much, how odd that nothing in my whole life had given me any inkling that this lustful subservience lay within me. Strange or not, it was delightful, and it filled me with a lust more powerful than any I’d ever known. It had done the same to Justine, judging by the furious orgasm she’d just had. Our sex had been good before, but now... we were entering realms of truly divine ecstasy.

		Justine came back in after ten or fifteen minutes, her naked body glowing with warmth from the hot shower. She walked slowly in front of me, pacing, looking me up and down. My erection had never subsided—with the leather strap snapped tightly around it, I don’t think I would have been able to go limp, no matter what.

		“Let’s get you down, my love,” she said, undoing the straps on the gag and taking it from my mouth. She undid the nipple clamps, followed by the chain connecting them to my cock ring. Leaving the ring itself on, she undid the cuffs around my ankles. Now I was only bound by my hands. “When I undo your wrist straps,” she said, “I want you to remain where you are for a few seconds. I know what you want, but you need to wait for my command. Understood?”

		“Yes,” I whispered.

		She leaned in and pressed her naked flesh against mine as she unfastened the wrist cuffs. Her warm breasts were squeezed against my muscled chest, and I could smell the papaya aroma of the conditioner she used. I was desperate with longing as she removed the final bonds and stepped away from me, walking toward the bed and looking over her shoulder at me. She crawled slowly onto the mattress, bending over in front of me, sliding her arms forward and thrusting her ass out. Looking back at me with half-closed eyes, she whispered huskily, “Now take me.”

		I sprang forward in an instant, grabbing her ass firmly and plunging at last into the sweet wetness of her eager sex, pumping forcefully, delighting in the hot tight center of her lovely naked flesh. We both shouted with inarticulate pleasure as I pounded into her, my balls slapping against her, her ass cheeks rippling at every thrust. I reached around and grabbed her tits, groping and squeezing as she squealed, “Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck me, oh, fill me, grab my tits and fuck fuck—ooooooooooOOOOOOOOOHHHHH.....”

		Her hot cunt squeezed my dick with powerful spasms, and I exploded into her, jets of semen gushing out in long, powerful bursts, my balls aching, my insides straining to give her every last drop of my pent-up lust, filling her completely with rivers of hot sperm. I tried to scream, but my throat was too dry. My whole body tingled, and my vision was spotty. After I had no more jizz in me and my cock no longer flexed but only twitched slightly, I slid back out of her and collapsed onto the bed, feeling like I was about to pass out. I was vaguely aware of her gasping beside me. My mind was lost and wandering, taking several minutes to return to my body and to allow me to be aware of being in a bed, in a room, beside my wife. Slowly gaining control of my breathing, I rolled over to look at Justine, who appeared as bewildered as I was.

		It was maybe ten minutes before either of us spoke. It was Justine who broke the silence. “That,” she said, still panting a little, “was fucking intense. This whole night was intense. I’ve never had anything like this. Have you?”

		“No,” I said. “This is the most powerful sex I’ve ever had.”

		“Can it really all be from me spanking you and controlling you? I love having you in my power... but it’s a really strong reaction, to orgasm like that just because of this new stuff we did.”

		“I think it really can be from all that. Being completely in your grip did something to me... does something to me. It’s like it woke up all these other parts of my being, and all of them are full of untapped sexual energy.”

		“Well,” she said. She looked at me and stroked my cheek. “Personally, I love it. I want to come like that again and again. And since you’re mine, you’ll just have to keep on making that happen. Looks like you’re mine forever.”

		“I hope so,” I said, and kissed her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		The next morning, I awoke slowly to a warm and delicious feeling. Still half asleep, I slowly realized that Justine was waking me up with a blowjob. Her head was under the blankets that covered me up to my chest, and the fabric rustled softly as her head moved very slowly up and down, warm lips tight around my shaft, hot tongue delightful as it slid firmly against the head of my cock. I breathed more deeply, eyes half-closed, as I lay back and enjoyed the sheer fleshly delight of Justine’s hot mouth on my dick. I felt as though I had not really awakened but had instead moved on to a wonderful dream. She seemed to go on for an hour in my sleepy state, never increasing her pace, only moving slowly up and down, giving my cock a wonderful mouth massage. I did not move; I simply let her do things her way, and after a very long time, I reached the point of not being able to hold back. With a loud sigh I let go and came in her mouth, her motion ceasing as I pulsed and twitched; then I felt her lips and tongue working to slurp up all of my come and gulp down every drop.

		She cast the covers aside, leaning her sweaty head on my stomach and catching her breath. I smiled at her, and she smiled back. “Hey,” she whispered.

		“Hey,” I replied, stroking her damp hair.

		“How do you feel?”

		I chuckled. “After what you just did? How do you think? I’m still floating on clouds...”

		She grinned and wriggled up to kiss me. I put my arms around her and pulled her on top of me, kissing her forehead, her chin, and then her lips. “You’re so sweet,” I told her, running my fingers through her hair.

		“I want to look at your ass,” she said, her smile fading slightly. “I’m worried that I overdid it last night.”

		“You didn’t.”

		“Still, I want to see. Roll over.”

		She climbed off of me and I rolled into my stomach. “Oh,” she said softly. I felt her fingers running very lightly over my buttocks. She tsked and said, “Oh, I’m sorry. I guess I got carried away.”

		“I’m fine,” I told her again. “Really. I know there are some welts, and I can still feel a slight sting, but that’s it. It’s not hurting me or anything. My ass will be just fine.”

		“Oh, I know it will, but still...” She was almost whining as her fingers caressed my buns soothingly. She leaned forward and began kissing my buttocks.

		“Honey, really. Don’t worry.”

		“Okay,” she said. “I won’t. But I insist that you stay in bed for the moment. I’m going to get up and make you a tasty breakfast.” She leaned down and kissed the back of my neck, then got out of bed.

		I rolled onto my side and pulled the covers back up to my shoulders. “Really?” I said. “Thanks, sweetie.”

		“It’s my pleasure,” she said. “You just lie there and snooze or read or whatever. I’ll come get you when it’s time to eat.” She pulled a bathrobe over her lovely nakedness, winked at me, and then left the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

		I rested for a while, then piled up some pillows so I could sit up. I grabbed a book from the nightstand on my side of the bed and read for a time. After maybe a dozen pages, Justine knocked on the door.

		“Yeah,” I said.

		She poked her head in. “Breakfast is just about ready,” she said with a smile. “Time to come down.”

		I smiled back, put my book down, and got up. She looked at me for another moment or two, and her smile turned saucy. She was staring at my penis, which was again swelling, rising, and pointing at her. “Oooo, you’re such a horny slut,” she said, laughing.

		“That’s right,” I answered, throwing my arms into the air, leaning back and stretching, thrusting my groin forward even more. She laughed and went down the stairs.

		I threw on some sweatpants and a T-shirt, washed my face in the upstairs bathroom, and went downstairs, following the growing smells of bacon and coffee and the sounds of sizzling. Stepping into the living room, I saw that our plates were already on our coffee table, piled with hot food, two cups of steaming coffee nearby.

		“I’ll be right in,” Justine called from the kitchen. I sat down, my stomach growling from hunger.

		Justine stepped in a moment later. Her robe was open and starting to slip off her shoulders a little. Her breasts were thrust out, her nipples stiff, and she stood for a moment with her legs apart, hands at her sides. “Ready to eat?” she asked, looking into my eyes.

		“I’m so ready, I don’t know what to eat first,” I said, my cock poking up in the crotch of my sweatpants.

		She just smiled and sat down beside me. “Well, let’s eat what’s on our plates first,” she said with amusement. “Everything else will stay hot.”

		It was a struggle to shift my attention, but I was hungry, so I turned to my plate as she turned to hers, and we both turned to the TV for a time while we ate. After we finished our meal and one of our taped TV shows, I leaned back on the couch and said, “Ah, that was good. Now I’m full.”

		“I’m not,” said Justine, looking at me. She grabbed the remote and shut off the TV. “I need something more,” she whispered. She pushed the coffee table back with one foot to make some space, then got on her knees in front of me, grabbing the fabric of my sweats and yanking them down. My erect cock sprang free and slapped against my abdomen before rebounding and standing straight up in the air. “Oh, yesssss,” Justine hissed fiercely. “THAT’S just what I need!” And she bent her head down and sucked me.

		“OOOHHHhhh,” I moaned as she gave me head. Sometimes I simply could not believe how much pleasure she could bring me, especially since I’d just had an orgasm less than two hours before. “Oh God... oh yes... ooooooooo... oh please yes...”

		This time she blew me with quicker, shorter motions, and with more force. “Mmmm,” she hummed. “Mmmmpph. MMmm. Hmmmmppphhm.” She loved my cock in her mouth and was glad to let me know how much I was pleasing her with this blowjob.

		After several minutes of this bliss, I put a hand on her head. “Jus—ohhhh... Justine... I wa—ooooo... ahhh... I want to fuck you. I want to be inside you. Ahh... please...”

		She looked up at me, smiling, her breaths quick. “Yeah?” she said with a lusty smile. “You wanna fuck? You want some of this hot pussy?”

		“Oh God yes,” I panted. “Get up here. Please. Get up here now and get on it. I want you on me.”

		She stood, let her robe slip away to the floor, and placed her right knee on the couch to the left of where I sat, then held the back of the couch as she got her left knee up on the other side. I felt a few drops of the hot juice that escaped her already wet sex, as she hovered above my crotch for a moment, looking down. I reached around her ass with my right hand and gripped my cock, moving it until I found the spot I sought. After a couple of seconds of rubbing the head against her moist lips, I held it still, and she sank down onto me with one quick motion.

		“Hoah!” she cried in loud ecstasy as I filled her completely, her hot weight sliding tightly over my whole shaft and stopping at my balls. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open, head back, smile wide and showing her perfect teeth. Her hands gripped the back of the couch as she began to gyrate, moving her hips in a slow, grinding circle and massaging my stiff flesh in every last sensitive spot.

		“Oh, GOD!” I gasped, the pleasure so great that it almost felt like too much, as though the human body wasn’t meant to withstand this degree of physical delight. Her slick hot cunt gripped and slid and fondled my entire penis from every possible angle all at once. My organ was so inflamed with desire that it felt as though I had pure divine light there inside of her. “Oh, my GOD, Justine... oh, it’s so fucking great...”

		“Yes... oh yesssss...” she replied. “Yes, I love it. Yes, fuck me. Oh, I love your cock inside me, I love it, I love it.”

		I slid my arms under hers, holding the middle of her back and pulling her to me, kissing her breasts hungrily. “Oh yes!” she whispered. “Lick my nipples!” I ran my tongue over each of her nipples, switching every few seconds, then taking her right one between my teeth and sucking hard. She clapped one hand to the back of my head, pulling me closer against her, squishing my face into her and shouting, “Oh, YES, suck my tits!”

		As I did so, I slid my hands down and grabbed her ass, groping her lovely flesh and moving her hips around as I rolled my groin rhythmically. Justine was breathing harder and faster now, so I increased the pace of my grinding and thrusting, switching my mouth to her other nipple, and her hips began bucking faster and she squealed and began moaning lowly, and I knew it was not long. Then her squeal became a moan and then a shout as her sweat-drenched belly slapped against my own again and again, her hips shaking, her hand clutching the back of my head with some real force. “OOOHHH! OH! AH! OH!” she shrieked, coming hard, her insides milking my cock with powerful spasms that made me come in turn. I grunted and gasped as I coated her lovely insides with many intense jets of my jizz, holding her by her ass, clamping her down on me until I finished filling her depths.

		We sat still for a few minutes afterward, just breathing and holding each other. Finally, she lifted herself off of me, my now-limp dick sliding easily out. Justine got up and went into our downstairs bathroom, and I wriggled back into my sweatpants. A few minutes later, she came back, kissed me, and said, “Now you just lie back on the couch. I’m going to clear and wash the dishes.”

		“I’ll help,” I said, starting to rise.

		“No,” she said, putting a hand on my head. “I insist. I want to treat you for once.”

		“Well, if you insist...” I said, settling back down.

		She smiled. “That’s better. Just relax, then go take a shower. Later on we can get dressed and go out somewhere.”

		“I love you,” I told her.

		She leaned down and kissed me again. “I love you, too. Always.”

		

		***

		

		That evening, we decided to go out for dinner. Over our appetizers and wine, we talked about the great sex that morning. “I’ve really been enjoying all of our new games,” Justine said, “but it’s good to know we don’t always have to do that stuff now that we’ve tried it. This morning on the couch was incredible, and there wasn’t any hint of domination or power play or anything. I guess you just turn me on no matter what.”

		“Yes.” I smiled back at her. “I love surrendering to you, but I also love”—I glanced around the restaurant, then lowered my voice—”I also love fucking you. Just to have your hot naked body pressed against me... mmmm.”

		She slid a foot up my leg and pressed lightly on my crotch. “Careful,” she said. “You’ll get me all hot again.”

		“I’m already hot again,” I replied. “In fact, I’m wondering if I can take the time to eat anything here or if I should just pay the bill now so I can get you home and undressed sooner.”

		“You’ll have to wait. Maybe you could skip dinner, but I’m famished.”

		“Have it your way.”

		“Listen,” she said, reaching across the table with one hand and touching my wrist. “About this bondage and power stuff.”

		“Yes?”

		“I really love having you in my power. You know that. You’ve seen what it does to me. Your submissiveness really turns me on.” She squirmed a little in her seat, aroused just thinking about it. “But I also... well...”

		“What is it?” I asked, having no idea where she was going with this.

		“Well... I think I’d like to try switching places for a night.” Her voice was lower, almost meek, and she looked down at the table.

		“You mean like that time I tied you to the bed with those ropes you’d left in place?”

		“Yes, like that. Only more. More like I’ve been doing to you recently. With some of our new stuff. I think I’d like to hand myself over to you. Give you the key to the collar. I want to get tied up by you. Mind you, I don’t want to be spanked or whipped or anything. I’m not into that like you are. I just want to... well, you know... surrender myself.” She looked up at me. “Will you?” she pleaded softly.

		“Of course,” I said, taking her hands in mine. “I love you. I’ll do anything you want. We can try all sorts of things and have fun in any way we want.”

		She smiled sheepishly. “OK.”

		I kissed her hands, and when I let them go, she picked up her purse and reached into it, feeling around for something. She brought one closed fist out and held it out to me. “Here. Give me your hand.”

		I held out my hand, palm up, and she opened her fingers and pressed something into my hand, now holding my hand inside both of hers. She looked at me and said, “I want this to be the way we do it. When one of us hands over the key to the collar, we’re asking the other person to take charge, whatever different things that may mean to each of us. I want it to be the signal.”

		“All right. To make it certain, whoever hands it over should say, ‘I am now yours.’”

		She smiled. “I am now yours,” she said, letting go of my hand, in which I now held the small key to the padlock of the bondage collar we had recently acquired. I closed my hand around it and put the key in my pocket.

		Our dinners arrived soon thereafter. I finished my first glass of wine, but we had a bottle on the table. “Pour me some more wine,” I said.

		She reached forward and grabbed the bottle, refilling my glass. “Watch you don’t spill any,” I added. “I know you don’t want to be spanked, but believe me, I’ll find some delightful way of punishing you if you misbehave.” She did not spill any wine.

		At the end of the meal, when the waiter brought the bill, I took some cash out of my pocket and asked Justine, “Is the collar in your purse, by any chance?”

		“Yes.”

		“Take it out.”

		She did this, glancing around to see if anyone was looking at us. I took out the key as well as cash from my pockets. “Now put it around your neck. Give me the lock.”

		“You mean... right here?” she asked, seeming slightly embarrassed.

		“That’s exactly what I mean. Now do it.”

		She fumbled with the collar and with her hair and, after an awkward minute or so, managed to get it in place around her neck. I reached forward and adjusted the tightness, then snapped the lock into place. As I was doing this, the waiter came to our table. I could feel Justine stiffen.

		“Will you... uh, sir... will you be needing any change?” he asked, taking up the bills I had left at the edge of the table.

		“Answer the man,” I told Justine, trying the key in the padlock to be sure it opened, then snapping it shut again.

		“N-no,” she said, looking up, her head tilted slightly back as I made the final adjustments. “No change. Thanks.”

		The waiter went away, and I stood. “Come on,” I said, holding out a hand to Justine. She took my hand and stood up, and we put on our jackets and made our way to the door, drawing a few puzzled glances as I led Justine by the hand and she followed with her eyes down.

		In the car, I got in the driver’s seat and told Justine, “As I drive home, you will get your head over here in my lap and suck me off.” I started the car and pulled out of our parking space. “Come on,” I said firmly. “Unzip my pants, take out my dick, and suck it until I come in your mouth. I want to come before we get home. That gives you a little less than ten minutes.”

		“As you wish,” she said, shifting in her seat to get a better angle. She fiddled with my zipper, reached into my boxers and grabbed my growing erection. It was in her mouth a moment later, her tongue swirling all around as her head bobbed.

		“Oooohhh yes,” I said. “Oh that’s it. Ooooo that’s good...”

		I strove to keep my focus on the drive, but it was a short distance and one I’d driven hundreds of times over the years, so part of it was habit anyway. The heat of Justine’s head was wonderful as it engulfed my cock, which was extra sensitive from the two orgasms I’d already had that day. “Ohh, you’re doing great,” I continued.

		“Mmmhh,” she replied.

		“You love it, don’t you? You love having my cock filling your mouth...”

		“Mgh-hg!” she hummed emphatically.

		“And you want my come, don’t you?” I asked, feeling it building up to the bursting point. “You want all of my hot sperm down your throat...”

		“Mh! Ghhhgh!” she said, her rhythm picking up speed, her breath sharp and rapid through her nostrils. She sucked and gulped and pivoted her head around, making desperate inarticulate sounds of lust and yearning.

		“Oh yeah... OH YEAH...” I said as we turned onto our street. “Oh, you’re gonna have it... oh, I’m gonna—”

		Then I spewed for the third time that day, sending wads of semen into her lovely hot mouth and down her throat, panting and gasping as she swallowed it all, licking me clean. My whole crotch throbbed with an exhausted satisfaction as the orgasm wound its way down, and I at last pulled into our driveway. I parked and shut off the car as Justine tucked my very happy penis back into my pants and zipped me up. She rose in her seat and looked at me with her hands in her lap. “Did I do well?”

		“You did great,” I said, kissing her on the cheek. “Now let’s get inside.”

		Once inside the door, I told Justine to take off all her clothes, everything except the collar. “Leave it all right here on the floor.” Once she complied, I said, “There’s an open bottle of burgundy there in the corner. Get us two glasses and pour us each some wine.” I simply stood and watched as she did this, then approached the counter where she stood naked next to the wine. “Now face me and put your hands on your head.”

		She instantly complied, smiling in a way that told me she was really enjoying this whole idea. I think she’d been waiting for some time to try being submissive for me. I dipped my right index finger into one of the glasses, wetting it with wine, then rubbed it lightly over her left nipple. Her lips parted. I dripped a little wine on her right nipple, drawing slow wet circles with my finger and getting a very quiet moan to escape her. Leaning forward, I sucked the nipple, licking all of the wine off and then nibbling slightly on the stiffening bud. Justine began gasping a little as I moved my mouth around her breasts, kissing and sucking. I stood up again and once more dipped a finger into the wine, then stuck it in her mouth. Without needing to be told, she sucked at it greedily, moaning as if she were sucking my cock.

		I took my finger away and said, “Spread your legs a little. Keep your hands on your head. A little wider. That’s it.”

		I reached between her legs without further ado, and my probing fingers encountered wetness. She gasped loudly as I slid a couple of fingers along her slippery lips, scissoring them, gliding at the edges of her swollen flesh. I brought my fingers back up to her mouth and said, “Now taste yourself.”

		She’d only done this a couple of times before in all the years of our marriage, and she took a second to think about. “Justine!” I said loudly, and this snapped her out of her contemplation. She moved her head forward to suck my fingers, licking and slurping at her own juices, savoring the taste of her pussy.

		“Good, isn’t it?” I said.

		“Mmm-hmm.”

		“I think I’ll have a taste myself.” I dropped to my knees before her, tilted my head back and worked my way under her crotch, then began eating her with vigor.

		“Ooooohh!” she cried. “Ooooo-ooo-ohhhhhh! Huuuhhhh....”

		I stopped after a few minutes and stood up again, holding the back of her head and kissing her deeply, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. “Okay,” I said, “you can put your hands down now. Get up to the bedroom.” I followed her as she walked through the living room and went up the stairs, loving the sight of her walking through the house stark naked. When we got to the bedroom, I pointed to the area that had all of the ring bolts and said, “You know where to stand.”

		She moved obediently to the spot and stood with her hands at her sides, looking at me meekly and awaiting further instruction. I reached under the bed and pulled out the boxes of our new bedroom gear. I began with the wrist cuffs, putting them on her as she held her hands out for me, then pulling her arms above her head and clipping her into the central ring right above her. Next I got the leg cuffs on, and once more she stood with legs spread as she had downstairs—only this time, she was bound in place and could not move if she wanted to.

		“Now,” I said, “you’re nice and secure. All clipped in place. Try to move.”

		She did but was unable to do more than wriggle in place, making a few clinking sounds.

		“So, you are mine, completely mine...” I walked around her, running a hand over her body as I circled her. “I do so enjoy your naked body. I love to stare at it from every angle. I love to feel it.” Here I suddenly grasped her right breast, squeezing lustily but not too hard.

		“Oh, yes,” she panted, “fondle me. Grope me.”

		I kneaded her breasts, then sucked them some more as I grabbed her ass. I lowered myself and tongued her abdomen, then kissed around her pubic hair, still playing with her tits. “Ohhh...” she sighed. “Eat me... please...”

		I stood again. “Oh, not yet, my sweet,” I told her, enjoying her frustration. Her hips had begun bucking and rolling a little, to the limited extent that this was possible in her bonds. I walked over to the boxes on the floor next to the bed. Rummaging for a moment, I produced the nipple clamps. Her eyes widened for a moment when she saw me carrying them toward her.

		“Oh, I don’t know...” she said with some trepidation.

		“There’s only one way to find out.” They were adjustable, and I put them on the lightest setting, testing one of the clamps on my fingertip. I held her right breast cupped in my left hand, squeezing slightly. Her flesh was immobile, helpless in my grip. Her delicate pink nipple stuck out toward me, totally hard despite Justine’s apparent anxiety. I opened one clamp and held it up to her eyes, smiling wickedly. “Ready?”

		“I don’t know.”

		Without any further talk, I placed the clamp around her nipple and let it go. There was a sharp intake of breath, and Justine’s head tilted back, her eyes closed and teeth clenched. I let go of her breast and grabbed the other one. After a deep breath, she hissed, “Yes. Do it!” I put the remaining clamp on her other nipple, then let go and stepped back as she breathed rapidly, her brows furrowed, getting used to the pain. I helped her out by tonguing the ends of her nipples, teasing them lightly with tiny licks and probes, wetting them, soothing them. This seemed to do a lot for her; she began writhing and twitching, her eyes still closed but now with a smile on her face. “Aaahhhhh... ooo. Oh. Oh! Oooo...”

		I stepped back again. “You look good in nipple clamps. For that matter, you look good tied up. I don’t know why I didn’t do this earlier.” I reached into one of the boxes again, finding the gag. “Let’s see what this looks like on you.” I approached her and she opened her mouth like a true submissive, waiting for me to stick the ball gag between her lips. I placed it in her mouth and she sucked at it while I tied it around her head. “There,” I said. “Now I can eat you some more.”

		I got on the floor again, resuming my favorite activity in the world—eating my wife’s pussy. I’ve always loved cunnilingus, and in fact, I’ve sometimes enjoyed it more than the women on whom I’ve done it. Even Justine was sometimes oddly sensitive or ticklish and would make me stop long before I was done. Now, though, she was strapped in place with her legs spread, unable to move, her naked pussy bared wide for my pleasure. Now I wouldn’t have to stop until I was good and ready.

		I began slowly, kissing the outer lips, giving long, slow laps with my wet tongue, caressing the ridges of her labia. I got the tip of my tongue inside, carefully licking every last inch as I slid my tongue in deeper. Justine panted and bucked. “Mghnnghgh!” she moaned. I reached up and parted her lips with my hands so I could more easily tongue her inner flesh. I licked and lapped at every spot, moving her tender skin with my tongue, drinking the sweet sex fluids that continually oozed out of her. Then I shoved my whole face up into her, moving my mouth in a frenzy, masturbating her with my face. She gasped, and it seemed she was trying to back away, but of course she couldn’t. Held in place, she had to surrender to my lustful lickings. I slowed down again after a time, and I could hear her panting heavily through her nose. Her gagged moans had begun to sound pleading, almost whining, but I went on eating. I savored every moment and every drop, inhaling deeply to enjoy more of her lovely heavy scent. I began working on her clit, just with the tip of my tongue, pulling back the skin above and around it to expose the sensitive nub of her ecstasy. I stuck the two middle fingers of my left hand into her, curling them back as I drew them out, then shoving them in again. She squirmed incredibly, crying around the gag, close to hyperventilation as I fingered and tongued her.

		Then she let out a shriek that was loud even around the gag, and her pussy contracted against my face. Something else happened that had never happened with us before: I found my face drenched with several jets of clear fluid. I didn’t actually see her squirt, as my face was pressed up against her, but I knew that was what had happened. It was as if someone had just tossed a glassful of warm water onto my face. Surprised, I automatically wiped my face with one forearm and blinked my eyes. I got to my feet and looked at her, smiling at the thought that I had just gotten her so powerfully aroused that she had experienced her first female ejaculation.

		She looked at me with exhausted, wondering eyes, breathing heavily as she hung there naked, her taut limbs glowing with the after-effects of orgasm. I took the gag out of her mouth and let it hang around her neck, to help her get her breath back.

		“Oh... my... God...” she panted. “What the fuck? I never... oh God. Mmmmm. Oh, that was fucking intense...”

		“Yes,” I agreed. “Now, I’m going to undo these bonds, and when I do, I want you to walk over to the bed and lie down on your back.”

		She panted and raised a wondering eyebrow as I began to release her. I could tell she was thinking about what I might do next, but would not ask. Once free, she did as I instructed. I then began the process of binding her up again, this time using the cuffs at the corners of our bed. She just smiled and offered me compliant limbs as I moved around the bed and secured her hands. For her legs, though, I had something else in mind. The leg cuffs were adjustable in size, so I moved them up above her knees, then fastened them to the head of the bed. This forced her legs to bend and lift, her knees somewhere near her breasts. She smiled as I bound her firmly in this new position. “Oh yes...” she whispered. “Oh, I’m still horny. Oh yes, make me come again...”

		“Don’t you worry,” I told her, stuffing the gag back in her mouth. I tugged gently at the chain on the nipple clamps, giving a few pulls and watching her tits jiggle as she grunted tiny protests. Then I went into her nightstand drawer and brought out her favorite vibrator, which resembled a large microphone made of white plastic. I stood next to her and turned it on. “Plenty of battery left,” I said as it hummed to life. Her eyes followed me as I walked to the foot of the bed, where I knelt and savored the sight of her bared pussy, legs lifted and spread, her sex wide open for me to play with as I saw fit. “Still horny, eh?” I said with a smile, as I barely touched the buzzing bulge of the plastic device to her tender pink lips. Instantly, her whole body jerked.

		“GGGHHHH!” she tried to scream.

		I touched it to her pussy again, very lightly, then a few more times, just delicate touches in different spots along her wet slit. She shuddered and rolled her hips from side to side, as if trying to escape from the torture of this intense pleasure, but I simply pursued her with the barest movement of my hand. It was easy to torment her with this overwhelming delight, and I enjoyed doing it.

		“HHHHGGGNH!!!” she gagged, and, “MGNH! NGH!”

		After a time, I began to press more firmly, inserting the end of the vibrator between her lips, pressing them apart with it. I moved up and down at first, then added small circular motions to my upward and downward strokes. She was inarticulate, and her sweat-drenched torso heaved with strained breaths as I buzzed her inflamed pussy. Her head rolled violently from side to side, and the pitch of her gagged screams increased; I pressed more deeply, holding her outer lips apart with my other hand, and finally her entire form shook and spasmed, and I saw her come once again.

		I took away the vibrator and shut it off, massaging the undersides of her thighs, then kissing her belly. I could see that tears had rolled down her cheeks. Her eyes were still closed. I took off the nipple clamps, kissing her breasts gently, but I left the gag in. Going to the box of goodies once more, I brought out a large black feather. “Let’s see what we can do with this,” I said. Her eyes looked at me, but she still seemed to be far away in the heavenly realms of post-orgasmic bliss. On a sudden inspiration, I decided to get out a blindfold, too, lifting her head gently and tying it softly in place. Her breathing slowed and relaxed as she waited for my touch.

		First, I brushed her right shoulder with the tip of the feather, bringing it up her arm to her cuffed wrist, lingering a moment to tickle her palm. Next I made soft circles on her left knee, then her forehead. I kept touching her lightly, briefly, always varying the place. I brushed against a nipple and she quivered. I brought the feather down the center of her torso to the start of her pubic hair, and her lower body stiffened. I stood next to the bed and used the feather to caress her face, one side at a time, very slowly and gently. Her breathing had become deep and slow once again, and she gave tiny, soft moans, stretching her throat out to me to be caressed. I bent forward and kissed the smooth soft whiteness under her chin, on the sides of her neck. I used the feather to brush her left arm while I lightly licked her left nipple. “Mmmmhhhhh...” she moaned.

		I moved to the foot of the bed once again and ran the feather up one thigh and down the other, making large circles but skipping the area between her legs. After some moments, I knelt and kissed the undersides of her thighs, gently, then returned to stroking them with the feather. With each pass, I came closer and closer to the center, and her body tightened in response. Again, I stopped and began kissing, this time on either side of her pubic area, and I added a few short licks. Justine whimpered in response. I gave the insides of her thighs a few long, hot licks, then lowered my head and kissed the top of her pussy. She shuddered. “Mnnnnhh? Nnnnh!”

		“Oh yes, my dear. I want to eat you some more. I just looove the taste of your sweet sex...”

		I lowered my head and began eating her again, slowly and methodically licking, probing, slurping. Her hips jerked and the bed shook with her straining, but all of this only served to rub her pussy against my face as I pressed it between her wide-open legs. I hummed “Mmmmmm” into her lips, and she yelped behind the gag. I looked up from her crotch and saw her throat, her head was thrown back. Her nipples were enormously swollen and stuck out like miniature erections. I knew she was overexcited, involuntarily aroused beyond her control—but could she come again?

		Whatever the answer, I knew that I, for one, could come again, and that I was yearning to do so. I wanted her to watch me, though. I pulled my face out of her pussy and got to my feet, moving to the head of the bed and undoing the blindfold. Then I went back to stand at the foot of the bed and began stripping naked as quickly as possible. I loved seeing her tied and spread, a position that I’d never had her in before, and I ached to fuck her in that helpless condition. She looked at me, peering down her body, between her legs, regarding my revived erection as I pulled off my socks.

		She obviously couldn’t say anything, and she didn’t even make a sound, but I saw the look in her eyes. It conveyed her yearning to be fucked.

		“Oh yes, Justine, my love,” I said, naked at last and climbing onto the bed. “You are my helpless love slave. Your naked body is mine. Your lovely cunt is mine. And I’m going to stuff it with this fat cock and satisfy myself.”

		She nodded vigorously and squealed as I rubbed the head, still somewhat sore from earlier orgasms, around her glistening, swollen lips. Then I rolled my hips and pushed into her with a slow, satisfying shove of hot, full flesh. “Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh, that’s good,” I sighed.

		“Hnnnhhhh...” she agreed with a long, low moan.

		I remained still for a moment, savoring the sensation of being all the way in, of filling her, then I slowly pulled most of the way out. I thrust in only about an inch, pulled back, then went all the way in once more, making both of us moan in unison. I waited a few more seconds, then repeated the move, this time giving two brief thrusts of about an inch before sinking my full length inside with two longer strokes. A moment of moaning delight, then I progressed to three short strokes followed by three long ones. We had both come so many times that day, were both so exhausted and enraptured at the same time that this sex was not about getting to orgasm; instead, it was just a prolonged enjoyment of bliss-filled flesh, of sweetness and heat, of wet softness and hard fire. When I had gotten up to nine short strokes and was trying for nine deep ones, my orgasm came on the seventh stroke and surprised me. In the middle of pure bliss, I was suddenly pulsing and spurting what little come I had left in me, emptying myself completely for the fourth time that day. I heaved a huge sigh and fell onto Justine’s sweaty body for a moment.

		Then, realizing this probably wasn’t very comfortable for her, I lifted my torso off of her and pulled out slowly. I walked around the side of the bed and removed the gag from her mouth. She gasped at mouthfuls of fresh air, but as I began to unfasten one of her leg cuffs, she surprised me by saying, “Wait!”

		I looked at her. “What do you want to do?” I asked.

		“Eat me?” she said with a tone of pleading inquiry. “Please? Oh please, I was so close...”

		I smiled. “My pleasure.”

		I got back to the foot of the bed, kneeled, and got my tongue into the sweet hot stickiness once again. Without the gag, Justine freely yelped, “Oh! Oh yes! Oh oh oh AAAHHH ohhh ooooo oh God oh yes...” It was strange to hear all of this so clearly after having heard it muffled for a while. I tongued with real gusto to hear her still enjoying all of this attention to her pussy. She was no longer trying to get away from my tongue, but bucking her hips up and down against it, trying to shove herself against me even harder. “Oh GIVE me that tongue! Oh yes lick me... oh eat... oh God do it, yeah, fuck yeah, eat me... EAT ME... fuck me with your face!!!! Eat MEEEEEEOOOOOHHHHhhhhhhh...”

		And with wild shrieking and hip-thrusting, thigh-shaking frenzy, she came again.

		

		***

		

		Later on, after I had untied Justine and put all of our toys away, we lay under the covers, holding each other and talking about the night’s activities.

		“It was fun,” Justine told me, “being your slave, of sorts. And those were good orgasms. Those were great orgasms.”

		“They certainly seemed intense. How about that squirting thing? Has that ever happened to you before?”

		“No. I didn’t even know I could.”

		“I guess you really got into this role, too.”

		She looked at me for some moments. “You know, I did enjoy it. And yes, I came hard a bunch of times. But you know...”

		“What?” I asked.

		“Well... I still don’t like it as much as being in charge of you. I mean, I’m glad to feel the other side of things, and to try out our toys from the other angle, but there’s something so much more deeply satisfying to me about dominating you. Maybe I didn’t gush when you were tied up or when I spanked you, but I love it so much more. I just love playing with you and having you be all mine, my little pet and slave. I love having you at my command. I love smacking your ass and watching you squirm as it turns red. I love having you obey. I don’t know. I guess it goes beyond just a turn-on and really makes me happy in some other hidden way that I don’t get when I’m the one who’s helpless.”

		I stared into space for some moments, thinking.

		She stroked my head and kissed me. “Hey,” she said, concerned. “That doesn’t upset you, does it? Were you hoping I’d like being your slave more?”

		“No,” I said, turning to her. “I was hoping you’d say just what you said. I liked having my way with you, but not as much as when you control me. I’m glad you like being dominant better. I’d much rather be naked and helpless and in your grasp, doing your bidding and satisfying you in every way. I never knew how much... I...”

		“Shhh,” she said softly, placing a finger upon my lips. “I know. We don’t have to explain to each other. We’ve discovered something here, something powerful, and it doesn’t matter how or why. All that matters is that it’s worth exploring. We each want to make each other as happy as possible, and it happens to fall neatly into place by us each enjoying one side of things more. We can certainly switch around from time to time. I know I’d like to do this again, be tied up and tortured to orgasm again and again by you and your merciless tongue.” She smiled and winked at me. “But for now, we know what we each want most of the time.”

		“Yes,” I whispered, gazing longingly at her, this love of my life.

		“And next time,” she added, “you will give me the key. And I will punish you for making me come so much. And you will love it.”

		“Yes,” I whispered again, kissing her and shutting off the light. In the darkness of our bed, I knew that I belonged to Justine, and I was happy.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		A couple of weeks and several good hard spankings later, on a slow afternoon at work, I received an e-mail from Justine that warned: Make sure no one’s around when you look at these. There were several image attachments. I glanced casually about my desk and the surrounding cubicles, then opened the first file.

		It was a photo of some guy strapped face down on a bed, naked, his ass showing several red stripes, obviously from a whip, crop, or cane. The next photo showed the crop striking the ass in question, the bare flesh indented at the moment the camera captured the stroke. The ass got redder in each picture, and some new implements were shown. As I looked, getting excited and thinking of Justine doing this to me, I was struck by the thought that there was something strange about the pictures. They were taken from the foot of the bed, at a rather low height, so that I could barely see the top of the guy’s head because the ass cheeks blocked most of the view. Then I realized what was odd about the images: I was the guy on the bed!

		My heart beat faster, and I stood up and looked around again to make sure no one was nearby. Then I gave all of the pictures another look. Yes, that was our bed, and that was the crop that I had bought for Justine, and those were the cuffs and straps that she had bought with the money I’d given her. But where had these photos come from? I e-mailed her back right away to ask about it.

		Her response came quickly. I set up my digital camera on the dresser at the foot of the bed, she informed me. I figured out how to get the timer to take a series of shots at regular intervals. What do you think?

		I wasn’t yet sure what I thought. I was kind of excited, though. After all, these were the sorts of pictures that I used to leave on the computer for Justine to see, to give her ideas about my fantasies. I had fantasized for so long about being in those positions, about being the men in those photos that I found on all of those femdom and F/M spanking sites, and now I had actually made that dream come true. Not only was I now in a real-life spanking and occasionally femdom-type relationship, but I was actually in some erotic photos, filmed while engaged in my fantasy. I smiled and was hard.

		I like them, I replied.

		I’m glad, came her answer. How would you feel about sharing them? I’ve been keeping some of my online friends informed about our progress, and they’re always eager for more info and also for a glimpse. And I personally can’t wait to show off the naked body of my submissive plaything. Naturally, though, I won’t do it without your consent. Think about it for as long as you need to.

		I did. Part of me worried about my naked image being sent into the shared world of electronic reality, to end up who knows where. On the other hand, I did trust Justine, and she would no doubt trust whomever she sent these to. Also, I realized that without my face being in the pictures, no one but Justine or me would actually recognize the room or the bed shown in the pictures. How would anyone know it was me? Furthermore, I thought, even if someone did find these images and know them to be me, I couldn’t be too embarrassed, because the person would have to be looking in certain areas already in order to encounter such images.

		In short, I was fine with it, maybe even a little excited at the prospect, so I wrote Justine and told her she could share the images with whomever she wanted.

		Later that evening, after dinner, Justine told me to sit at the computer with her. She proceeded to open up a few femdom sites that included image galleries which were updated daily. At the very first site, Justine clicked on “Today’s New Pics,” and there I was, strapped face down on the bed and getting my ass cropped. “See?” Justine said with excited glee, pointing at the screen. “Isn’t it great?”

		“Yes, I see. I like it.”

		“I only wish that I were in the shots,” she told me. “I’ll have to figure out a better angle for the next photos.”

		“The next ones?” I asked, getting hard. I was discovering that I had a bit of the exhibitionist in me and was aroused by the idea of appearing on sites like this. The bigger turn-on, though, was feeling yet another layer of Justine’s ownership of me. I loved the idea that since my body was hers, she could not only enjoy it for herself but could also choose to show it off and share it with whomever she chose.

		“That’s right,” she said in a firm tone, looking at me and folding her arms. She lowered her head to glare at me with a look of command, but she was also smiling. “You, my little love toy, are going to be in some more pictures. I want to show off my slave.” My lips parted a little and I was breathing shakily, my dick stiff. She knew how hot she was making me. “Oh yes,” she went on, leaning forward and holding me by the chin. “I will take lots of pictures. Pictures of you naked. Pictures of you tied up. Pictures of you helpless, squirming, gagged. I’ll put the blindfold on you and then you won’t even know what I’m taking pictures of.”

		“Yes?” I said in a shaky whisper. My right hand had come to rest in my lap, pressing against my erection through my pants.

		“Oh, yes,” she whispered, leaning in even closer so that her breath was hot in my face and the smell of her perfume enveloped me. “And I’ll post those pictures on all sorts of sites. Your body will be there for all to see. Thousands of women like me will enjoy the sight of your submissive flesh, and they’ll be inspired to do some of those things to their own husbands and boyfriends.”

		“Whatever you desire,” I said, although we both knew full well that I desired it as much as she did. “I am yours to share as you see fit.”

		Over the next couple of weeks, we photographed our sessions. Mostly it was Justine taking pictures of me. She would bind me in an X with the cuffs attached to the floor and ceiling of our bedroom and then walk around me, photographing me from every angle. She’d whip my naked body with the crop and take pictures while the marks were still fresh. She’d tie me to the bed, face up and then face down, with the nipple clamps on or off, with or without the gag or the collar, and get every angle of these poses, too.

		Aside from tying me up to take pictures, she would make me get into various poses for her. She would order me to kneel, or to lie flat on the floor, or to bend over and stick out my ass like I was begging for a spanking. She would make me kiss her feet and look up at her as she snapped a photo. She would command me to grip my cock and show it off, to fondle my own balls for the camera, giggling perversely as she forced me into these humiliating poses and then captured them for all time with our digital camera. I was hers to command, and she did not let me forget it. Naturally, I loved every second.

		Sometimes I took pictures of her, but she was usually clothed. She would strike various dominating poses, holding the crop in various ways, giving the camera a steely, cold stare. We set up the timer on a number of occasions, too, putting the camera on the floor, on the bed, or on a shelf, trying to frame things so that we’d both show up in the picture. It was more difficult than we’d thought, though. Somehow, the photo would never be centered the way that we had thought, or one of us would be way out of the frame and it would make the rest of the picture look weird. It was a little frustrating; still, I was happy that Justine was getting all the pictures she wanted of me and was posting them for like-minded women everywhere.

		One day at work, Justine e-mailed me to say that she’d pick me up; she wanted us to meet someone for dinner. When she arrived, I got into the car, kissed her, and said, “So, where are we going? And who are we meeting?”

		She named a local steakhouse as our destination, which sounded good to me. Then she told me about the mystery guest.

		“Her name is Diane,” Justine said as she drove. “She helps run an online magazine about dominant women. It’s not like most of the ones we’ve seen though, it’s actually very well done and has a lot of intelligent writing. Also, besides the usual kind of thumbnail gallery for sets of photos, they have photo spreads like a real magazine would have, only on web pages. The pictures are large and go together with some running text, which might be a piece of fiction or an interview with a dominatrix or something like that. I’ll show you when we get home. Anyway, it’s a really great site, and it’s geared toward women who do this kind of thing or who want to know more about it. I wish I’d found it sooner.”

		“How did you find it?” I asked, getting an idea about where this was all going.

		“Well, Diane actually contacted me. That’s the exciting part. She saw some of the images we’ve been posting. She sent me an e-mail through one of the femdom groups, and we started chatting a bit. She liked a bunch of our pictures but had some tips about how to take better ones. I explained the trouble we had with the camera and the timer, and she said, ‘Why don’t you have someone else take pictures of the two of you?’ And... well... that’s why we’re meeting her tonight. Not to do anything tonight, but just to meet her, see if we like her, talk about things we might do, ask questions. She’s been doing this a long time and really knows a lot.”

		“So...” I said. “We might be able to get her to take pictures for us? And she might put them on her site?”

		“Yes, I think both of those are possibilities. And I’m sure those aren’t the only possibilities.” She winked at me, and I wondered what she was thinking about.

		When we got to the restaurant and went inside, they told us that Diane had already arrived and was expecting us. A waitress guided us to a booth in a back corner of the place, and I saw a woman sitting alone. Her hair was very black, straight, and fairly short, the ends reaching to a few inches above her shoulders. She had bangs clipped in a neat, even line just above her eyebrows, giving her face a certain darkness. She looked in our direction as we approached, and Justine said, “You must be Diane.”

		Diane stood and shook hands with each of us and said, “Sit down, please.” She was smiling and had a very pleasant manner. I could not place her age, but I knew that she was older than us, maybe forty or so. The waitress asked about drinks, and we all ordered coffee. Then Diane began.

		“So, I’ve seen some of your photos. Very nice. How long have you been photographing your action?”

		Justine looked thoughtful. “Oh, about... a month, I’d say.” She turned to me. “Does that sound right?”

		“Yes,” I agreed.

		“And how long have you been involved with bondage and domination?”

		“Not all that long,” I replied. “Not even a year, so far. We’re pretty new at it.”

		“But we learn fast,” Justine added. “We’ve come a long way in a short time.”

		“It certainly looks that way,” Diane said.

		“What about you?” I asked her.

		“I’ve been into the scene for a long time. Since high school, actually. I did a lot of experimentation early on and had a lot of help from some good friends and nice people. I’ve been both a domme and a sub, and I still switch. I’m also bisexual and have equal fun playing either role with either gender, or with groups. As for the website, I’ve been helping to run it for about six years now.”

		“Is that what you do for a living?” Justine asked.

		“No. I teach at a college. Sociology, mostly. I’ve got a Ph.D.”

		“Nice,” I said, impressed. “Did you ever include this lifestyle as part of your studies?”

		“Oh, yes. I even discuss it in my classes. It’s a fascinating topic, and a lot of its negative connotations arise from it being seen as a secretive thing, so I’ve always tried to bring it into the light through open discussion. I’m always hoping to foster healthy and open attitudes toward safe, sane, consensual play of various kinds.”

		Our coffees arrived, and we all ordered food and then talked more about all of our backgrounds. Diane was intriguing and intelligent, and her openness made me feel that she was trustworthy. After dinner came and we had moved on to dessert and drinks, we started talking about the details of where we might like to go from that point.

		“Well,” Diane began, “let me first tell you what I had in mind for my own purposes. Seeing your images, I was struck by the real sincerity I saw there, the true love of the situations. Something about the poses and expressions stood out for me. I wanted to set up a photo shoot and take some similar pictures of you two, but with some very nice photography equipment that I have. I’d love to get some high-quality images of you and put them on my site. Justine, you explained to me the problems you were having with the timer on your camera. With me taking pictures, we could get you in a lot more of the shots. We could also shoot video of any scenes you want. You would have a chance to see every picture and review every second of footage before any of it is used. You should feel safe and comfortable in knowing that I won’t use anything without the consent of both of you. Even if it turns out that you completely change your minds after the shoot and don’t want to appear on my site at all, that will be totally fine with me. I’ll give you all the copies of the images, or destroy them, whichever you prefer.”

		“Wow,” I said. “That’s very generous and understanding of you. You wouldn’t be mad at having wasted time and film?”

		She smiled. “Of course not. What you need to know is that I simply enjoy this. I enjoy sex, whether I’m having it, watching it, filming it, or just being around it. I find many forms of sex inherently beautiful and would consider myself honored to be allowed into your home to be part of it in any way. Sure, I’d like some pictures to keep, but that’s secondary. I make my living teaching, not selling photos or running a web site. I run the site out of love. I want to offer people stimulation, advice, and a way to connect—yes, we have a forum on our site, and personal ads. I think the world needs more love, and more positive sexual energy can only help. This is my hobby and my passion, and if I help add to your fun in any way, then I’m happy. I certainly won’t be angry about any decisions you make.”

		“Oh, I just love you,” Justine said. “You have such a good way of putting things. I, for one, would love to have you come over and do a shoot... or maybe even...?” she let the question trail off, looking at Diane and then at me.

		Diane winked at her. “That’s the other part of what I was going to say. I can participate in your activity as much or as little as you like. I find you both attractive, and having sat with you here and talked for a while, I can say that I’m comfortable in your presence and fine with your approach toward sex. If you just want me to take some pictures, that’s fine. If you want me to step in and do other things, that’s fine, too. It’s all up to your comfort level. You might, for example, want my help with some of the bondage restraints, and nothing more. You might want me to give a few spanks of my own. You can say ‘Hands only’, or require that I keep my clothes on. Or... you might want a full-on threesome. It’s whatever you want and feel okay with. As I said, I’m happy to be part of any of it.”

		“You’re very kind,” I said. “I like how open you are. I think that we can work something out.”

		“Yes,” Justine said, reaching across the table and touching Diane’s hand. “I think that we’d like to have you visit.” The two women looked very intently at each other.

		“What about next Saturday?” Diane asked, and I felt a fluttering in my stomach. It’s really going to happen, I thought. My mouth was dry with nervous excitement, so I took a sip of water.

		“Saturday’s fine with me,” I said.

		“And with me,” Justine said, caressing Diane’s hand.

		“Then it’s settled. I’ll see you both on Saturday. Justine, just e-mail me directions to your place.”

		In the car on the way home, Justine and I talked about how excited we were. She asked what I thought about Diane’s offer. How much should we bring her into things?

		“Well,” I said, “I don’t mind making my body available to her in various ways, if it would turn you on to share.”

		“So you’d be okay with her spanking you? Tying you up? With maybe each of us whipping you, teasing you, all that?”

		“I’m fine with that. I love being at your command, and if you command me to suffer torments at the hands of another woman, then that is what I will do. I will obey you if you tell me to obey someone else. What better way to prove that I am truly yours? You can share me with anyone you want.”

		“My darling pet,” she smiled, stroking my cheek. “What a good obedient husband you are.”

		“Also,” I said, “I noticed that you looked pretty fond of Diane. I just want to let you know that I’m okay with you pursuing that, too. You know what I mean. I won’t feel threatened or jealous or anything. Not that you have to do anything like that, but if you want to, please go ahead and don’t worry that, all slave games aside, I’ll actually be upset.”

		Justine was quiet for a few seconds, thinking about this as she drove. Finally, all she said was, “You know, she is very attractive....”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The dinner with Diane had been on Tuesday night, and we had set things up for her to come over on Saturday. On Thursday evening, I came home from work and found Justine waiting in the living room. She had on a T-shirt and some panties and sat on the couch with her legs spread.

		“Hello,” I said, standing before the couch and grinning.

		“Hello,” she replied, looking up at me. “Get on your knees.”

		I did as she commanded and looked at her expectantly. I was surprised to have the games begin so quickly after I got home, but it made me happy, too.

		“Are you mine?” she asked lovingly. “Do you belong to me? Is your flesh mine to enjoy and to command?”

		“Of course,” I said, my cock stiffening with my submission.

		“Good,” she replied, leaning forward and stroking my head. “I want you to do something for me. I want you to come with me somewhere. I want to do something to your body.”

		At that, I did get a little nervous. “Don’t worry,” she said. “It won’t be permanent; it’s not tattooing or piercing that I have in mind.”

		“OK,” I said, trusting her for the moment. “When do you want to do whatever it is?”

		“Tonight,” she said. “Soon. I just need to call and make sure it’s an okay time. You can have a snack and a shower while I make the arrangements.”

		I ate some toast and fruit while she made a phone call, then took a quick shower. When I came out, Justine had her shoes on and held the car keys in her hand. “Ready to go?”

		“I guess so.”

		In the car, Justine said, “It’s only a short drive over there, so I’ll just tell you what it is that we’re doing. I want to get you waxed.”

		“You mean... my chest? My back?”

		“I mean your whole body. Not your head, and not right around your cock and balls—I want to shave those later on, myself. I want to see your body truly bare, really naked down to the skin, not a single hair on your smooth muscles.”

		I’d never thought of doing anything like this. “So, how is this done? Does someone use Nair or something like that?”

		She smiled wickedly. “No, my pet. We will be using hot wax. Remember that time with the candles? Well, it will be sort of like that, only a lot slower... and over your whole body. Then the wax will be ripped away, and will yank all the hairs out of your skin.”

		“Oh,” I said throatily, trying to hide my eagerness to endure this pain for her pleasure. My need to serve her and submit to her always seemed to be growing. It surprised me often and scared me sometimes. Always, though, I felt love. I knew that Justine would put me through bits of pain on perverse whims, but I knew how happy this made her, and I loved her and wanted to do these things again and again. I also trusted her completely and knew that she loved me and would never allow any real harm to come to me.

		“Keep in mind,” she continued, “that people go to salons for this kind of thing every day. It hurts, but it’s not agony. It’s a regular cosmetic thing that happens to sting a little more than other cosmetic things. It won’t even hurt as much as me whipping you.”

		“I’m not worried,” I told her with a smile. “If it hurts, I’ll just think of you.”

		She smiled back. “That’s sweet. Maybe, just for fun, I can see if we can make it hurt a little more. Rachel, who does the waxing, is a new friend of mine. We met through one of the groups online; that’s how I found out about her salon.”

		“Oh? Does she do this to lots of guys?”

		“Actually, she’s never done anything on a guy. So far only women have come to her salon, except for a couple of guys that use the tanning booths. She’s been eager for a long time to try waxing a man.”

		“She has? I wonder why.”

		“Well, she’s a funny case. She’s always had fantasies of being a dominatrix or at least of hurting guys a little for pleasure. She’s married and has two kids, and her husband is apparently not into things like that. From what she says, I don’t think he even knows she likes that sort of thing. She fills her need by going to a lot of those sites to fantasize. She’s even seen the pictures of us—well, mostly of you—and can’t wait to get her hands on you.”

		“Really? So... will you be sharing me, as your slave, with this woman?”

		She looked at me. “Yes. At least a little. We’ll see how it goes. It will be a good trial run before we do anything with Diane. And anyway, it would be pretty expensive to get your whole body waxed. Luckily, Rachel will be doing it for free, as a favor. Naturally, we’ll have to do a few little favors for her. That is, you’ll have to do her favors.”

		“I will, as always, do what I must.”

		It was dark now. I saw the sign for the salon in front of a building, and we turned into a parking lot, pulling around the back. Only one light seemed to be on in the whole building, and in the window of the door a sign read CLOSED.

		“Are you sure she’s here?” I asked as Justine parked and shut off the car.

		“She’s here. We had to set this up for a time when the place would be closed. We don’t want anyone seeing or hearing what happens.”

		I tingled with excitement as we got out of the car and approached the door. Justine knocked, and after a minute or so, the door opened. A woman with long, straight blond hair and narrow eyeglasses peered out at us. “Justine?” she inquired, looking at my wife.

		“Yes. And you must be Rachel.”

		The woman nodded. “Come in, and follow me.”

		We stepped into a waiting room area dimly lit by some exit signs and a couple of white lights at floor level. We crossed this room, going through a doorway at the back and entering a hallway. The second door to the left was open, its light spilling out into the darkened hallway. “Right in here,” said Rachel.

		We followed her into a small room that was bright and warm. In the center of the room was a cushioned table obviously designed for people to lie on. I could see some pots steaming off to one side and noted a peculiar smell. “I started heating the wax right after you called,” Rachel told Justine. “It should be ready soon. Care for some water or juice?”

		“Sure,” Justine answered. “He can get it for us.” She looked at me.

		Rachel turned to me as well. She was tall and skinny, with no curves to speak of and rather small breasts. She was dressed simply, in a faded red long-sleeved top and blue jeans that clung tightly to her thin legs. “Two doors down is a small kitchen. There’s a pitcher of water and another of juice in the fridge, and there are glasses in the cupboard. I’ll have water.”

		“So will I,” Justine said. “Now move it! I’m thirsty.”

		My cock swelled immediately as she adopted her commanding tone, and I saw Rachel smiling at this exchange before I turned and left the room, seeking the kitchen. I found it, poured two waters from the pitcher, and returned with a glass in each hand. I gave them their drinks, and Justine said, “You may get one for yourself now, if you wish.”

		“I’m fine for now,” I said.

		“So,” Rachel said to Justine while looking me up and down, “this is your husband. Or should I say, ‘slave’?”

		Justine chuckled. “He’s not exactly my slave. He is, however, a very willing servant on occasion. He just loves to be at my command.”

		“Really?” Rachel raised an eyebrow, looking at me with an evil smirk. I just nodded, smiling automatically. She walked toward me, then said to Justine, “Make him do something. Anything.”

		Instantly, Justine said firmly, “Drop to your knees.” I did as she commanded, kneeling before Rachel and looking up at her. “Do not look at her!” Justine then shouted. “Bow down and kiss her feet. Now!”

		I bent forward quickly and kissed the tops of Rachel’s black leather shoes. I remained in this position and kept planting kisses until Justine said, “Okay, that’s enough.” I resumed my earlier kneeling position.

		“Oh, that is so good!” Rachel exclaimed, and I could hear the glee in her voice.

		“You can do it, too,” Justine told her. “Try it.” She gave me a stern glance, which I understood right away. You will obey her.

		“Really?” squealed Rachel. “Okay.” She spun around in front of me and bent over, her ass thrust out toward my face where I still knelt. “I want you to kiss my ass. Do it!”

		I leaned forward and gave her kisses all over her tightly-jeaned bottom. I was hard as stone once more, now being commanded by two women. “All right,” Rachel said after about a minute. She turned to face me once again. “Stand up. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

		I got to my feet in front of her, and both women stared at me for a couple of seconds. Then Justine said, “You heard her. Strip! Now! Every last stitch!” I hurriedly pulled off my shoes and socks, then unbuckled my belt. They both stood and sipped their drinks as I stepped out of my pants, then peeled off my shirt and undershirt. My boxers were the last to go, and I could see Justine and Rachel smiling at the massive boner that poked against the black fabric before I finally yanked the shorts down and tossed them onto the floor. I then stood with my hands at my sides, looking straight ahead, my erection so strong that it seemed to pull me forward with its weight as Rachel began to walk around me to review my naked body.

		“Mmmm, very nice,” she said. “You’ve done very well, Justine, to acquire a servant like this. He’ll look even better after we get rid of all that body hair. I know it doesn’t look like he has much hair right now, but you’ll be amazed at the difference.”

		“I can’t wait,” Justine answered. “Shall we get started?”

		“Yes. Let me put some towels down.” She pointed toward a stack of rolled-up white towels and said, “Bring some to me.” She didn’t quite have Justine’s practiced tone of firm command, but it was still fun to obey. I grabbed an armful of the towels and handed them to her. “Thank you,” she said, smiling and looking into my eyes. She then covered the cushioned table completely and asked Justine, “Should we start with front or back?”

		“Front,” Justine answered, then pointed at the table and said, “Lie down on your back.”

		I climbed onto the table and lay back, looking up at the ceiling. The table was very comfortable. My dick was stiff, and I could feel it wavering in the air as the two women approached the table, one on either side, looking down at me and smiling wickedly.

		“Now, my pet,” Justine said, “you are going to get waxed. Rachel here is going to spread hot wax all over your naked body. Slowly. It’s very hot, and it’s going to hurt, but you will take it. You will not move. Then she is going to pull out all those tiny hairs, and that will hurt even more. I’m giving her free reign to torment you with the tools she has at her disposal here, and you will accept every bit of it. You belong to me, and I demand that your body be waxed, so you will obey. Understand?”

		“Yes,” I whispered with a smile, eager for the pain that was coming, for the delight that these two would take in dispensing it.

		“Good,” she said, stroking my cheek and looking down at me with pure adoration as Rachel stepped away and returned with something in her hands.

		“We’ll start with the feet,” Rachel said. Still looking up at the ceiling, I felt the first smearing of hot liquid on the top of my left foot and flinched slightly.

		“Do not move!” Justine yelled, and I controlled myself as the scalding sensation continued and spread up my shin. Then I felt Rachel padding me all over the hot area with some kind of fabric, and after a moment’s hesitation, she gave a yank. I drew in a sharp breath as I felt the cold fire of the hairs being yanked from my skin. The process was repeated on my right foot and shin, and then it progressed to my upper legs.

		“Spread your legs a little,” Rachel demanded, and as I did so, I felt the painfully hot viscous stuff being smeared on my inner thighs. She smoothed on more strips of cloth, then tore them away with sudden force, working her way up to my waist.

		“Not the balls,” Justine told her. “Or his cock. Leave the pubes.”

		“All right,” Rachel agreed, spreading the steaming wax on my abdomen. As she spread and tore and worked her way up, I felt each part of my body in a new way. The pain was like a stinging slap, my skin alternately hot and cold, rendered extremely sensitive and alive. I felt that every part of my body was being reborn.

		“Arms over your head,” Rachel said as she began working on my chest. I held my hands clasped together with my arms raised up and back as far as they could go, stretching out my chest toward Rachel to feel her torture more fully, smiling even as I winced, as the wax dripped and flowed over my pecs. “You are so good,” she said gently as she worked slowly to prolong the agony. “Such an obedient and willing man. You love this, don’t you? You want me to hurt you more?”

		“Yes,” I whispered shakily, smiling with delight. “Please. My flesh is yours.”

		“Make sure you get his nipples,” Justine put in. “There’s some hair close to the edges, so you might as well be sure and just wax it all.”

		“You’re right,” Rachel smiled. “Let me get some fresh wax.” She went away and came back a moment later, holding a bowl wrapped in a towel. The smell was very strong, and I could see the steam rising from the bowl. Rachel dipped a small wooden stick into it, then held the stick over my right nipple, letting the wax fall down in slow, tiny drops. I shuddered at each hot touch against my tender flesh, licking my lips with delight at the sweet pain and thrusting my chest out, silently begging for more. In this slow and methodical way, she coated a large area centered around the nipple, then switched to my left one, covering it with drop after slow drop. She connected the two waxed areas, making one huge patch over my whole chest. “I’ll need your help with this one, Justine,” she said as she patted the fabric onto me. “You grab that side. Like this. Then, on three, we give a hard yank, going in this direction. Ready?”

		“Yep,” Justine replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

		“One... two... THREE!!!”

		With one swift pulling motion, the two of them ripped all of the hair from my chest, and I gasped. I panted a little at the stinging soreness, feeling the pain radiating out from my skin. Then I heard Rachel say, “Oops.... missed a little. I guess we’ll have to wax his chest again...”

		After another round, with special attention to my nipples as Justine had demanded, Rachel moved on to my armpits, which hurt more than anything had so far. She worked on the insides and undersides of my arms, then instructed me to bring my arms back to my sides. I did so, and she continued on my hands, forearms, and the outsides of my arms, periodically going for fresh supplies of newly heated wax and more strips of cloth. Justine stroked my face every so often and told me what a good servant I was, how beautiful my body looked.

		After perhaps an hour, when she had gotten to every bit of me she could, Rachel told me to turn over on the table. I did this, and she began waxing the base of my neck, then my shoulders, moving down my back to my waist. After finishing my upper body, she went back to my feet and waxed the backs of each leg. “I’ve saved your ass for last,” she said. “Care to help out with this last bit?” she asked Justine. “You can spread the wax.”

		“Sure,” Justine replied, reaching for the pot and the spreading stick.

		“Careful, it’s hot,” Rachel told her. “Now, you’ve watched me all this time, so you know how to do it. Take as much time as you want, though. I’ve even got another pot heating up.”

		“I think I like the drip method,” Justine said, and I felt tiny hot spatters on my naked buttocks. My ass cheeks quivered involuntarily with each little sting. “Oooo, you feel that, do you?” my lover taunted me. “Well, then, we’ll have to make sure to be very thorough. We may even have to do this more than once...”

		I winced and gasped and twitched as my whole ass was coated in the wax, then hissed through my teeth as it was all torn away at once, Justine and Rachel each attending to one buttock. Then, as Justine had promised, I had to endure it all again. The two women even spread my cheeks to get at every last hair, all the way to the back of my balls. Eventually, they consulted each other and agreed that they were done. “Now stand up,” Justine instructed, “so we can admire our work.”

		I got to my feet, my whole body raw and alive with a searing chill. “Hands on your head,” Justine said. “Turn around for us.” I spun slowly in front of the two women, letting them examine my nakedness in minute detail. My erection had subsided somewhat, but my semi-hard dick began to pulse as I showed off.

		“Now,” said Rachel, “we should treat his skin, to help it heal faster.” She produced a jar and opened it, unleashing a powerful and pleasant fragrance. She dipped her hand in, getting a palm-full of whatever was in it, then passed the jar to Justine. The two of them were soon rubbing the scented ointment all over me, from neck to toe, rubbing the slickness of my flesh with slow, sensuous strokes. They guided my feet apart a little and knelt to massage the stuff onto the insides of my legs. Their hands stopped just short of my balls and never touched the straining, steel-hard dick that stood out, begging to be relieved in some way.

		I did not dare ask for release, though. I knew that part of my servitude involved not being allowed to come until Justine told me I could, or else made it happen in her own way. It was absolutely maddening, but it always made my horniness into an immensely powerful and all-consuming force. It was part of what transformed me into a different person when I got into that state—someone who begged to be enslaved by my wife and who would do anything for her, no matter what. I felt the blood in my groin and the huge load within me just desperate to burst forth in sweet pulses of hot, wet, white release. But release was not to be mine, not yet. It all stayed inside and made me tremble all over, and I yearned to be used more by these women.

		“Well,” said Justine after a time, rising to her feet and wiping her hands on a towel. “I guess that does it for waxing and treating. Now let’s talk about all that moving around you did.”

		“What...?” I began.

		“Don’t you try to deny it. I told you to be still, and you were squirming all over the place. Wasn’t he?”

		“He sure was,” said Rachel. “I thought he was supposed to obey you. What kind of a servant is he if he doesn’t follow your orders?”

		“A servant in need of a punishment, that’s what kind!”

		Rachel grinned excitedly. “Are you going to spank him?”

		“You bet I am,” Justine replied, walking over to a chair and sitting in it. “Get over here,” she said, pursing her lips and furrowing her brow. “You know what to do.”

		I eagerly draped my naked body over her lap, hands and feet touching the floor.

		“Now, Rachel,” she said, “I want you to observe. This is how a husband should behave. He should obey, and if he knows he has done wrong, he should accept the punishment he deserves.” She bent down to look at me. “You do deserve to be punished, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		“And you want it, too? You would be disappointed if I didn’t exercise my command and punish you properly?”

		“Yes.”

		“Good. Now you’re going to get fifty whacks.” And with that, she commenced smacking my freshly waxed ass cheeks. She worked rapidly but a little more lightly than usual. This was good; even though I wanted and loved the spanking, my skin was still raw from the multiple waxings. I remained absolutely still as I took my swats, making up for the “disobedience” that was the premise of this punishment. It was very hard not to come, but I was sure that this would not be a good thing to do, here in this room, especially without Justine’s permission. So, with a supreme effort, I held back my orgasm while being spanked naked by Justine in front of a woman I’d only met a couple of hours before.

		“There!” she said as she gave me the final smack. “Now, up.” I got to my feet and stood before her, grinning.

		“Wow,” said Rachel. “He really does love it, doesn’t he? Oh, I wish I could do that to my husband. He’s such a stupid prick sometimes. I’d love to get him over my lap like that and be the one to smack him into shape.”

		“Well,” Justine said, “why not start with a little practice? He really disobeyed both of us, so I think you should get to give him fifty smacks, too.”

		“Oh, can I?” She actually jumped a little and clapped her hands together.

		“Of course. Do you want him over your lap?”

		“No, I’ve got a better idea. Back on the table, you bad boy! Face down!”

		I feigned a pout and purposely hesitated a little, even though I was totally eager for more spanking. As expected, I felt a hard smack from Justine, who had gotten to her feet and was standing behind me. “Don’t dawdle! Get your ass on that table!” She gave me another smack, and I smiled and almost leaped onto the table in my excitement.

		Once I was on my stomach, I heard Justine say, “Now, make sure not to do it too hard. We can’t have any serious marks. We’re having a little photo session in two days, and I want his ass looking fresh.”

		“Okay, no marks. I was hoping to use this on him.”

		“Ooo, that looks good,” Justine answered. Rachel then walked to the head of the table and showed me what she was talking about. She held a very large hairbrush in her right hand. It was made of smooth, polished, light-colored wood, was square in shape, and was about the size of a small frying pan. It was certainly the largest hairbrush I’d ever seen. I started to wonder where she’d acquired such a thing, then remembered that this place was a salon. They cut and styled hair in addition to waxing people and letting them tan.

		Rachel bent down to give me a closer view of the brush and to grin in my face as she said, “That’s right. I’m going to spank you. I’m going to smack your bare ass with this brush and turn your cheeks red. Tell me you deserve it.”

		“Oh, I do. Please. I deserve the hard spanking you’re going to give me.”

		“I’m glad you agree. Now don’t disobey us again—I want you to stay still for this spanking.”

		“I’ve got an idea,” I heard Justine say. “Let’s teach him a little extra lesson about staying still.”

		Rachel walked out of view, and I heard them whispering. Then I heard drawers being opened, along with some general rummaging. After a few moments, the two of them stood at the head of the table where I could see them. They held piles of bunched up cords and ropes in their hands. I couldn’t imagine why a salon would have that on hand, but I didn’t have time to wonder as Justine said, “I think you know your misdeed, but I want to make sure you remember it. When I tell you to be still, you must obey. Since you had trouble staying still, we’re going to help you out for this next round of spanking. We’re going to tie you in place. That way you won’t be able to move even if you want to. As you receive your punishment from Rachel, I want you to reflect on this problem and feel what it’s like not to move.”

		“As you wish,” I answered, shaky with anticipation.

		The two of them then proceeded to tie me to the table. They passed a rope over my lower back and tied it under the table. Another loop was added just below my buttocks, then another around my ankles. Then I felt them tying a cord around each ankle. “Just for good measure,” Rachel said, “we’re going to tie each foot to one of the table legs.” They passed another rope over my upper back, just under my armpits. “This is fun,” said Rachel. “Let’s keep going.” They added another loop around the backs of my knees, midway up my legs, even though my legs were so tightly secured by then that I couldn’t even wiggle them. Then they pulled my arms down on either side of the table, tying my wrists and my elbows to the table legs.

		“Try moving around,” Justine said when they’d finished. I did but couldn’t manage anything more than a slight wiggle of my shoulders. They both smiled broadly. “Good. You’re totally bound now. Think about how bad you were to wriggle around so much while Rachel was generous enough to wax you for me. Think of the extra trouble you caused her. You were bad, bad, bad. You deserve every hard smack she’s going to give you. And I’m going to enjoy watching her do it.”

		Without saying anything, Rachel landed the first swat on my left cheek with a loud smack! I grunted a little. “What was that?” said Rachel, spanking my right cheek. “I thought I heard something!” Splat! Swat!

		“Ow!”

		“What do you mean, ‘Ow’?” she demanded. “You like this, don’t you?” Whack! “You know you deserve it!” Smack smack! “You know how bad you’ve been! Bad! Bad! Boy!”

		“Ah! Aww owww yessss I’ve been bad....”

		“Then stop whining!” Spank! “Take your spanking and next time be good!”

		“Oh! I will...”

		Justine said, “You should also thank Rachel for giving you this spanking. Not everyone is so understanding of your needs. Not every woman can give a bad boy what he deserves. Tell her how much you appreciate it.”

		“Oh, I—ow! I do—Ah! ouch! Appreciate it! Ow! Ooo! Thank you Rache—OUCH! Thank you! Oh yes I’m so tha—ah! Thankful for—nngh! Your! Help!”

		And she spanked and smacked away, keeping up a good pace, really getting into it. I know that she went well beyond fifty. I didn’t care; I loved it and knew that Justine would stop her if she went on for too long. I lay helpless and immobile, my nude body bound for the pleasure of this woman’s desire to punish my bare flesh at her disposal. I knew that Justine was looking on approvingly, and I felt even more love and arousal knowing I was fulfilling her wishes as well.

		“And let that be a lesson to you!” Rachel finally said as she gave me the last and hardest smacks. “Now, think about it for a while.”

		“Yes,” Justine said. “Take some time to linger on this punishment. Feel your nakedness, your helplessness, your bound condition, and the sting in your submissive little ass. And know that I can do this to you any time I like. And I can give you over to any woman I like. I have command over you. Never forget that you are mine.”

		With that, the two of them walked out. I heard them in the kitchen, pouring beverages, talking, laughing lightly. I overheard casual bits of conversation about the salon. I thought about everything Justine had said, and my need for orgasm had passed on to become something even deeper. I felt as if I was having a slow orgasm in my soul, filled with complete delight at being so much under the command of my gorgeous wife. The feeling of belonging to her so completely brought me a kind of happiness I’d never experienced before we started engaging in this power play. I smiled and enjoyed the rest of my designated punishment until the two of them came back.

		“Okay,” Justine said. “Time to go home.” They went around undoing the knots they had tied, releasing me bit by bit. When the last bit of rope was gone, Justine helped me to my feet and kissed me. “My sweet husband,” she said. “Everything okay?”

		“Everything’s wonderful,” I replied. “I love you.”

		“God,” said Rachel, “I wish I could get my husband to say that once in a while. You guys are so sweet.” She spoke normally once again, with no hint of command, and she was cleaning up around her counters. I began to get dressed.

		“Anything we can do to help?” Justine asked.

		“No, that’s okay,” she said, removing the towels from the table and tossing them into a bin already full of rumpled cloths. “I’ve just got a few things to finish up here.”

		“Well, thanks so much,” Justine said, stepping forward to shake her hand. “I really do appreciate your help.”

		“Me too,” I said.

		She smiled. “Well, I appreciate you sharing. I really enjoyed that. And hey, if you’re willing, I’d like to see some of those pictures you’re planning on taking in a couple of days.”

		Justine looked at me. I nodded. “We’ll send you some,” I said.

		Then, we simply said our good nights and left as if we had just been in the salon for some ordinary haircuts.

		“Well?” Justine said when we were in the car and headed home. “What did you think of all that?”

		I smiled. “It was great. I had a lot of fun. I like being shared by you. I love you punishing me in front of another woman, and I love knowing you’re standing there watching and enjoying when she does it to me. It’s all great. I’ve got the most raging boner.”

		“Ha! Well, you’ll have to live with that a little longer. I’m not letting you come yet. How about the waxing? How do you feel?”

		“It’s weird, but good. It definitely hurt, but in a good way, because you were there. Now my skin still stings, but it also feels refreshed. It’s strange, almost like I’ve been dipped in menthol or something. But the hairless sensation is cool; my whole body is much more sensitive. I can feel every little brush and rustle of my clothes, and it’s very erotic. It’s like it makes me aware of my nakedness within the clothes.”

		“Sounds good,” she said. “And we’re almost done. But remember, you’ve still got a bit of hair left under there. And I’m going to take care of that personally.”

		Once we were home, Justine said, “I’m going upstairs to get a bathrobe and some other stuff. Draw me a hot bath and pour us some wine.”

		I did as she instructed, starting the bath water right away, adding some of the bubble bath she enjoyed so much. I turned on the small radio we kept in the far corner, finding a classical station and keeping the volume low. As the water splashed noisily and the mirror above the sink began to steam up, I poured the last of our open bottle of wine into a glass, which didn’t quite fill it. I found another bottle of the same stuff and opened it, then poured both glasses full. Justine came down after a few minutes, wearing her big white bathrobe and carrying a small toiletry kit. She picked up her glass, said, “Strip,” and sipped her wine.

		Shedding my clothes right there in the kitchen, I felt the cool air over my now hairless skin. “Bring your wine,” she said, and turned to leave the kitchen. I followed her into the steamy bathroom, where the tub was nearly full. “Shut off the water,” she told me, taking another sip of wine. I bent over to shut off the tap, and the room grew quiet. I turned to her and took a sip of my own wine; then I was overwhelmed by a sudden, perverse desire.

		“Justine?” I asked, unable to conceal the pleading tone in my voice.

		“Yes, my love?”

		“This may sound weird, but... would you... will you hurt me, just a little? Right now? However you want? I just... need it. Please?”

		She smiled. “Of course. Here.” She handed me her glass, which I took in my free hand. “Now hold those glasses of wine out at your sides, with straight arms, at shoulder level.”

		I did this, my breath shallow with excitement, wondering what she would do. She just smiled at me for a few seconds, then suddenly reached forward with both hands and pinched my nipples, hard. I gritted my teeth as she held the tender flesh tightly between her thumbs and forefingers, and I grunted when she twisted and pulled, trying to keep my arms still so as not to spill any of the wine. My dick was pointing as high as it could, totally aroused by all of this.

		“Well?” said Justine, pinching even harder and pulling steadily. “What do you say?”

		“Thank you,” I managed to say, and she let go, still smiling. She patted me on the cheek. “How was that?”

		“See for yourself,” I said, glancing down.

		“Mmm, I see. Now, put the wine down and take my robe. Hang it up on the hook, and don’t let it touch the floor.”

		I did this, and she stepped into the sudsy water, lowering herself slowly. “Ohhhh, this is perfect,” she said with a deep sigh. “Now, bring me my wine. Then kneel by the side of the tub. You don’t have to do anything. I just want to see you kneel.”

		I was in ecstasy as I knelt there, my dick pulsing for her as she stared and smiled and drank her wine. When she finished, she held out the empty glass, and I took it and walked on my knees to our cabinet, putting the glass down beside my own. I knee-walked back to the tub, and she said, “Wash my back.”

		I used a large purple bath sponge to slowly scrub her shoulders, her neck, and her upper back. I lowered the sponge into the water and ran it over her lower back, caressing the top of her ass. She turned in the tub, facing me, and said, “Now wash my front.” She leaned back and stuck her chest out as I sponged her collarbone, her sternum, her stomach. I circled her breasts with the sponge and saw her wet nipples stiffen. Her eyes were half-closed, and I saw that her left hand was thrust into the water where her crotch would be. I began gently rubbing her breasts with the sponge, using my hands to scoop more soapy water onto her glistening tits as she stroked herself under the sudsy surface. When her breathing grew quicker, I dropped the sponge and just groped her, squeezing the lovely, pale, soft flesh, tapping her nipples with the very tips of my fingers until she gasped and shuddered. I let my hands remain on her breasts but kept them still. When the last twitches of her orgasm were over, she opened her eyes and I released her. “Bring me that toiletry kit,” she said.

		I fetched the little bag and she opened it, rummaging. “Sit on the edge of the tub. Right here. Feet in the water. Spread your legs.” I obeyed, and she pulled out a small pair of shiny scissors. “First, we need to trim this hair.” She went to work, snipping away as I watched. After trimming the top part of my pubic hair, she started trimming the hair on my balls, which made me just a bit nervous because of the speed with which she worked. Finally, she put the scissors back in the bag and said, “Now bring me your shaving kit.”

		I returned with my razor and my shaving gel. She pumped a generous amount of the gel into her hand and rubbed it all over my cock and balls, then began carefully and delicately shaving me. My cock was easy since it was completely hard and the skin was taut, but my balls took a bit more care. Eventually, though, she managed to scrape off every last hair on my genitals. She splashed a lot of water onto my crotch and told me to hand her a towel, which I could just reach from where I sat. She carefully toweled me off, then did a close inspection, moving my ball sack this way and that to be sure she had gotten everything. “There,” she said finally. “What do you think?”

		“It’s unusual,” I said. “I’ve never shaved this part before. It’s a fun sensation.”

		“I love it,” she said, holding my engorged dick and looking up at me. “Now you’re totally naked. Completely. Your body is fresh and clean and smooth. You’re my shaved, naked slave.”

		Then she put her mouth over my cock head, and I gave a loud “ohhhhh...” as I felt the slickness of the hot saliva glide over me, felt the softness of those lips enclosed around my swollen flesh. She hummed and moaned as she bobbed her head, and I could not last any longer with those wonderful blowjob skills of hers. I came in about fifteen seconds, grunting with the force of the first spurts, sending a dozen or more shots of sperm into her mouth. After spending the last hours keeping my lust in check while being over-stimulated, this release was pure bliss.

		Justine gulped down everything I gave her, then looked up at me again and smiled. “Feel better?”

		“Oh, God yes! That was fucking fantastic. Oh, wow... what a night!”

		“Good. I’m ready to get out now. Pull the drain plug and get me a fresh towel.” She stood in the tub as I did these things, soapy water cascading off her naked form, her bush dripping, her nipples stiffening again in the cooler air. She sighed and stretched, clasping her hands together over her head. Some strands of wet hair were stuck on her forehead. I paused with her towel in my hand and just drank in her beauty.

		“You know,” I said, “I don’t think I’ve seen anything more beautiful than you in my whole life. You are a goddess.”

		She smiled and kissed me. “Thanks, honey,” she said, taking the towel and drying herself off. “And you’re about the most gorgeous manservant a goddess could ask for.”

		“You’re too kind.”

		“Perhaps. I’m also dead tired. I need some sleep. Here, take the towel and give me my robe. Now, I’m going up to bed. Before you join me, I want you to clean the tub. And don’t forget to finish your wine.”

		“OK,” I said, giving her another kiss and kneeling down to start scrubbing the tub. As I bent over the tub with a small green sponge, Justine suddenly sat on me, pinning me to the tub. She faced the other way and gave me a few hard spanks. Then she got up and said, “Just for good measure.”

		“Thanks,” I said, smiling back at her. “Good night. I’ll be up in a few minutes.”

		“Good night.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		I was so excited about Saturday that I could barely sleep on Friday night. Although I’d had tons of pictures taken of me by now, none had been done by someone with high-end cameras; and although I’d just been spanked by a woman other than Justine on Thursday night, Rachel had never done it before, whereas Diane had decades of experience. I didn’t know how much she’d end up being involved, and I didn’t know what to expect from her.

		I also didn’t know if Justine planned to have sex with her, but I thought it likely. Justine had told me when we’d first met that she’d had a few romps with women in her college days, but they’d always been one-night stands, and most were with inexperienced women trying it out for the first or second time. She’d mentioned way back then that some part of her wanted at least one more chance to sleep with a woman, and to do it right, with a woman experienced with these matters. I told her that if and when that day came, I’d be all right with it. Now, I had a feeling this would be the day.

		Justine had also insisted that we not have sex after Thursday night, to make sure we were both properly horny for Saturday’s activities. I’d woken up with a raging boner on Friday morning, and it had not been relieved, as I’d spent most of my day at work on Friday daydreaming about the coming event. I spent three hours at the gym on Saturday afternoon, and all of the exercise seemed to send more blood to my groin. I was horny and nervous and eager and curious all at once, and when the doorbell rang on Saturday evening, my heart pounded rapidly as I opened the door for Diane, Justine standing beside me.

		She stood on our doorstep in all black, looking like someone from a Gothic fashion magazine. Her black blouse had a V-shaped opening that extended below her cleavage, and the opening itself was held together with laces that criss-crossed her large, pale breasts, straining to hold them in. Her leather skirt was extremely short, barely covering the tops of legs that sported black fishnet stockings. Her knee-high leather boots were covered with buckles, and the heels were at least six inches high. The sleeves of her blouse ended just below the elbows, allowing her to show off the wide leather wrist cuffs that glittered with metal rings and snaps. A narrow black collar with a D-ring in the center encircled her lovely throat, and her smile glistened with a bright red lipstick that contrasted startlingly with the darkness of her clothes and hair.

		“Good evening,” she said sweetly. “May I come in?”

		Justine’s reply came out in a choked whisper, “Please.” She extended a hand, and I moved aside as Diane took it and stepped across the threshold.

		“Thank you,” Diane said, then quickly kissed Justine on the cheek. Justine actually began to blush, but Diane quickly changed the subject. “I just love your outfit,” she said. Justine wore a short black skirt and a pink loose-fitting blouse. The top few buttons were undone, which allowed us to see part of the black bra she wore. Her shoes were the red Mary Jane’s I had recently bought her.

		“Thanks,” Justine answered. “You look pretty delicious yourself.” I think she had said it before realizing she was going to, because she looked away quickly as Diane smiled.

		Diane seemed to sense Justine’s difficulty expressing a desire she obviously had. With all of her experience, this had probably happened to Diane more than once before. She did not pursue it, but looked around the kitchen instead. “You two have a lovely house. Will you give me the tour?”

		“Of course,” I said. “Care for a drink first?”

		“No, let’s look around first.”

		I led the way through our various rooms, showing her where the bathrooms were, pointing out our offices, giving her the names of paint colors when she asked. It felt strange to be doing something so ordinary when I knew the main purpose of her visit was to photograph, film, and join in on some wild bondage and sex. Still, I kept my cool. We ended the tour at the bedroom, and Diane smiled when she saw the rings set into the floor and ceiling, the cuffs at the corners of the bed, and some of the toys we’d left lying around. “We’re going to have a great time,” she said.

		She then turned to Justine, who was standing behind her, and ran a hand through her hair with a slow, caressing motion. Justine clearly blushed and looked at Diane but remained motionless. I was used to seeing my wife in the dominant, powerful, self-assured role, and I found it amusing to watch her act meek and shy, like a girl being seduced for the first time. She finally managed a little smile and said, “Well, how about a drink?”

		“That would be lovely,” Diane answered in a deep, husky voice. She had a way of speaking that made me feel as if a warm hand was sliding down my chest and heading for my groin. Justine turned and led the way downstairs.

		When we were all in the kitchen, I told Diane what we had for drinks, and she seemed pleased by our extensive choice of wines, selecting a bottle of Vouvray. I opened it, poured her a glass, and then poured Justine a glass. Just to help get into the mood, I turned to Justine before pouring a glass for myself and asked, “May I have some as well?”

		“Of course,” she answered, and I could hear that much of her assurance had returned. Both women stood together, smiling as they watched me pour. I felt their hungry stares and knew that they had wonderfully wicked things in store for me, and it made me hard.

		After I took a sip, Diane said to me, “Before you have any more, I want you to go out to my car. I have some lights and some bags of equipment in the back seat. Bring them all into the living room.”

		“As you wish,” I said, bowing my head slightly as I stepped out. I grabbed some spotlights and tripods that lay on the back seat and could only get one of the bags.

		When I went back inside, the two of them stood in the kitchen pretty much where they had been, but Diane had her arm around Justine’s waist. Justine held her wine glass with both hands. I went back out and grabbed the remaining bags, and this time the two of them had progressed to the living room, where I was surprised to see them sitting across the room from each other. Justine was in her usual spot on the couch, and Diane sat in the large stuffed corner chair. I wondered if something was wrong, but both of them were smiling.

		I put the bags on the floor, and Diane got up and started unpacking them, taking out a few cameras, a video camera, and some more lights. There was one bag that she did not open, and this she handed to me with the instruction, “Give this to Justine.” I did so, and Justine looked inside and smiled. I guessed I’d find out soon enough what the bag contained.

		As Diane began to set up some tripods and lights, Justine said, “I just want to mention some ground rules to start. You may give him orders, and you may spank him. You can touch him, too, but only I get to blow him or have intercourse with him. If he ever says ‘Blue,’ everything stops. Also, everything stops if and when I say that it stops.”

		“Perfectly reasonable,” Diane said, turning on a small digital camera. “As I said, you two are in complete control.” She looked at me then and smiled. “Well, I guess it’s more accurate to say that Justine’s in complete control. As for you, you must obey.”

		“That’s right,” said Justine, picking up her wonderful stern tone. She glared at me and said, “You will obey both of us tonight. Understand? Your ass is hers as much as it is mine. Tonight you have two mistresses, and we’re both going to have our way with you and punish you. You will do nothing but serve and obey and beg. Got that?”

		I nodded vigorously, my boner pushing against my pants.

		Diane stepped close to me then and held my chin with her thumb and forefinger. She was smiling, but her eyes were steely. “Well, slave,” she said sharply. “If you’re so obedient, why are you still on your feet?”

		I immediately fell to my knees, looking up at her. She patted the top of my head. “That’s better,” she said in a softer voice. “Now smile for the camera.” She took a few quick pictures. Then she walked to one side of me, lifted a leg, and placed one of her high heels on my shoulder, pushing me forward and down. “On all fours now, let’s go.” I remained on my hands and knees as she took some more pictures.

		Justine said, “Diane, why don’t you have a seat?”

		Diane sat down on my back, picking up her glass of wine. “Why, thank you, Justine,” she said, taking a sip. “Your husband makes an excellent seat.”

		“Well,” said Justine, “what would you like to see and photograph first?”

		“Hmm...” Diane responded causally, taking time to think as I remained obediently still. “I think I’d like to start by photographing a nice, classic spanking. I’ll let him up so you can have him.”

		She got to her feet, and Justine said loudly, “All right, get over here and drop those pants.”

		I rose and walked over to the couch, unbuckling my belt as I stood before Justine, who waited with her hands folded in her lap, looking up at me with an evil grin.

		Diane was taking more digital pictures—I heard the beeps—and she said, “Oh, that’s a great look, Justine. Yeah, just like that!”

		My pants fell to my ankles, and Diane said, “Justine, how about reaching up and slowly pulling down his underwear? Yeah, like that! I’ll get some shots of various stages. Wait, I’m going to switch cameras.” Justine paused with my ass half-covered and the fabric of my underwear stretched over my straining erection. Then I heard clicking sounds as Diane snapped some more photos. “OK,” she said, “keep going.”

		With the next motion, my cock sprang out and wavered before Justine’s smiling face, and she leaned forward, not quite touching it with her cheek as she lowered my underwear to my knees. She sat back then and said, “Don’t just stand there. Get over my lap!”

		I quickly threw myself over her legs where she sat and immediately, she began swatting me rapidly with her bare hand. The blows were light, only stinging slightly, and I heard Diane taking a lot of pictures. “Justine,” she said, “let me get a couple with your hand on his ass.” After taking these pictures, Diane moved to the end of the couch where my head was. She faced me from about two feet away, snapping some close-ups and saying, “Now give me a smile. Show me how much you love a good spanking. Show me how you love nothing better than your wife giving you the sound punishment you deserve.”

		I smiled and winced at the same time as Justine’s smacks became harder, my mouth parted in ecstasy as Justine shouted, “That’s right! You deserve it and you love it! Your ass is mine and you love it! You want me to punish you again and again!” Smack smack spank whap smack....

		I started wriggling around a bit as Diane got up and said, “I’m going to start the video camera. I want to get some good footage of this.” She got a camera onto a tripod and pointed it at the couch. As she filmed the action, she said, “Justine, is your husband suitably obedient?”

		“Oh, yes,” she replied, giving me another hard smack on the buns. “But I have to punish him anyway. It reminds him that I’m in command.” She smacked me a few more times, much harder, and I let out a little grunt. “It’s good for him to be over my lap and to have his naked ass completely at my mercy. It’s good for him to know that I can do this any time I want. Our marriage goes much more smoothly when he is regularly reminded of his proper place. Even when he’s perfectly obedient, I still need to hurt him once in a while, just as a reminder. It’s for his own good.” And she commenced smacking me again.

		“I think they call that ‘maintenance spanking,’” Diane said from behind the video camera. “So tell me, do you usually administer punishment with your bare hand?”

		“Not always. I use a variety of things. I’ve used a paddle, a hairbrush, and a riding crop at different times. Why don’t I show you? He can get them from our bedroom.” She rolled me off her lap and said, “Now be a good little husband and go get all the toys so I can punish you some more. You may pull your pants back up to go there and back, but of course you’ll drop them again as soon as you’re back, understood?”

		“Yes,” I said, smiling with eagerness as I dashed up the stairs and collected the crop, the hairbrush, and the paddle. When I came back down, I placed them on the coffee table, quickly unbuckled my belt again, let my pants fall, and hopped back onto Justine’s lap.

		“See?” Justine said. “Look how well he obeys.”

		“Very nice,” Diane replied, picking up the digital camera again.

		“Except for one thing,” Justine continued, becoming stern again. I got a wonderful excited feeling in my gut as she bent forward across my back to pick up one of the toys. “He still has his underwear on. He lowered his pants, but his ass is still covered. To me, that looks like he’s trying to avoid his full punishment. What do you think, Diane?”

		“Oh, I agree. And I think that you should correct that right away. If he’s trying to get out of whatever you were going to give him, I’d say you should double it.”

		“A fine idea,” Justine said as she forcefully yanked down my underwear. “I was going to give you twenty five swats with the paddle, but now it will be fifty. Ready?”

		“Y-yes.” I whimpered slightly.

		“WHAT?” she responded, bringing the wood down on my right cheek with an enormous SPLAT! “I didn’t HEAR you!” SMACK!

		“Ow! Yes! Yes, I’m ready for my fifty swats!”

		“Well, good,” she said quietly. “And those two don’t count.” She then began giving me slow, steady, purposeful smacks, always alternating buttocks, always pausing for about a second or two between each. Diane captured the paddling with both of her cameras, and of course the video was still rolling. I wondered how all of the images would look.

		When Justine had given me my fifty, Diane commented, “Well, it looks like he can take a lot. How much punishment do you usually give?”

		“I give him a lot of swats, and we start out slow. He really can take a lot of pain, and we usually get his ass nice and red. He gets welts, too, from the crop, but I think he likes them. The only thing is that we don’t like to do it so hard that he bleeds or anything.”

		“Good to know,” Diane said. “What’s next?”

		“Well, why don’t you have a crack at it?”

		“May I really?” she said excitedly. “I’d love to.”

		Justine rolled me off her lap and onto the floor. “Go beg Diane for some more punishment,” she said with a smile.

		I completely loved my submission, delighted that these women were having so much fun with me. I crawled across the floor, my pants still down to my knees, over to where Diane stood. I looked up at her. Her arms were folded, and she looked down at me inquiringly.

		“May I please have some more spanking?” I asked.

		She smiled but said, “You’ll have to ask more nicely than that...”

		I bent my head down and covered her shoes with kisses, from tips to high heels. After about half a minute, I looked up again and said, “Please, please, Mistress... I need more punishment and beg you to give it to me.”

		Her expression softened, and she looked at me adoringly. “Well, since you’re so sincere, I suppose that I can help you.” She reached down and stroked my cheek with the backs of her fingers. “Now,” she said soothingly, “I want you to go over to that chair and kneel on it, facing the back. Keep those pants down and stick that deserving ass of yours way out for me. I’m going to give you what you need, but you must help me by complying.”

		I hastened over to the blue chair, wriggling my way onto it in the position that Diane demanded, which was tricky with my pants around my knees and bunched up around my ankles. I heard Diane say, “Justine, will you look in that bag and hand me the black paddle? Thank you.” She approached the chair then. I was facing away from the two of them, but Diane walked to the side of the chair and showed me the long, rectangular paddle of stiffened black leather. “This is what I’m going to use on your naughty behind,” she said. “It’s going to sting, but that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

		“Yes,” I said in a shaky whisper. “Make it hurt. Please.” My heart raced, and I felt both excitement at this fantasy we were playing out, but also a true need to submit to some feminine punishment. I found that I really did want it to hurt. I wanted Justine and Diane to dispense some pain and to have their way with me. I wanted my body to be utterly at their disposal. I was such a long way from my first timid, curious approaches to Justine, and I was glad I had taken this path and found such immensely gratifying lusts to pursue.

		“Very well,” Diane continued in that same warm voice. There was something damnably sexy about the way in which she spoke so gently while preparing to act so harshly. My erection was in full force as I awaited the first blow.

		Whap! came the sound as it landed without warning, and I knew I was in for it. This particular type of paddle was new to me, and it felt like a step above the hairbrush. Smack! landed the next one, then whap! Crack! CRACK!, came another three in quick succession. “Aaahhhh...,” I moaned in sweet pain.

		“Is that helping?” Diane asked.

		“Y-yes, Mistress...”

		“Good. Now come on. Ass out. A little more, please.”

		I obeyed her and offered up my bare flesh even more stridently, and another series of rapid smacks graced my buttocks. The sting was intense, and I felt my flesh heating up. Diane would pause and rub the paddle lightly over my ass for a few seconds, then give another sharp crack with the lovely instrument of my agonized delight. My sighs and moans became yelps, but every time I cried out, it was through a smile and with eyes half-closed in erotic bliss.

		Finally, she bent down close to my ear, rubbing my ass lightly with one hand as she whispered, “Now, I’m going to give you just two more, and these final two will hurt a lot. Do you understand and accept this?”

		I thought about it for a moment. I knew that something of a new level must be coming up, or she wouldn’t be taking the trouble to warn me like this and give me the chance to back out. Fuck it, I decided. “Yes,” I told her. “Please go ahead. Hurt me.”

		She stroked my hair then. “That’s a good boy.”

		She stepped back behind me, and the room was very quiet for a few seconds. I heard her draw back, and heard the loud whoosh through the air before the next smack hit me with full force and the loudest sound yet. “OWWWWW!!!!” I cried out, unable to help it. “Fuck!”

		Justine chimed in then. “Don’t be rude! She’s doing this to help you. You did beg her for it, you know. And she told you the last two were going to hurt.”

		“I-I know... I’m sorry, I—”

		“Quiet!” she snapped. “Be still and let Diane give you the last one.”

		“Very well,” Diane said calmly. “As long as you’re both sure it’s okay.”

		I turned my head to look over my shoulder, and I nodded, still wincing. I saw Justine on the couch, one hand between her legs, her short skirt hiked up. She rubbed herself excitedly with a stern look in my direction. “Yes, do it, Diane. Punish my husband’s ass. Give him the last stroke, and make it hurt.”

		I turned back around, closed my eyes, and readied myself. Again, I heard the sound of Diane’s arm drawing back, the instant of rushing air, and then felt the most painful smack I’d ever received. “AHHH-AH!!” I shouted. A tear actually rolled down my cheek, but at the same time, my stiff dick pulsed. The pain and the pleasure washed over me and filled my body with electric fire.

		“Justine, would you help me take some pictures?”

		“Of course.”

		I remained where I was as the two of them took several more photos of me, walking around behind me to get different angles. After some moments, Justine came up to me and massaged my ass, then kissed the back of my neck. “You poor dear,” she said. “I’d feel bad for you if I didn’t know how much you wanted and deserved your punishment.”

		“What do you have in store for him next?” Diane asked.

		“Hmm... Well, I think we should give his ass a little break. Let’s do something else to torment and humiliate him.”

		“Certainly,” said Diane. “How about tying him up? Let’s get some good bondage pictures.”

		“Great idea! Anyway, I think it’s about time we took his clothes away. Come on now,” she said to me. “On your feet. Strip for us. We want you completely naked.”

		I joyfully complied, quickly removing all of my clothes and standing naked before them. Diane said, “Let’s start with the ropes in my bag.” She and Justine began rummaging in the bag she’d brought, pulling out bundles of white rope and tossing them onto the floor.

		Justine said, “We also have some restraints in the bedroom, and—Oh! The collar! I can’t believe we started without the collar!”

		“It’s okay,” Diane said. “We can collar him right now before anything else. Is that how you two usually start?”

		“Yes. We have a deal where one of us gives the other person the key to the collar’s lock, and this is like our formal handing over of ourselves and surrendering to the other person.”

		“I didn’t realize you did submissive stuff too,” Diane said. “All of the pictures you put up were with you in control.”

		“Oh,” Justine replied, and I could hear the slight weakness in her voice again. “Well, yes, I suppose we did forget to mention that when we met. Most of the time I’m dominant, but we did try reversing things before... We both liked it, just not as much. He really enjoys being my slave much more, and I love being in command of him.”

		“Hmm. Well, it’s interesting, anyway. It opens up some possibilities, if you want...”

		The room was quiet again. “Well... we’ll see.” Justine said meekly. “For now, let’s keep dominating my husband.” She turned to me then. “Go upstairs and get the collar. Let’s show Diane how we do this.” I ran to grab the collar, lock, and key from the bedroom, and rushed back downstairs. Justine sat on the couch once more, while Diane set up the tripod and video camera nearby.

		“This sounds interesting,” Diane said. “I’d like to film it. I’m already taping, so just do whatever you do when you’re ready.”

		Justine regarded me with pursed lips and arched brows, arms folded and legs crossed. “Well, my love? How do you approach your Mistress?”

		I dropped to all fours, held the collar in my teeth, and crawled slowly toward the couch, Diane panning with the camera to follow my movement. When I reached Justine, I placed my head in her lap, and she took the collar gently with her left hand. “Thank you.”

		I then brought forth the little key, which I’d been holding in one fist as I crawled. Justine put out her right hand, palm up. I placed the key in her palm lovingly, and with true, sincere submission in my heart, I said, “I am now yours.”

		“Very good,” she said, as Diane left the video camera rolling and picked up her digital cam. “Lift your chin, my pet,” Justine instructed, and I tilted my head back and thrust my bare throat forward. She slowly wrapped the buckled leather of the collar around my neck, adjusting straps, its heaviness comforting me and making my dick pulse with the knowledge that I was hers, hers to command and enjoy, hers to do with as she would. I smiled with delight as she snapped the lock into its central ring and clicked it shut. Diane was clicking away. “Gorgeous,” she said. “I love it.” Justine held my chin and turned my head to face Diane. “Smile for the camera, my darling slave. Show her just how much you love being my submissive plaything.”

		“So now he’ll do anything you want? Anything at all?”

		“Of course. And since there are two of us in command tonight, he’ll do anything you want, too.”

		“Ooo, that’s wonderful. I love having a slave.”

		“Why not make him do something right now?” Justine offered. “Just as a show of loyalty?”

		“Hmmm... OK. Tilt your head back and open your mouth wide for your Mistress. Justine, will you spit into his mouth?”

		She giggled. “You’re wicked,” she said, as I obeyed and opened wide. She leaned over me and let a long, slow stream of spit roll off her tongue and into my mouth. She put her fingers on my chin then, gently shutting my mouth, and said, “Swallow.” I gulped down her saliva and licked my lips.

		“What a wonderfully eager slave,” Diane said, snapping another picture and then putting her camera down.

		“Yes, he does love to please. Now, weren’t we going to tie him up?”

		“Of course,” Diane said. “Let’s start with a simple hog tie. Down on the ground!” she said to me.

		“You heard her,” Justine said, lifting one leg to place a heel on my chest. As she gently pushed me down to the floor, I caught a glimpse between her legs and noticed that she’d removed her panties at some point. There was a glint of wetness, too. I became all the more hard and eager to know how hot my lover was becoming.

		I lay on my back, and Diane stood over my head, one high heel close to each of my shoulders. She looked down on me with sinister delight, hands on her hips and a bundle of looped rope on one fist. I stared into the darkness beneath her skirt and saw that, above the well-sculpted thighs, she wore black panties. “Justine, have you ever used rope instead of cuffs?” she called back, still staring down.

		“No, but I’d love to learn.” Justine came over and put a foot on either side of my chest, standing over me, close to Diane. My erection throbbed to see the two women standing over my naked form and planning how to tie me up.

		“Roll over!” Diane commanded. “Hands behind your back!” I did this, and my wrists were seized in a strong grip. Diane instructed Justine, “Now start with a loop like this... then around each wrist this way... criss-cross and leave another loop to tie to something else....” Ropes were wrapped about my arms and threaded through in various ways as the lesson progressed. Diane then instructed Justine to grab my ankles and pull them up to my wrists behind me. My knees were bent, and I felt my ankles being tied to my wrists. Finally, the two of them stepped away, Diane commenting, “Now, let’s admire our handiwork.”

		“He looks very secure,” Justine noted.

		“Indeed. Why don’t you get one of the gags out of my bag while I set up the cameras?”

		I tried to see everything that was going on, but I was flat on the floor, my erection pressed down somewhat painfully, and I had limited range of motion. Justine eventually crouched before me, holding a red ball gag. I didn’t know if it was ours, or one that Diane had brought. “Come on, open up,” she said enticingly, as if offering me a piece of chocolate. I obeyed her, and the plastic ball was stuffed between my lips, the straps pulled around my head and secured with a quick knot.

		“Justine, why don’t you stay crouched just like that? Yes, now look at the camera. Show off your trophy husband. Good. Now hold his head and turn it to face me. That’s great. Now, how about standing up. Give me a good saucy pose, and put one foot on his head. You can do it lightly; you don’t really have to press down or anything. Just show us how you subdue him with those wonderful shoes. Good. Oh, that’s good. Now roll him onto his side, so his front faces the camera.”

		Justine bent down to do this. “Okay, over you go.” As she flipped me onto my side, I felt how tightly I was tied, how completely I was at her mercy.

		My newly-freed dick sprang up and pointed at the camera. “That’s it,” Diane said, snapping away. “Show us how hard it makes you. You just love it, don’t you? You love being subdued and helpless and totally at your wife’s mercy.”

		“Ghnn-Hgn!” I agreed as best I could.

		Justine began placing her feet on various parts of my body, always one foot at a time, getting a picture taken in each pose. Diane set up the camera on a timer then and came over to join in, both women stepping on my naked body, lightly dominating me with their shoes, the camera clicking photos every few seconds. At one point, I heard an odd noise, and Diane said, “Well, that’s it for the first roll of film in that one. Need to take a break.”

		“OK,” Justine said. “I’m going to untie his ankles. I think we’ve had enough of this pose.” She did so and pulled the gag out of my mouth, wiping away some of the excess saliva. My hands were still tied behind my back, and she pulled me up into a kneeling position. “How are you, my love?” she said with a smile, stroking my hair.

		“Great, my sweet lovely Mistress. Wonderful.”

		She winked at me, then picked up her wine glass from an end table. “Here, you must be thirsty.” She held the glass to my lips and tipped it gently, letting me sip slowly and not taking it away until I was done. I was surprised that the wine was still somewhat cool, and it was crisp and refreshing to drink.

		“Okay,” Diane said, snapping some things into place on the tripod. “We’ve got a whole new roll in there, and I put in a new memory card for the digital camera. The tape in the recorder has plenty of time left. So, what should we do next, Justine? Care to tie him up some different way?”

		“Actually, I want him to eat me. I’m so fucking hot from having him tied up under my feet, and I want to come.” She looked up at Diane. “How about you make him eat me? Command him to make me come, and feel free to spank him some more.”

		“Mmm, sounds good to me,” Diane replied. “I’ve got a good idea for the pictures, too.”

		Justine then knelt in front of the couch and bent herself over it, lifting her skirt. I felt a finger slide into the collar, and then Diane was dragging me across the floor. I walked on my knees, trying to keep up with her. We got to the couch and Diane said, “Now kiss your wife’s ass! Do it!” I began kissing Justine’s lovely round cheeks, trying to cover every inch, doing it rapidly and eagerly. The smell of her aroused sex was strong. “Now her pussy,” Diane commanded, and I stuck my face further forward, kissing the trembling, swollen lips. Justine moaned in short, staccato bursts, occasionally twitching all over. “Now EAT!” Diane commanded. I lapped and nibbled, sticking my tongue in and out, savoring the wonderful taste of Justine’s ecstasy. She moaned much louder now, and her cries grew longer. She started pounding the couch with her fists as she shoved her pussy back against me.

		Then I felt a hand on the back of my head. Diane pushed me forward, shoving my face further into Justine. “Get in there!” she demanded. “Bury your face in your wife’s ass! That’s where it belongs! Deeper! Eat!” She pressed me hard into Justine’s dripping twat, and Justine shrieked with delight. When Diane let go, I pulled back for a quick breath before diving in again.

		Crack! came the startling feel of the paddle on my ass. “Did I say you could come up for air?” Diane asked indignantly. “Get back in there! Do it!” She punctuated her orders with strong smacks of the paddle.

		“Mmmmnghhgh! Mmmmhmnh!” I cried as the stinging blows fell.

		“Oooohhhhhhhhh...... Ooooooo....,” moaned my lover as she thrashed on the couch, grinding her labia against my face.

		“You’d better make her come!” Diane shouted, and whack! came the swat. “I’m going to spank your helpless, reddened ass until she comes!” Whap!

		As it happened, Justine came almost immediately after Diane said that. She threw back her head and screamed with pleasure, her cunt throbbing on my mouth. Diane gave me a few more swats just for good measure, then pulled my head aside so she could take some pictures of Justine’s drenched pussy. I was surprised to see Justine keep her ass thrust out toward the camera, turning her head to smile at Diane as she showed off her naked sex. I didn’t think she had any exhibitionist tendencies, but I suppose we were both entering new territory this night.

		Justine finally rolled over and sat on the couch, getting her breath back. “Ahhh, that was a good start,” she said. “I’m ready for some more wine. What about you two?”

		“I’d love some,” Diane said.

		“If you permit me,” I said in humble arousal.

		“Oh, of course I permit you, my lovely little slave! I’ll even untie your hands so you can go get it for us. Diane, will you help me?”

		I turned around and the two women worked at my bonds, freeing me and helping me to my feet. I gave a stretch, my limbs being a little stiff, and as I leaned back in front of them, showing off my erection, Justine grabbed my balls. She didn’t exactly squeeze, but she had them in a firm grip. “I didn’t say you could dawdle,” she told me, using her harsher tone. “Just remember that these balls are mine, and if you take too long, I will punish them. Now move it!” She let go, and I turned to grab her glass before dashing into the kitchen. Diane’s glass was still on the kitchen table, with a little left in it. As I refilled the two glasses with the remainder of the Vouvray, I once again wondered if anyone could see into the kitchen. I was, after all, wearing nothing but a leather collar. Hopefully the neighbors were not out walking their dogs at that particular moment.

		I brought the two glasses in and found Diane half-reclining on one end of the couch, her legs resting in Justine’s lap. Justine rubbed them and said, “These are great stockings... where can I get some like these?” Her fingers wandered caressingly toward the hem of Diane’s short skirt.

		“I’ll give you some catalogs,” Diane said, looking at my wife intensely. “You’d look good in stockings like this. You might also like to get some of these panties.” She slowly raised her skirt, shifting her legs to spread them slightly, showing Justine the skimpy underwear made of some black fabric that was somewhat see-through. I stood frozen with a glass of wine in each hand in the living room doorway, watching in lustful fascination as my wife inched her hand up to Diane’s crotch. She brushed her fingertips lightly and slowly against the fabric over Diane’s pussy.

		“These are rather sexy...,” she said.

		Just when it was getting really hot between them, Diane looked in my direction. “Your slave of a husband has brought us our drinks,” she said.

		I felt bad for spoiling the fun, but when Justine looked at me, she did not seem especially disappointed. “Over here, my pet,” she said, rubbing Diane’s lower legs once more. “Come on, stand close.” I stood right next to the couch, holding their drinks, my naked cock swaying stiffly before the lovely ladies.

		“Can your slave keep very still?” asked Diane. “Can we play with him without him spilling our drinks?”

		“Oh, he’s very good that way. Watch.” She reached up and grabbed my dick, pulling it toward her and gripping it hard. I struggled to keep my footing as my hips were pulled forward over the edge of the couch. “Now you try something,” Justine said, offering my flesh to our new friend.

		“Don’t mind if I do,” said Diane casually as she reached up with her right hand and pinched my left nipple hard. She pulled it toward her, trying to get me to come down, but I strained to keep standing, feeling the delicious stretching pain. She pinched harder then, and I gritted my teeth. “Oh,” she said in a mock-pouting tone, “does that hurt?”

		“Here, let me get the other one,” Justine said, pinching and pulling at my right nipple while still tugging on my cock.

		“Ahhhh…” I whispered, enjoying the sweetness of having these women torment me. I loved the feeling of yielding my flesh and being completely theirs.

		Finally, though, they both let go and took their drinks. “Okay,” Justine said. “You did well. Now go get your drink and come back right away. We have much more planned for you, my love.” They winked at each other and clinked glasses as I hurried back to the kitchen.

		I’d poured all that was left of the open bottle for those two, so I had to open a new one to pour a glass for myself. I chose a nice burgundy. I had some trouble with the cork, which broke while I was pulling it out, so it was a couple of minutes before I got back to the living room with a glass in my hand.

		This time I was even more pleasantly surprised. Justine was now completely naked, sitting in Diane’s lap. I saw that Diane’s skirt was gone, too, though her panties were still on. Without the skirt, her stockinged legs and high heels looked even sexier. Her right hand was on Justine’s sternum, fingers poised to slide up and grab a breast.

		“Well,” said Justine in a harsh tone, turning toward me, “You certainly took your sweet time. I do not like my humble servant being out of my sight for so long. Did you not hear me when I told you to come back right away?”

		“Um...” I began.

		“Answer your Mistress!” Diane snapped, stretching her arm out straight and pointing at me.

		“I did hear you, Mistress, and I tried to obey, but I had to open another bottle...”

		“Tried to obey?” Justine said, getting to her feet and posing with her hands on her hips. Her lovely nakedness made her fierce tone all the more delightful for me. “When I give you a command, I want you to do more than try! I want you to do as I say! Now drink that wine! All of it! Gulp it down!” I emptied the glass and placed it on an end table. “Now get on the floor! Do it! Crawl over here and beg for forgiveness!”

		I got on all fours and slowly made my way toward where she stood. Diane rose from the couch as well and stood next to Justine. I prostrated myself before my wife, then kissed the tips of her shoes. “Please, Mistress,” I said in a shaky whisper. “I’m sorry. I should have obeyed.”

		“Now beg forgiveness from Diane as well. You kept us both waiting. Do it!”

		I wriggled over and began kissing the tips of Diane’s shoes. “More,” Diane said firmly. “Kiss the shoes all over. That’s it. Now lick the heel. Do it, you disobedient little slave.” I tongued the high heels, and Diane said, “Slower. Show my heels the respect that they deserve.” I kissed and licked every part of her heels, letting my tongue trail very slowly over the lovely black surface. “Good,” she said finally. “Now lie on your back.”

		“Do as she says,” said Justine, planting a heel on my sternum and kicking me lightly back. I was getting to love this move.

		Smiling, lying naked on the floor as the two lovely women looked down on me, I saw that Diane held some thin white cord. “Now,” she said to Justine, “I’m going to show you how to tie up his balls.”

		I raised my head at that. Justine arched an eyebrow and smiled as she looked at me. “Tie up his balls, eh? Sounds intriguing.”

		“Why don’t you have a seat on his chest, so you can watch me do it up close?”

		I saw Diane crouch down between my legs, holding the cord, before Justine blocked my view by standing over my torso and then sitting on it, facing away from me. I felt someone holding my balls and heard the two of them muttering to each other. Justine turned around then and commanded me over her shoulder, “Spread your legs. I want them nice and wide. Your balls belong to us, and we are going to tie them up and have some fun with them, so give us some room to work.”

		She turned back to face Diane, and I did as she instructed, spreading my legs as wide as possible, completely yielding my genitals to the whims of these women. Justine reached forward, and I felt her pulling my dick back to my stomach and holding it there, so as to give Diane easier access to my balls. Then the cord was wrapped around the top of my sack a few times. I felt a fumbling and heard Diane instructing Justine about the knot. “Like this,” she said. “Then you can pull it tighter a little bit at a time.” I felt the loop of cord being cinched and my balls squeezed slightly into the stretching skin.

		“Careful with those,” Justine said. “They’re precious. I need my husband’s genitals kept in good working order.”

		“Oh, don’t worry, this won’t cause any damage. It just makes them extra sensitive.” She then said more loudly, so I could hear, “Isn’t that right?” and began tickling my bulging sack with the lightest touch of her fingertips.

		“Ooohhh... yes, yes, it’s... oooo! Ah! They’re—ah!” I squirmed at the tickling as much as I could with Justine sitting on my chest. I couldn’t help letting out little gasps and giggles, either.

		“Justine, your slave is rather noisy,” Diane commented. “If we’re going to torment his balls, perhaps you should muffle that mouth of his. Just scoot back a little and sit on his face.”

		Justine let out an excited giggle as she rose slightly, wriggled backward on her knees until her ass was right over my face, and then lowered herself, her weight pressing her wet pussy against my mouth.

		“Mmmppphfff!”

		“There, that’s better,” I heard Diane say, my ears barely sticking out from under Justine’s buttocks. “Now where’s that feather I got out of the bag? Ah, here it is. Now take this and give him a good tickling.”

		“Great idea!”

		I began to feel light touches, feather strokes on my balls and the base of my cock, which Justine still held against my stomach. Diane was now holding my legs apart, and one of them held taut the cord that bound my balls. Every time I squirmed too much at the tickling, my ball sack would pull against the cord, giving me a little jolt of pain. I had to try to keep still to avoid this, but the tickling was maddening. My heart raced with the over-stimulation, especially as Justine began to use the feather to tickle the insides of my thighs and the area around my genitals, and one or both of them also used lightly dancing fingertips to tickle me in those areas as well as on my sides, just under my ribs. I strove to keep still as the women giggled and tickled, and my cock strained against Justine’s grip, amazingly hard at this new sensation of helpless stimulation. I gasped and yelped, but the sounds were muffled by Justine’s crotch pressing against my face. I wanted to scream and cry and come with agony and pleasure all at once. I think I would have shot a load in another few seconds, but Justine suddenly lifted her ass off my face, and the two women stopped.

		“There, get some fresh air,” Justine said, bending forward and looking at me between her legs. “How do you like me on your face?”

		“I... love it...” I said, gasping.

		“I thought so. I just knew you’d love me using your face as a sex toy. And I love it when you try to yell when my pussy’s on your mouth. The vibrations drive me crazy.”

		“He seemed to be protesting against our tickling,” Diane said with a smirk. “If he doesn’t like the light touch, let’s give him the hard version. Ever spank his balls?”

		“Oooo, no, we’ve never tried that,” Justine replied, then looked at me again. “But we’re going to now. How about it, slave? Ready for your ball spanking?”

		“Uh... yes, I guess... if you desire it, Mistress....”

		“Oh, don’t pretend you don’t desire it too, you little pain slut! Now give me your face again.” Without waiting, she sat on my face once more. I did my best to move my mouth around and eat her as much as I could, but my motion was limited by her weight pressing on me. I confess that I completely loved the sensation.

		“Now,” Diane said, “you don’t want to use too much force. Just some light taps with the fingers. Never use your palm.” I felt my balls being whacked, and it did hurt, but not in an extreme way. It was a new kind of pain, and being given it in this way was also a pleasure. “Here, you try,” I heard, and then Justine whacked my balls lightly and rapidly.

		“MMMHH! HHG! GGRRGH!!!” I yelped as they punished my helplessly exposed sack, its skin extra sensitive from stretching and bulging over the loops of cord that bound by balls.

		Every yelp I gave into Justine’s pussy seemed to drive her harder. “OH!” she would shriek. “Oh yes! Oh! That’s it! Cry in pain, slave!” She only spanked my balls harder and ground her pussy more forcefully against my hot, soaking face. In moments, she came powerfully, screaming in short, sharp bursts of delight. Making her come was too much for me, and even though I wanted to save my orgasm for later, I could not hold back. Sperm shot out of me in long, hot jets, and I cried out to the extent that was possible with my face covered. Justine got up off my face then, rolling her ass onto the floor next to me and lying back, panting, holding herself up on her elbows. As I slowly came back to myself from the intense high of orgasm, I saw that Diane was clicking pictures of us once more.

		“I’m... sorry...” I said between gasps. “I didn’t mean to come so soon. I knew that it would be forbidden.”

		Justine reached for my cheek and stroked it. “Don’t worry about it,” she said with a smile. “That was great. It’s all good. Don’t worry; we’ll make you come again.”

		Diane put down her camera and got on the floor, crawling over me and resting her head on Justine’s belly. All of my come had splattered on Justine, and Diane now stuck a fingertip in some of it and slid it around. She gathered a little and reached up to rub it on one of Justine’s nipples. Her eyebrows were raised as if to question whether this was okay. Justine seemed to understand and nodded, whispering, “Yes. Please touch me. I want you to touch me.”

		Diane slid her fingertip, coated in my sperm, over Justine’s nipple, and then slithered up her body a little to suck it clean. “Ohhhh...” Justine whimpered forcefully at having her tit sucked by this woman for whom she clearly longed.

		“Mmm,” Diane hummed, then licked her lips. “Delicious.” She then lapped at the remaining jizz on Justine’s belly, working her way lower and beginning to get her face between Justine’s legs.

		“Oh... oh no, it’s too soon...” Justine said, reaching down to touch Diane’s head. Diane came up onto all fours, crawled over Justine, and kissed her firmly on the mouth. Justine’s arms were bent at the elbows and on the floor at her sides; it looked like she was tied to a bed, even though no cuffs or ropes were in place. I smiled at this natural expression of submission to her yearning for Diane.

		“I’m sorry,” she said when they paused in their kissing. “I do want you to, Diane, but I have to wait a little while.”

		“That’s perfectly fine, you sweet darling,” Diane replied. “I’m here for your pleasure. For both of your pleasure,” she added, looking in my direction.

		“But I want you to be pleased,” Justine continued, almost begging. “I want you to be here for your pleasure, too.” She looked very intently at Diane. I knew what she wanted, and the tension was sweet in the air as she could not quite bring herself to say it clearly. “I mean, if there’s anything that you want... you can just tell me. You know, I mean, you can tell me what to do...”

		“I think I know what you mean,” Diane said, getting to her feet. She stood above Justine, hands on hips, looking down, as the two of them had done to me earlier. Justine lay where she was, seeming to thrust her torso up, smiling. Diane turned and stepped away, going back to her bag of goodies at the far end of the couch. She reached into the bag and said calmly, “Justine, I want you to get on all fours and come over here.”

		Justine got up quickly, rolling onto her hands and knees, her smile broadening as she slowly crawled forward, making every movement deliberately sensuous, her naked body displaying its loveliness in a dozen different ways. She headed away from me a little toward the couch, where Diane sat, holding another leather collar. “It’s a good thing we have two of these, isn’t it?”

		“Yes,” said Justine breathlessly, stopping on the floor at Diane’s feet. I could hear the trembling in her voice.

		“Yes?” Diane repeated, as if surprised. Then she bent down slowly and took hold of Justine’s chin with one hand. “‘Yes’ what?”

		“Yes... Mistress,” my wife answered, and I instantly smelled her renewed arousal.

		“Very good,” Diane said, letting go of her chin. “Now, this collar doesn’t have a lock like the other one, so there’s no key, and we can’t do the little ritual that you do with your husband. But I do want you to ask for it.”

		“Please, Mistress. I want you to collar me. Oh, I want it so bad. Please, please...”

		“Very well,” Diane said, and wrapped the black leather around Justine’s neck, buckling it in place and cinching it rather tightly. Then she bent down and kissed her again. I could see both their jaws moving as they lovingly tongued inside their locked lips, and Justine moaned softly. I was pleased that she was getting to fulfill both her old desire for the touch of an experienced woman, and her new desire for occasional submission. I was also getting hard again watching this. In my wildest fantasies, I could never have imagined that such a scene would ever take place.

		“Now up on your knees,” Diane said, “and start undoing these laces on my top.” Justine began to fiddle with the strings that held Diane’s blouse front in place. Diane looked at me then and said sharply, “You too, slave! Over here and help your wife release my breasts!”

		I certainly didn’t need to be told twice. I was very definitely erect once again as Justine and I loosened Diane’s blouse strings, peeled back her blouse, and allowed her luscious pale tits to spill out. They were big, soft C-cups with large brown nipples that were now totally stiff. “Tongues only,” said Diane, and we both began licking and nibbling those fantastic breasts. After a couple of minutes, Diane pushed my face away and said, “You! Get over there by the tripod!” I walked over to the video camera, and Diane instructed me to point it at the couch, where Justine was still eagerly sucking a nipple. “Look through the viewfinder,” Diane instructed. “You should see the word ‘Pause’.”

		“Yes.”

		“Good. Now hit the green button on top. Now you should see a blinking red dot in the lower left.”

		“I do.”

		“All right. Just stay there for a while. Let me know if anything stops or beeps.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		Diane then grabbed Justine by the hair and pulled her face away from her tits. “And you, my dear, will now remove my panties. No using your hands. In fact, give me some rope.”

		Justine found one of the lengths of rope that they’d recently used to tie me, and handed it meekly to Diane, who said, “Turn around, you little slut. Give me your wrists.” Justine complied, and her hands were soon bound behind her back. I loved the way this made her breasts stand out and thrust forward. Diane slid down on the couch and spread her legs, commanding, “Now, turn around and get these off me.”

		Justine shifted on her knees until she was facing Diane, then put her head in the crotch of her new mistress, using her teeth to grab bits of the waistband and slowly work the black panties away. Diane did help out a bit, closing her legs to let the underwear roll down to her knees, then stepping out a bit as Justine brought the fabric down to the floor. Justine then knelt between the other woman’s knees, panting with desire to see the newly exposed pussy. Diane spread her legs again and reached down with both hands to peel her wet, pink lips apart. I could see fresh, pale pink among the shiny black hairs, damp with arousal, and could hear the slick sounds as she stuck a fingertip in and wiggled it around a little.

		“Ohhh,” moaned Diane as she masturbated. “Just look at this, Justine. Look at my lovely pussy. Desire it. This is what you crave, isn’t it?”

		“Oh yes, Mistress, God yes!”

		“You would just love to worship me with your mouth, wouldn’t you? To get your tongue inside me and pleasure me until I come?”

		“Please. Oh please let me, Mistress. I’m begging you.” She was almost sobbing.

		“Shall I let you? Are you worthy? Will you be mine and do anything that I ask?”

		“I will be yours, oh God, I am yours, Mistress, I will do anything, oh please let me serve you, please let me taste you, please let me make you come...”

		“I permit it,” Diane finally said, and Justine’s face shot forward. From where I stood, I could no longer see Diane’s pussy, but Justine’s head moved around between the woman’s thighs and I heard wet, sloppy sounds amid the sighs and squeals of both women. Diane had her eyes half-closed and was fondling her own tits. I could not believe that I was actually seeing this hot action. My wife was naked with her hands tied behind her back, kneeling in front of some dominant woman wearing nothing but fishnets and a mostly undone blouse, eating her pussy while I stood mere feet away, filming it. I had to grip my dick and start stroking, absolutely loving this evening so far.

		Diane looked at me as I started jacking off, and she said, “You like this? You want this?”

		“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “I fucking love it.”

		“Then get over here. I want to watch you fuck Justine while she eats me.”

		I walked over toward the couch and knelt behind Justine. Diane lifted her head by the hair again and said, “Justine, I know you said that it’s too soon, but your husband is hard and needs satisfaction. You must make your hot naked flesh available to him. I want to see it.”

		“Yes, Mistress,” Justine gasped.

		“Good. Now get your face back down there and keep eating.” She shoved Justine’s head back down, holding it, pressing it against herself, moaning and saying to me, “Do it. Fuck her. Shove your cock inside her...”

		I took aim at Justine’s moist slit, gripping my dick and teasing her lips by rubbing my cock-head around the opening and just inside. Then I pushed forward, sinking into her hot, tight cunt and sighing with delight. “Ohhhhh, yesssssss....”

		“MMnnnnhhh-hhhh!” Justine shouted in muffled ecstasy.

		Diane had let go of her head, but it was still firmly planted against her pussy, her eagerness stronger than any chain or collar. I held onto Justine’s ass as I ground slowly in and out, and I looked at Diane. She panted and squirmed, loving Justine’s tongue, caressing my wife’s hair with one hand, the other hand playing with one nipple. She gasped rapidly as she watched us. “Oh yes,” she whispered. “Yes yes yes...” I reached down and around to grab Justine’s tits, groping them and making her moan more loudly into the other woman’s wet sex. Diane had her eyes closed all the way now, and as she tilted her head back, I could hear the long, low moan become a sharp cry. “Ohhh... ooooohhhhhOOHHHHHHAAAAAHHHHHHH-AH! AH! Oh! Oh! Ah-haaaaa!!!”

		Her orgasm was incredibly loud, and I paused in my thrusting, giving Justine a chance to focus on her handiwork and savor Diane’s pleasure. When Diane’s hyperventilation had calmed down to mere hard breathing, she held Justine’s face in both hands and kissed her lovingly. “You did so well, darling,” she said, petting her. “Now I want to see you suck. I want to see you take your slave’s cock in your mouth.” She glanced up at me, and I obediently pulled out.

		Justine shifted around and crawled to where I knelt on the floor. She engulfed me immediately with her mouth, making a slight gagging sound as she used the back of her throat to massage my knob. “Ohhh,” I sighed, tilting my head back, running my fingers through Justine’s damp hair. “Oh, that’s so good. Oooo you’re so good to me...”

		“You!” Diane said suddenly, pointing at me. “On your back. Spread your legs. I’m going to take some more pictures, and I want to see everything.”

		I obeyed her, lying back on the floor, spreading wide, holding Justine’s hair to one side so Diane could take some shots of her face while it was full of my cock. Justine bobbed and slurped and hummed, and I felt the next orgasm looming over the horizon. Her hot wet mouth amazed me with the sweet feeling it could give me, taking me to delicious heights of bliss that made me tremble all over.

		She took her mouth away for a moment and switched to licking and nibbling my shaft, her mouth sliding up and down on all sides. Lowering her face, she tongued my testicles, tugging on the cord that still bound my balls. I grunted a little as she gave quick, small jerks on the cord, pulling my balls slightly and causing that strange, subtle new pain but also soothing me with her hot tongue, saliva trailing wetly all over my sack. Licking her way back up to the head, she slid her lips once more around it and sucked with short, rapid bobs and loud slurping noises. “Oh God!” I moaned. “I’m gonna come! Oh, I’m gonna...”

		“Stop now, Justine,” Diane commanded from behind her camera. “Let’s leave him in torment for a little while. It’s too soon to let him come again.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		We rested for a moment, catching our breath. I’d wanted so bad to come just then, and it was terrible to have that moist, warm, delicious mouth taken away from my aching genitals. Diane looked at me and said, “On your feet.” As I stood up, she said to Justine, “Let’s have some more fun with your slave. Do you have your wrist cuffs handy?”

		“No, they’re upstairs,” said Justine, reverting to her normal voice. She hadn’t ended her sentence with “Mistress”, so I guessed it was an implicit assertion that she was joining Diane again to become co-Mistress of me.

		“Then let’s just use rope. Would you like to take some pictures while I tie his hands behind his back?”

		“I’d love to. Which camera?”

		“Let’s use the digital one. It’s right there on the floor.”

		Justine picked it up and looked at the buttons while Diane found a length of rope. She stood behind me and pulled my hands to my lower back, crossing my wrists. Justine was clicking some shots already as I felt the loops of rope tightening around me, Diane pulling back to be sure I was secure, making my hips stick out in front, my massive erection bouncing in the air as she pulled on the ropes. “There,” she said finally. “Now, let’s make this leash a little longer.”

		I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but then I saw her kneel before me and tie a longer cord to the one around my ball sack. Once it was in place, she said to Justine, “Here, why don’t you take this and lead him around the room a little?”

		“Ooo, I’d love to.”

		Justine handed her the camera and took up the leash, holding it at about chest height, pulling me along in slow circles around the living room. I winced and hissed as she pulled me forward, leading me by the balls while Diane took more pictures. “Let’s lead him into the kitchen,” Diane suggested. “I’d like some more wine, and we could use a change of background.”

		Justine led the way, pulling me behind her. Even though I kept up with her pace, she would still give occasional slight pulls on the cord, tormenting my already pained testicles. “Ahhh...” I would moan in protest, but this would always elicit another short tug and the admonishment, “Quiet!” Soon we were all in the kitchen, and this time I wasn’t the only one naked. If any neighbors were around, they would certainly see something unexpected if they happened to look in through the large windows.

		Justine let the leash drop and went to our wine rack. “Any preferences?” she asked Diane.

		“No,” was the response. “Anything you’d like will be fine.”

		I stood with bound arms as Justine picked a bottle of Pinot Noir, opened it, and poured two glasses. They didn’t offer me any, and I knew better than to ask. “Well,” Diane said as the two of them sipped and regarded me. “What shall we do with this one?”

		“I think some more spanking is in order,” Justine answered. “And since we’re in the kitchen, I’ve got just the thing.” She went to a drawer and took out two of our long wooden spoons, handing one to Diane. “I’ve used these before, and it was very effective. I think this time we should both punish him at once. We can each take a side.”

		“I love it,” said Diane. Turning to address me, she said, “Did you hear that, slave? You’re in for some more punishment. We’re both going to spank that deserving little ass of yours, so you will suffer twice the pain.”

		“Yes, Mistress,” I said, my engorged dick pulsing stiffly before me.

		Justine stepped forward and grabbed my erection, gripping tightly. “See?” she said, turning to Diane. “See how much he loves his punishment? He knows that his ass belongs to us and deserves all of the pain we’re going to give it. And he loves it. Don’t you?”

		“Y-yes,” I said, teeth clenched as she squeezed my dick harder.

		“Then show us,” said Diane. “Show us how much you want a good sound spanking right now.”

		I glanced around, then stepped forward to a free section of countertop. I bent down and placed my chest on it, sticking my ass out. Turning my head to address them, I said, “Please. Please, Mistresses. My body is yours. Please punish it some more.”

		“Well, since you asked nicely,” Justine said, walking across the kitchen to stand on my left. Diane’s heels clicked across the floor, and soon she stood to my right. Both women tapped the wooden spoons against their open palms to get the feel of the weight and to let me hear the sounds of the wood smacking against bare flesh, knowing it would be much harder and louder when it struck me.

		“Ready?” Justine asked.

		I started to say, “Yes,” but as I opened my mouth I felt a hard smack on each buttock. I realized that she had been speaking to Diane, not to me. The two of them had synchronized their spanks. They soon fell into their own rhythms, though, only occasionally landing blows at the same time as they paddled my bent ass with the large wooden spoons.

		Smack! Smack! Whap! Whack! Smack-smack!

		The pain built much more quickly with two of them going at it, each having the time to focus on one buttock and select their spots more carefully. I knew my ass must be a deep red after the first few minutes, but they kept at it. I didn’t know how long they were going to go, but I didn’t want to say “blue” just yet. The sharp cracks of the wood on my bare buns echoed in the kitchen, and I began to involuntarily cry out. “Ow! Ow ow ow OWWW!!!! Ahh! Nggh!!” I was just seriously thinking of shouting the safe word when they both stopped.

		“Well,” I heard Diane say. “That seems like enough punishment for the moment. We don’t want to overdo it.” She rubbed my sore ass, soothing it with a gentle, caressing touch.

		“No, we don’t,” agreed Justine, adding her own caresses. “Poor little ass,” she said, kissing it. “Still, it does need to be punished from time to time. But now, let’s give him a break.”

		“All right. I’ll untie his balls, too.”

		“Great idea. Let’s free his hands while we’re at it.”

		I straightened up and the two women released my bonds, standing on either side of me and caressing me. Diane poured a glass of wine and handed it to me, and as I took a deep drink, Justine gently touched my balls. “How are they?” she asked.

		“Fine,” I said. “Well, sore, but nothing’s broken.”

		“Good,” said Diane. “There’s still plenty of fun ahead, if you two are both up for it.”

		“Of course,” I said. “This is just a little break.”

		“Yes,” Justine said. “I want more. I’m not even close to finished.”

		“Excellent,” Diane said, finishing her wine with one large gulp. “I’m going to use your bathroom. When I come out, I want to meet you both in the bedroom. I want you to carry all of the camera equipment up there.”

		I nodded. “As you wish, Mistress.”

		As Justine and I made the first trip up the stairs with Diane’s stuff, she asked me, “So, how do you think it’s going?”

		“Great. How do you feel about things?”

		“I’m having an awful lot of fun. It was so great to eat her and make her come. I like watching her spank you, too. You’re still okay with me sharing you?”

		“My body is yours,” I said with a calm smile. “I’ll do whatever you want, and you can do whatever you want with me. Nothing gives me greater pleasure than to be at your command.”

		“You sweet thing.” She smiled as we dropped stuff onto the bed and went down for the rest. In the living room, Diane was already gathering up the remaining things. I saw that she had removed the blouse that had been bunched up around her waist, and she had also taken off her stockings. She now wore nothing but her tall leather high-heeled boots. “I think I’ve got everything,” she said, holding her bag and some bits of rope in her arms. “Let’s go up.”

		Once in the bedroom, Diane set up the tripod and pointed the camera toward the part of the room in which the ring bolts were set in the floor and ceiling. She got the camera recording and then looked at us, taking on a somewhat meek appearance. “If you two don’t mind,” she said quietly, “I’d like to take a turn on the other side. Will you tie me up? I want you to do whatever you want to me. But for a little while, let’s have you two in control. I am your slave now.”

		“Indeed?” said Justine, raising an eyebrow and adopting her firm tone. “You wish to place your lovely naked flesh at our disposal?” Diane simply nodded.

		“Come over here,” I told her, shifting roles. “Stand here. Turn around. Now put your feet by those metal rings.”

		“I’ll get the cuffs,” Justine said as I bent down to move Diane’s boots into position. Justine came back with our familiar restraints, and I wrapped the wide leather leg cuffs around Diane’s booted calves and buckled them into place. I heard Justine saying, “Give me your hands,” as I clipped the cuffs into the floor bolts, securing Diane’s lovely legs.

		Crouching behind Diane, I began caressing the backs of her legs, the insides of her thighs, moving in slow circles but traveling steadily upward. “What gorgeous legs you have,” I said. “How nice to have them spread like this, secured in place.” I glanced up at the delightful view of her large pussy lips covered with straight dark hairs. I moved my right hand up her left thigh and stopped just short of her labia. She whimpered. I let go then and got to my feet, caressing her back.

		Justine stood in front of her and raised Diane’s arms. “I can’t quite reach,” she said with a smile. “Will you clip her in, my love?”

		“Certainly. Right over her head, or in an X?”

		“Let’s do the X. Her heels give her more height, so her wrists will reach.”

		I clipped each wrist cuff to the ceiling, then stepped back to admire the back view of Diane’s body, naked but for her boots, tied up in an X in our bedroom. Justine was in front of Diane and caressing her shoulders. “Is that better, my dear?” she asked Diane. “Happy to be at our mercy?” Diane nodded.

		I stepped forward then and gave her a hard smack on her right buttock. “Answer Justine!” I demanded.

		“Ow! Yes. Yes, I’m happy to be at your mercy.”

		“Oooo,” Justine said, smiling at me. “This must be fun for you. You never get to give the spankings, do you? I think you should give her some more. It’s about time you had a turn.” She grabbed some of Diane’s hair and pulled her head up and back a little. “Don’t you agree, slut?”

		“Yes,” Diane said in a throaty whisper. I was surprised at the ease with which Justine slid into this role, instantly comfortable dominating this woman we barely knew, though I was the only person she’d ever dominated before.

		“Do it,” Justine said to me with an eager smile. “Smack her ass.”

		I moved to one side then, giving my right arm some room to swing, and I started spanking Diane’s lovely cheeks. “Harder!” said Diane. A little surprised that Diane herself had said this, I put some real force into each whack and got a few small cries in return. I tried spanking as hard as I could, but I actually found that my hand started to hurt. I paused, looking at the redness in her otherwise pale buttocks, then walked around her to stand with Justine and admire her from the front. I suddenly remembered that the camera was rolling, and I moved a bit to the side so as not to block the view.

		“What a lovely body,” Justine said, sliding her hand around Diane’s abdomen. “So gorgeous. I love having you tied up naked like this.”

		I joined in, caressing from the other side. “She loves showing it off, too,” I said. “Look at the camera, Diane. Yes. You’re naked and spread and we’re going to have our way with you, and it’s all being filmed.” I moved my right hand up to one breast, squeezing it a little and eliciting a lustful sigh. Justine fondled the other breast, then licked all around the nipple, blowing on it, watching it stiffen and flicking it with the tip of her tongue. I began doing the same, and soon Diane moaned loudly as we each sucked her tits, rubbing her soft skin as we did so.

		Justine slid a hand down Diane’s belly and massaged her pubic mound. Diane hummed with delight, then gasped, and I knew that Justine had her fingers inside. Her hand worked furiously for a minute or so, and then she brought it up to trace circles around Diane’s lips. “You’re wet, Diane,” she said. “Taste yourself.”

		Diane’s lips wrapped around Justine’s fingers, sucking eagerly. “Mmmmm,” she moaned between loud, wet sounds.

		“Good, isn’t it?” Justine said. “I think I’ll have some myself.” She kissed her way down Diane’s torso as she dropped to her knees, and soon she was under Diane and between her legs, her head wriggling as she ate the woman’s pussy.

		“OH! OHHHH!” Diane shouted.

		“She’s rather loud,” I said, going to the bag on the bed. I brought the gag up to her mouth and shoved it in. She accepted it and kept moaning around the red ball as I secured it behind her head. “Now,” I said, “since you like it hard...” I went back to the bed and came back with our crop, which I held up to Diane’s face. Her eyes were half-closed with the pleasure Justine was giving her, but she saw and understood. “I’m going to whip your sweet ass with this crop,” I said. “It’s going to hurt and you’re going to take it.”

		“MMgggh-Hmmng,” she said, nodding vigorously.

		I walked behind her, telling Justine to be sure to keep her hands out of the way. She’d had her hands on Diane’s ass as she ate, but she quickly put them on the floor. I loved seeing her tits jiggle as she crouched between the other woman’s legs, her throat bared and her face thrust up into an eager pussy. I tapped the crop’s leather tip lightly against the pale round flesh a couple of times, then let it go with a hard snap of the wrist. The short whoosh in the air was punctuated by a loud crack!, and Diane cried “NNNGGH!” around the gag.

		“That’s right, Diane,” I said, giving her another smack and hearing her stifled shriek. “It’s painful. And there are many more where that came from.” I whipped her tender flesh again and again, seeing the red marks turn into welts, hearing her whimpering screams, but continuing because I knew she could take it. She moved her hips forward at every painful slash, and this made her pussy rub against Justine’s face, which was pressed firmly into her wet sex and would not let it escape no matter which way her hips slid. When Diane’s cries began to become more rapid and urgent, I knew she was close to another climax. I picked up the pace of my whipping correspondingly and said, “Yes, Diane! Yield yourself! Come on Justine’s tongue again! I want you to come! Come!”

		And she did, her whole body stiffening in the chains and then going into a series of powerful spasms, yanking at the bolts in the floor and ceiling as she let loose with loud screams around the ball gag. “HHHGGGNH! MMMMMMMNNNGH! HGN! MNFHHGGG!! GRRRNNN! NH! MNH!!!” I let the crop fall to the floor, and Justine grabbed the woman’s ass and pulled her orgasming sex harder into her face, lapping up the juices and humming with savored pleasure.

		While Justine licked her clean, I stepped to the side and pulled the gag out of Diane’s mouth to help her get her breath back. She gasped and coughed, her head dropped forward and her eyes closed. “Are you okay?” I asked, and she nodded.

		After a moment, she said, “That was... great... oh, thank you... oh, God I love that...”

		Justine rose, held Diane’s head, and kissed her firmly, sticking her tongue vigorously into the other woman’s mouth. Diane returned the vigor, and I was harder than ever watching them kiss, hearing them moan, the air heavy with the scent of feminine ecstasy. When Justine broke the kiss and pulled away, she ran her hands through Diane’s hair and asked, “Want to get out of the chains now?”

		Diane nodded, so we undid all of the clips and cuffs and rubbed her wrists to soothe any soreness from when she yanked on the ring bolts. “Thank you both,” Diane said, kissing us each in turn. After kissing me, she stiffened a little and said to Justine, “My God, I’m sorry. You said touching only. I got lost in a moment there. Really, I’m sorry I kissed him without your permission.”

		Justine actually giggled at that, and she gave Diane another kiss of her own. “It’s okay, really,” she said. “It’s not a big deal. Anyway, I’ve decided something. I’ve changed my mind about the limited touching. I’m lifting all of the rules. You can do whatever you want to him. I don’t want to hold back.”

		Diane turned to look at me. “Are you sure?”

		“Yes. You can have your way with him just as much as you like.”

		I smiled and was hard as the two women stared at me for a quiet moment. I wondered what they were thinking and couldn’t wait to find out. But then Diane turned to Justine.

		“What about you?” she asked. “Can I have my way with you some more? I never did get to taste you, you know.”

		Justine smiled sheepishly. “Well...” she said, looking down. “I—yes. You can. You can have me. And you can have him. We’re both yours.”

		Diane glanced from her to me and then back again. “I’ve got some ideas here,” she said. “I think we’ll all be satisfied. First, Justine, help me bind this wicked little slave. Right where I just was.”

		Each of them took one of my arms and led me backward until I stood by the floor bolts. “You know what to do, my pet,” Justine said. “Spread those legs. You heard Diane. You punished her naked flesh, and now it’s your turn.”

		“That’s right,” Diane said, cuffing my right arm and lifting it to the ceiling. “You’re really going to get it now. Your two owners are going to show you just what it is to be a slave to our desires.” She clipped my right hand into the ceiling bolt and moved on to cuff my left wrist while Justine pulled my legs into a wider spread and wrapped the leg cuffs tightly around me. I was giddy with the elation of whatever further punishments they had in mind. I was so hard at being bound in place by the two of them while the camera rolled that I almost came just from the thought of it all. Once I was secure and they’d each tested my bonds, Justine shoved the ball gag into my mouth. It was still wet with Diane’s saliva, and I slurped at it joyfully.

		Diane walked over to her bag and pulled out what looked like a dark mass of leather. When she handed some things to Justine, it became clear what she had grabbed: two small, leather, multi-tailed whips.

		“Have you ever used one of these?” Diane asked.

		“No,” Justine answered, smiling and whipping at empty air to see how it worked.

		“These are great because you don’t need a lot of force. Even a small flick of the wrist can cause great stinging pain. You have to be careful. Start out gently, like this.” She turned to face me sideways, drawing back her arm as if about to hit a backhand in tennis, and then pulled her hand through the air as if drawing an invisible line. I didn’t even see the whip fly, but a second after I heard the sound, I felt a line of stinging fire across my chest.

		“Mngh,” I muttered.

		“Now you try.”

		“Okay.” Justine stepped up to me and tried the same quick backhand motion. She did it harder, though, and ended up hitting the exact same spot.

		“MMMMHHH!” I yelled.

		“Good,” Diane said. “You’ve got the basic idea. You might not want to hit the same spot that’s just been hit, though. There’s so much smooth, pale flesh to work on, anyway, so why repeat what’s been done?”

		“You’re right,” Justine said, whipping my right hip. She flicked the leather against my leg then while Diane lashed me about the chest and shoulders. The whips made a wonderful whooshing noise, with a great distinctive splat! as the thin leather strips slapped my skin. The two of them walked all around me, getting new spots, trying to cover my whole body, whipping my naked flesh lightly but very thoroughly. I squirmed with inflamed delight as the fiery stings covered me, all of my flesh awakened to a point of great intensity, my lust filling me as I gave myself over completely, inside and out, to the control of these beautiful women.

		After five minutes or so, Diane stopped and said, “Well, I think that’s enough for the moment. Let’s leave him where he is for now. Meanwhile, Justine, I want you to drop the whip and come over to the bed with me.”

		Still tingling with delightful pain, I watched as Diane strode over to our bed and sat down on its edge, facing me. Justine followed meekly and stood before her. “What would you like, Mistress?” asked my lovely wife.

		“You’ve mentioned that you like being submissive but that you don’t go for spanking. Well, Justine, I’m telling you it’s time for you to get a spanking. You can’t misbehave as you have and not suffer some consequences. You can’t just spank your husband and not expect to get yours in return. I know it’s not your thing, but I’m telling you that you deserve this, and I won’t go any further until you accept it.”

		“But Mistress—”

		“Don’t try to talk your way out of it. Either accept it and place yourself at my mercy, or refuse, in which case I’ll just go home now. You either accept my command or don’t.”

		I was a little surprised by this, as Diane had earlier been so laid back and willing to do whatever we wanted. She certainly wasn’t forcing Justine, who could just say “That’s that” and conclude for the night. I suspected she was testing Justine, pushing her a little, perhaps having guessed at hidden desires Justine had never voiced. Whatever the case, I watched with excited interest as my wife placed herself over Diane’s lap. “You’re right, Mistress. It’s not fair that I never get spanked. I do deserve it. Please, Mistress, do it. Please spank me.”

		“There. That’s better,” said Diane. “Now don’t worry. Now that you’ve accepted your punishment, I won’t make it severe. This is about knowing your place. I want you to think about what a naughty little slut you are and reflect on how good I am to help you out.”

		“Yes, Mistr—ow!” Diane’s open palm came down on her butt. She raised her hand slowly, then brought it down again. I saw Justine’s buttocks jiggle as each slap resounded against them. Diane wasn’t spanking her very hard; it was more slow and deliberate, as if she really was punishing Justine just to make a point. Justine did not struggle or even move very much; she only whimpered a little and gave an occasional, “Ow!” Several times, when Diane paused to rub her ass, which was only a little pink, Justine actually thanked her. “Thank you for making me do this, Mistress. You’re such a good Mistress.”

		“My pleasure,” Diane replied, smacking her buns some more. I was totally turned on by seeing this booted woman spank my wife on our bed while I was chained up naked. I found that I’d been unconsciously grinding my hips.

		“Well!” said Diane with a final spank. “I think that’s taught you an important lesson. Now I want you to lie down on this bed. Right in the middle. Spread your arms and legs.”

		Justine crawled from Diane’s lap onto the bed. I relished the sight of the warm reddish glow on her ass cheeks as she crawled away from me. She got onto her back, and Diane took hold of her right wrist and secured it to the cuff that stuck out from under the mattress. Justine lay quietly and compliantly as the other woman affixed all of her limbs to the bed’s corners. “Just look at you,” Diane said afterward, pausing to regard her bound and naked form. “Such beauty.” She picked up her digital camera and walked around the bed, taking shots from every angle. In every picture, Justine turned to face the camera with a smile. She was getting off on the idea of being in photos, of appearing along with me on Diane’s website. Diane repeated the process with her other camera then and finally swiveled the video recorder on its tripod to point at the bed.

		Diane crawled onto the bed from one side, bending her head down to kiss Justine on the lips, the chin, the neck. Justine bared her throat and Diane pushed her tongue along it, stopping occasionally to nibble. Justine smiled with parted lips, her eyes closed as Diane kissed her collarbone, her sternum, her shoulders, treating Justine’s skin to the sweet wet touches of her tender lips. She kissed and licked each arm in turn, from shoulder to wrist and back again, and then her head slid down between Justine’s breasts. Justine panted, thrusting her chest up, but Diane bypassed her breasts and went on kissing her stomach and sides. She worked her way down Justine’s left leg, then back up to lick around the edges of pubic hair before making a similar trip down the right leg. Justine squirmed and squealed as the licks and caresses became quicker and covered more area.

		My swollen cock felt like it was about to burst as I watched Diane slither up my wife’s naked, writhing body, pressing her flesh against Justine’s, her soft caresses becoming fondles and gropes as she kissed her way up. She had her palms on Justine’s ribs, just under the breasts. Justine’s chest heaved with excited breaths as Diane licked circles around her breasts, gently nibbling with her lips in spirals that led to the fat, pink hardness of desperate nipples. When Diane finally sucked one of the tender buds, Justine’s whole body quivered and she moaned, “Ohhhhhhhh....” Diane went from one tit to the other, squeezing the soft flesh, tonguing and sucking nipples. Justine’s torso shifted from side to side, trying to give more of herself to this woman’s mouth but unable to move very much.

		Diane moved her face down Justine’s quivering abdomen, continuing to fondle her breasts as her mouth sought the warm, heavily-scented moisture between Justine’s bound, spread legs. Justine had her head up and watched as Diane’s head dipped into her crotch. “Oh?” she whimpered. “Oh, yes... oh, eat me please eat meeee.”

		Then her head flung back against the pillow and she cried, “Huuunnnhhhhh!” as Diane’s head wriggled around, her jaw working hard, the muscles in her neck flexing as she mouthed my wife’s eager sex. She let go of Justine’s breasts and used her fingers to stroke and spread Justine’s pink lips as she licked the insides. Then her jaw opened and her long, flat tongue draped across Justine’s exposed clit. Diane wiggled her head ever so slightly and slid her fingertips up and down the edges of Justine’s pussy lips. Justine’s hips bucked as much as they could in her bound condition, and she tried to slide her body down and press more firmly into Diane’s face, panting and sobbing with desperate abandon as she gave herself completely over to this wonderful pleasure. I heard her shrieks get louder as they became shorter and closer together, and finally she screamed with joy, belting out great powerful notes of overwhelming happiness as her bound naked body convulsed, the sweat-soaked spasms rocking the whole bed, Diane pressing her mouth even harder against Justine’s pussy and moaning along with her. It was an intense orgasm, and just watching it was almost enough to make me come.

		When Justine’s shudders had subsided and her breathing slowed, Diane crawled back up from between her legs and lay on top of her, hugging her and stroking her cheek. Justine was actually crying. “Thank you,” she sobbed quietly. “Oh, thank you so much. Oh God, I loved that, I love this...”

		“Shhh,” Diane whispered, placing a finger on Justine’s lips. “It’s okay. That really was great.” She stroked Justine’s hair, then kissed her. “Now let’s get you out of these.” She sat up and undid each wrist cuff in turn, then got up and walked to the foot of the bed, freeing Justine’s legs.

		Justine lay where she’d been for a minute or so, then slowly rolled over to face me and smile. She winked at me, then said, “Well, Diane, what should we do with this one?”

		“Oh yes,” said Diane. “I nearly forgot about this gagged, naked man trussed up over here. I think it’s his turn on the bed.”

		The two of them approached me and began undoing the clips and cuffs, pulling out the gag, too. As much fun as it was to have women gag me, it was also nice to get a good, deep breath of fresh air afterward. “Now, slave,” Justine said, “come with us. More torment awaits you.”

		“Oh yes,” Diane added as they walked me to the bed, the women on either side of me, each holding me by an arm. “We’re not through with you yet. You still belong to us, and we’re going to torture this lovely muscled body of yours without giving you release until we’re satisfied. And there’s nothing you can do about it, slave. So get on the bed. Now! Do it! On your back and spread ‘em!”

		I got into the familiar position, and the two of them quickly had me secured tightly. I was naked, spread, and stretched, and as they walked around me, smiling, sliding hands over me, Diane said, “Let’s start with the delicate touch. I see that you have your own feather on the nightstand. Will you hand me mine, from my bag? We should stuff the gag back in his mouth, too. He’s bound to be noisy once we start tickling him.”

		I lifted my head to see Diane at my feet, holding the feather she had used on me downstairs. She looked at me while dragging it lightly across the tops of my legs. Justine was at my right side, holding the feather I’d used on her many nights ago. She traced circles on my stomach, smiling. “Here comes the gag,” she said to me. “Ready?”

		Another chance to say “blue”. A chance to get out of it. But I was eager for this. I wanted to feel this. I opened my mouth, and she replaced the plastic ball, thus committing me to an unknown span of delicious torment.

		I lay my head back down and closed my eyes. I felt the delicate touches of the two feathers draw light lines over my limbs, electrifying every nerve as they mapped my body, making my newly hairless skin tingle. The recent waxing made me much more sensitive everywhere. Soon they were beginning to probe more ticklish territory, brushing lightly in my armpits and making me move for the first time. Naturally, I couldn’t move far, and the faint touch of the feather-tips simply pursued the parts I was trying to pull away and continued their delicate teasing. It was then that I fully realized what it meant to be tied up and tickled. It really was going to torment me, and there really was nothing I could do about it. Especially now, since I was gagged once more. As one of them continued to tickle my armpits while the other stroked the insides of my thighs, I couldn’t help the “GGH! Mgh. MMmmmmmggh. MNGHRHRNHMH!!” that tried to leap out of my mouth to protest the unbelievably intense over-stimulation. My ineffectual grunts only made the two women giggle and pick up the pace.

		“Oooo, this is such fun!” Justine said with wicked glee in her voice.

		“Isn’t it?” Diane responded. “Look at him squirm! Hee hee! Trying to move out of the way. Silly boy, you can’t move! Here, I’ll show you. Let’s tickle over here... Oh! Oh, look at him writhe.”

		“I just love how helpless he is. Look at that flesh twitch. I bet he’s much more ticklish since I waxed him.”

		“I’m sure. Hey, let’s tickle his feet.”

		“Yes! Oh, he’s so ticklish there. This is going to be fun.”

		After the briefest of pauses, the two of them moved down toward my feet, and I opened my eyes and looked up. “NNNHHH??” I tried to plead.

		“No good, my love,” Justine answered firmly. “You had your chance. No getting out of this now. Anyway, your body belongs to us, remember? We get to do whatever we want to you.” And with that she grabbed my right ankle, as if being bound would not keep me secure enough, and touched the feather to the sensitive sole of my foot. My body jerked. She did it again, and then again, just poking me with the feather, and all of my muscles strove to get away, but nothing came free.

		My attention was then grabbed by the long, slow strokes that Diane gave my left foot, pressing the feather just enough to make my nerves want to explode. “HHHHGGGHHH!!!” I whined, breathing hard and fast as they held my helpless feet and continued tickling, laughing at me the whole time, enjoying my agony and mocking me.

		“Look, he’s still trying to get away.”

		“Silly little slave. Your feet are ours.”

		“What if I try to use my fingertips? Ooo, that looks like it really tickles.”

		“Don’t forget the bottoms of his toes.”

		My head thrashed, the only part of me that could really move, and I had to move something. I could not stand the stillness. I was sure I would go mad if this continued. On the other hand, some part of me completely loved this, as much as I really wanted to protest. If the gag was out of my mouth, I would’ve said “blue” long ago, but at the same time, the blood in my boner pounded with aroused delight. This made me hard in a way I’d never before experienced.

		“Now, for some real fun,” Diane said. “Justine, you’d better straddle his stomach for this. We’re going to want to hold him down even more firmly.”

		“Oh, I love it,” Justine said, eagerly climbing onto me, sitting on my waist but facing away, toward my feet. Just as they’d done downstairs, they began tickling my balls, Justine pulling back my dick to expose the sensitive skin. I struggled again, quite vigorously, but it was no good. Justine’s weight held me in place even more than the cuffs that bound my wrists and ankles. My hips were helplessly held firm while my two giggling tormentors brushed my balls and the underside of my sack with the lightest, most ticklish touches. I almost wept with the agony of insane delight when they stopped.

		“Justine, will you go downstairs and fetch those lovely red candles from your coffee table?”

		“Oh, great idea.” She got up hurriedly, and I heard her running downstairs as Diane walked to my left side and said, “Now that we’ve tried the delicate touch, we’re going to go for the not-so-delicate touch.”

		I heard Justine’s hasty steps up the stairs, then watched as she came into the room with two candlesticks and a lighter. “You, my slave, are going to suffer now,” she said simply as she lit one of the candles and passed it across the bed to Diane. A tiny drip of wax fell on my sternum as she passed the candle over my body, and I made a small noise.

		“Perfect,” Diane said as Justine lit her own candle. “He’s primed and ready for this pain.” She leaned over me, looking into my eyes with the softest and most loving expression, and for a moment I relaxed. Then I felt the sudden searing of hot wax on the left side of my chest, and I winced.

		“Oh, you poor thing,” said Justine as she bent down to kiss me on the cheek. “Now here comes more.” She tipped the candle above the center of my chest, and as the first startling droplets spattered, she moved the candle down the center of my body, drawing a hot red line that stopped just above my pubic hair. I drew a sharp breath, and my saliva made a hissing noise around the gag.

		Diane placed the fingertips of her left hand on my torso, caressing me lightly. “Such a lovely body,” she said quietly, soothingly. “So beautiful.” Then more hot wax fell on my left hip, and she trailed it in a diagonal line up and across my stomach and chest, pausing at my right shoulder. She leaned over me to drip the wax slowly onto the fresh skin of my right bicep. Her naked breasts hung over my face, full and lovely, moving just a little in the candlelight.

		Justine leaned over my chest, peering at it closely. “How about a nipple?” She let a few drops fall around my right nipple, then raised the candle slowly, holding it higher and higher above my chest so that the droplets splattered over a wider area.

		“Nnngh,” I groaned.

		“Oh, my dear,” said Justine, stroking my cheek. “You’re so sweet. Don’t protest. You know that you need this. I’m doing it because I love you.” She dripped some wax onto a fresh spot on my stomach, and I furrowed my brows and tried not to make any noise.

		“What a good slave,” commented Diane. “You ask him to stop, and he stops. So nice and quiet now. That’s the way to take it.” She held her candle close to my other nipple, and the wax ran in a slow but steady stream. She moved it so close that the candle flame almost touched my nipple. It kept melting the wax that formed over my skin, allowing new hot wax to constantly run over the same tortured spot. It was searing pain, and it was delicious. I smiled and winced at the same time.

		Justine made her way to the foot of the bed, trailing spatters of red the whole way down my flesh, scalding my skin. Diane moved in the same direction. The two of them met at the foot of the bed, passed each other, and came back up the other side, caressing me with hot wax, awakening me even more with terrible ecstasies and making me yearn for further servitude and more pain. I cherished these moments of belonging to them so thoroughly, and I savored the sweetness of the pain that my lovely mistresses were kind enough to give me, knowing better than I how much I wanted, leading me down and stifling my protests to show me the desires that I was too afraid to confront on my own. I was in pure bliss as I grimaced and my flesh trembled, even as the two of them stood on either side of me midway down the bed. Diane was the one to grab my penis this time, holding my struggling erection down against my stomach and baring my balls once more. “Justine, will you do the honors?”

		“Of course,” said my wife, leaning in close with her candle, in complete control of my helpless, exposed cock and balls as she turned to look at me. “I love you,” she said.

		Then she poured a stream of hot wax onto my balls, and I grunted loudly as the searing pain spread over the hairless skin. She did it again and again, dripping, pouring, spattering, bringing the wax up to coat the underside of my dick, Diane still holding everything firmly in place. I could not believe that the wax could be that hot. I could not believe that my genitals could withstand such pain. I looked up at them with a strained expression, and the two of them just looked at me lovingly, as if they were handing me flowers instead of torturing my balls. It was strange and surreal, and I was confused but aroused, in great superficial pain but feeling warmth and satisfaction in my deepest core.

		Then I smelt the great peculiar scent of freshly snuffed candles, a kind of pleasant dusty burn in the air, and saw the white strands of smoke curl through the air above me. The two of them put down their candles and rubbed me gently all over. Justine came up to my face and pulled out the gag. “My dear, dear husband,” she said, running her fingers through my hair. “My sweet pet. Your torments are nearing an end. We are almost ready to release you. But not quite yet. There are more pictures to take.”

		“What are you thinking?” Diane asked.

		“I’m thinking that I want you to sit on his face. I had fun with that, but I want to see how it looks. I want to see my husband’s face smothered between your legs. I want some pictures of that.”

		“Mmm, sounds great. You know how to use both cameras over there?”

		“Yes. Here, the digital is all ready to go whenever you are.”

		I saw Diane smiling as she climbed onto the bed, kneeling on the pillows on either side of my face. She looked down at me between her breasts, her black hair hanging in dark curtains that framed her face in shadow, her dark bush only about a foot above me, showing lines of swollen pink lip through the plentiful black hairs. “Look at it,” she said to me, as I heard Justine walking around and clicking pictures. “Love it. Worship it.”

		I lifted my head as much as I could, sticking out my tongue, but her pussy was just out of reach. Its smell was strong, and a few wet drops slid out from somewhere and fell onto my chin. “Beg for it,” she said.

		“Please,” I gasped with my mouth open, waiting, and yearning. “Oh please, Mistress. Please can I have it?”

		“You want this?”

		“Oh God, yes.”

		“Very well, slave.” And she lowered her weight onto me, pressing her wet sex into my face, grinding slowly back and forth, masturbating against my mouth. I could not move my jaw to eat her. I couldn’t even move my head. In fact, I realized that I couldn’t really breathe.

		“MMggff!” I muttered, the cry sounding strange with my ears blocked by her legs. “MMpphhh! MMMNNH!”

		She lifted herself off me then, and I took several deep breaths. “Well, slave? Do you want more?”

		I found that I did, and I nodded. She sat on my face again, her hips pressing my head into my pillow, smothering me for almost half a minute before getting up again. I could feel that my entire face was wet. I took two or three breaths and then she said, “Here it is again,” and lowered herself. She repeated this process many more times, and I delighted in being stifled by her hot, wet sex.

		At one point, when I was catching my breath again, I heard Justine say, “Now turn around, and let’s get some from this side.”

		Diane rotated above me, now facing my feet, and sat on me again, moaning louder now as she ground her crotch into me. “Oh, it’s so good,” she said when she gave me a breather. “Oh, I love your face. I’m going to use it till I come.” Then her ass came down once more, rubbing even harder. I loved being used in this way, still tied up, still just a toy for the pleasure of these women. My dick was leaping, and at some point she grabbed it. Sitting up again, letting me gasp for air, she panted, “Oh, I’m almost there. I’m gonna come. But not you. You may not come yet.” She sat on my face again and began jerking me off as she rode me, just to torment me even more, pleasing my aching flesh but forbidding me the release that I craved. The next time she got up, she whispered urgently, “Quick! Take a deep breath right now!” I did, and she dropped back down immediately, humping urgently at my face until I heard a loud shout, even with my ears covered. Her fat lips pulsed on my wet, smothered face, and she stayed on top of me until her orgasm was finished, the longest interval yet.

		When she finally got off me, I gulped at the fresh air like a swimmer breaking the surface after having stayed down too long. Diane rolled onto her side next to me on the bed, also panting, though not as hard as I was. “You’re such a good little whore,” she said, running her fingers over my chest. “You’re a slutty slave eager to please, and you suffer our torments so well.”

		“Thank... you... Mistress...” I said, still catching my breath.

		Justine came to the bed then and said, “Well, you little slut, it’s my turn now. Hurry up and catch your breath. I’m going to ride your face too.”

		“Oh... yes, Mistress. Whatever you desire.”

		She smiled. “Good little whore slave,” she said, and pinched my left nipple hard. I gritted my teeth but remained quiet.

		“Want me to take pictures?” Diane asked, sitting up.

		“Yes,” Justine said, positioning her ass over my face as if getting into a sixty-nine. “I’m going to spank his balls again, and I don’t think we got any shots of it last time.”

		“Oh...” I started to whine, lifting my head slightly, but Justine shouted, “Quiet!” and lowered her ass onto my face.

		“Mmmmnnnhh!”

		“Ooo, that’s right,” she said, squirming and grinding into me. “Try to shout. Ooo, I just love the vibrations when you try to struggle.”

		“Okay,” I heard Diane say from the foot of the bed. “The camera’s all set. Go for it.”

		Justine raised herself a little, bending her head to peer down at me below her lovely nakedness, her tits jiggling slightly. “Ready for your ball spanking, slave?”

		I yielded myself completely, feeling the warm glow of true, complete submission to my wife’s desires and commands. “Yes, Mistress. Whatever you desire.”

		“Good.” She sat on me once more, pulled back my cock, still coated in wax, and began spanking my balls with light taps of her fingers. I grunted in pain in spite of myself as she worked them over, slapping lightly from all angles, giving me a sweet ache unlike any other and making me tingle to feel how truly she owned me, how much she commanded and controlled every part of my being at that moment. I wanted nothing more. She gave a few harder smacks then, and I sobbed into her hot, stifling crotch. She lifted herself slightly off my face for a moment and said, “Diane, will you hand me the crop?”

		“Of course.”

		Justine caressed my stomach with the crop’s tip and said to me, “Now, my eager slave, I’m going to give your balls a good cropping. You’ll love it, you little slut, not in spite of the pain but because of it.” Before I could reply, her wet pussy once again covered my face and muffled my cries as the crop began smacking my balls. She tapped my sack from all sides, then got to the underside and stayed there, swatting me rhythmically, making me squirm, the leg cuffs rubbing against my ankles painfully as my legs worked to get free. It was the now-familiar feeling of really wanting to submit, but the sensations being so intense that I couldn’t help but try to avoid them. I remembered it being like that during some of the first times Justine spanked me. I thought back to that time, when I had no idea I would be here now, doing things like this.

		After what seemed like an hour of helpless agony, though it was probably more like five or ten minutes, Justine sat on the pillow above my head. She discarded the crop and held my head in both hands, stroking my cheeks. “See?” she said softly. “You loved it, didn’t you?”

		“Yes, my lovely Mistress.”

		“And look. Diane’s taking some more pictures of your cock and balls. We have good pictures and footage of your torture. I think we’re going to be a big hit on her website.”

		“I know we’re going to be a big hit,” Diane said, clicking away at the foot of the bed.

		“Well, Diane, I think he’s had nearly enough. I think it’s time we gave this little whore his much-deserved release.”

		“Is that what you want, slave?” Diane asked, her head tilted to one side. “Are you ready to come?”

		“Oh yes, Mistress. Oh, so much, yes. Please, please make me come.”

		“Well, I suppose you’ve earned it,” Diane replied, placing her camera on a bureau and sinking to her knees at the foot of the bed. She caressed my shins and thighs as she worked her torso onto the bed, lying on her stomach between my legs, breathing heavily on my sore, tormented genitals. “Your poor cock and balls have been through so much,” she said. “I think we should do something to soothe them.” Her face was right next to my balls and she blew softly on them, holding my erection gently by the base. She looked up at Justine. “Can I?”

		“Of course. I’d love to see his cock in your mouth.”

		“Wonderful,” Diane replied, and then the long, hot weight of her tongue slid across my sack, and I sighed with delight. She lapped slowly, delicately, not seeming to mind the bits of wax that still clung to my skin. Her ministrations were tender and soothing, relieving the various pains and stings, feeling warm and comforting as well as erotic. Justine treated me similarly, rubbing my chest and stomach, blowing hot breath on my skin, doing everything in a slow and soothing way. As much as I got turned on by the agonies these women gave me at various times, it was wonderful in a different way to have them treat me gently. They could be very good to my body as well as tease it or whip it. I couldn’t believe my luck, being able to have nights like this.

		Diane licked her long, slow way up to the base of my shaft, tonguing my dick from bottom to top and back again. She used the tip to flick at that sweetly sensitive spot just below the underside of my cockhead, adding more pressure gradually with each lovely lick and smiling as I moaned with pleasure and looked down at her. “That’s it,” whispered Justine. “Look at her. Watch her lick and suck you. It’s lovely, isn’t it?”

		I was going to say, “Yes,” but it came out as an inarticulate whimper. Diane quickly slid her head up a couple of inches, kissed the tip of my cock, then slowly lowered her hot mouth onto me, her soft lips forming a tight circle that rolled over my engorged flesh. “OOoohhhh GOD!” I moaned.

		Justine whispered into my ear: “She’s sucking you... oh yes, she’s sucking your dick with her hot mouth... oh, feel your cock on her hot tongue...” She played with my nipples as she talked dirty into my ear. “You’re such a slut,” she whispered through a satisfied smile.

		“Yes,” I answered. “Oh yes, I’m a slut. I’m your little slut slave, oh God, it feels so good ohhhh...”

		I felt an unfamiliar sensation then, a little jab between my legs, below the balls. I looked up and saw Diane licking her fingers and spitting on them, and when her hand lowered I felt the probing again. “Unh!” I grunted as I felt her fingertip jab into my ass. She pulled out, and I saw her lower her head and heard her spit again. Then the finger entered me once more, this time sliding wetly in all the way. “Ahhh!” I gasped.

		Justine looked up at her. “Are you fucking his ass?” she asked with a slight giggle.

		“Since he’s such a slut, he deserves to be fucked like one. Don’t you?”

		Justine looked at me. “Well?” she asked. “Are you a little whore? Do you need a good fucking?”

		“Oh! I... I... ah! Ooo! Whatever you command... I belon—ah! Belong to you two. Agh! My body is yours...”

		“Good little slut,” Justine smiled, patting my cheek. Diane slid her middle finger in and out as she returned to her wonderful sucking. She hummed and slurped, the hot wetness gliding over me, heavenly, while the strange other sensation filled me. “I want to see,” said Justine, and she flattened herself onto my belly to get a close-up view of my crotch. Diane paused, and this time both of them spat. Then there were two fingers being stuffed up my ass. The stretching was more odd than painful, and I didn’t know what to think about it. Diane fingered me steadily, purposefully, while treating my cock to unearthly delight. Justine wriggled back up to the pillow near my head. “I bet you just love it,” she smiled. “You need it. You want it.”

		“Mmm-hmmm...” I sighed, caught in a strange state between bliss and bewilderment.

		“Oh, you love it,” she went on, leaning over and pulling at my nipples as Diane’s sucking picked up speed. “You love to be whipped and used and fucked...”

		“Yessss,” I whispered as the pressure welled up from deep inside. “Oh yesss...”

		“You love her mouth on your fat cock, and her fingers in your ass...”

		“Uh-huhhh...”

		“You love being at our command... look at you, all naked and bound for our pleasure...”

		“Uh... uh... huhhhhHHH...”

		“Oh, you little slut, you’re going to come, aren’t you?”

		“UH-HUHHHHH....”

		“She’s sucking you and fucking you and you’re going to come in her mouth...”

		“Mmmm,” Diane hummed in anticipation, jerking me now, pulling the skin down from the base of my cock and squeezing as she sucked furiously at my inflamed knob.

		“Oh yes, OH YES OHHHHH—AH! AWH!! GRRRGGHHH!! HHNNH! AGH!”

		I shouted and writhed in my bonds as the lust welled up, pressed me from the inside like a huge wave, and burst through me in a dozen hot spurts. My ass quivered and twitched around Diane’s fingers as I filled her mouth with my hot juices, each spurt feeling like a river, each seeming to take a full minute. I didn’t know how anyone could have that much come inside, but letting go at last and feeling the wonderful explosion as it erupted out of me was an otherworldly sensation. I didn’t even know who I was for several moments, and once I remembered, my first thought was that I was about to pass out. I didn’t, but my vision was spotty, and all of my blood vessels seemed to be vibrating. It was a high like I’d never before experienced, and I let myself drift in it, Justine stroking my hair as I gasped for breath. As I calmed down and came back to myself, I saw Diane approaching the head of the bed. She smiled with closed lips and bent down to kiss me. Turning to her, returning the kiss eagerly, I was surprised when she spit a mouthful of hot fluid into me, holding my jaw to keep my mouth open until she was done. She broke the kiss and held my jaw closed. “Now taste your cum like a good little whore. Come on now, swallow. Gulp it all down.” I strained to comply, it being a little difficult the way she was holding my jaw, but I managed to swallow it in a few small gulps. “All done?” asked Diane. “Every last drop?” I nodded in her grip.

		“Show us,” said Justine, leaning over to peer into my mouth. “Open wide. Let’s see.”

		I showed them my empty mouth, and when they were satisfied, Diane let go of my face. Justine patted my cheek and said, “Good boy.”

		The two of them then proceeded to undo my wrist restraints, quietly, without comment. They freed my legs, and Justine reached for my hand. I took it, and she pulled me up into a sitting position. She sat next to me on the bed and hugged me. “My sweet love,” she said. “Oh, you’re so good. I love you.”

		“I love you too, sweetness.” I held her tightly and caressed the back of her head.

		I heard Diane picking up her camera stuff and starting to return various items to her bags. It seemed to be the end of things, for this night, at least. But something felt awkward. Justine must have felt the same thing, because she looked at me, then at Diane, then back at me. I nodded.

		“Diane?” she said.

		Diane looked up from where she stood bent over an open bag. “Yes?”

		“You don’t have to just leave, you know.”

		“Well,” said Diane, straightening up. “It’s late.” She smiled. “Anyway, I’m kind of tired out for now. I think I need some rest. Don’t you two feel that way?”

		“Well, yes, a little,” I said. “But I think what Justine is saying is that you can rest for a while here. If you want, that is. I mean...”

		Justine reached a hand out toward Diane. The other woman hesitated a moment, then stepped forward and took it. She drew Diane down onto the bed between us, and I scooted to one side a little to make some room. Justine and I both put an arm around her and a hand on her lap.

		“What I mean—what we mean—is that we’d love to have you spend the night with us. If you want to. This is all so new and strange and wonderful, and... well... I’d like it if we spent some time hanging out with each other and talking some more.”

		Diane turned to look at each of us in turn. “Well,” she said finally. “I did bring that overnight bag, just in case...”

		Justine kissed her on the cheek. “Oh, that’s so good of you. You’re a dear to have thought of it. Please stay.”

		“Yes,” I said, feeling something new and hard to figure out, but something I wanted to find out, to pursue and discover. “Please do. Spend the night with us. I’ll even cook you breakfast.”

		Diane giggled a little at that. “Well, I guess if breakfast is involved...”

		Justine smiled and sighed and leaned in, and we all fell into a hug.

		Later that night, I woke up in the small and quiet hours. I was on my left side, and I felt the warmth of spooning before I had the strange recognition that it was not Justine’s naked body pressed up against mine. I remembered what had occurred earlier in the night and smiled, reaching across Diane to touch Justine, who lay on the other side of her. I caressed Justine’s shoulder and she gave a soft “mmm”, still in some happy dream. Our strange new friend—our lover, I guess—was sandwiched between us. I wondered what it all meant and where it would go. What do you care? I thought. You’ve been to new realms and new heights, and your wife is intelligent and knows just what to do, and this new one is lovely and reasonable, too, in her own way. Why worry about it. Life is large and holds a lot, and you will learn much from this situation and have a wonderful time doing it. So smile and go back to sleep.

		And that was just what I did.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		It’s been a little over a year since I first got up the nerve to talk to my wife about a nagging, unfulfilled desire I’d been quietly harboring for years. I’m extremely glad that I did. I’ve learned a lot about myself, and about my wife, since we agreed to help each other explore the possibilities, and our sex life has become phenomenal. I’d never pictured myself doing a lot of the things that I now do regularly, and while I had indeed imagined a threesome with another woman many times in the past, I never pictured it quite like what goes on with Diane. We’re still very good friends with Diane, spending one or two weekends a month with her, and we’re now regulars on her website. I’m sure you’ve seen us there, and on other sites, because we told her to e-mail the pictures to anyone she wants to. I won’t tell you our real names or even too much about what we look like, because you just might recognize us from some other part of your life. We’re not that different from you.

		If this has been too much for you, I apologize. Naturally, not everyone’s into the same things. But if you’ve enjoyed this story, and if you’re like me at the story’s beginning, I hope that it inspires you. Go talk to the person or persons in your life and tell each other all of your secret fantasies. It could open up whole new worlds for you. Remember, behind all of the power that’s exchanged for however long, underneath all of the pain that is felt and dealt, it’s all about one pure thing: Love.
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