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    Prologue (Kasen) 
 
    I could see two floors already aflame. Thankfully, it did not look like the fire was spreading. We had positioned teams across the back with ladder trucks from Firehouse 4 and 8 to douse the flame with retardant. 
 
    “What’s happening, Lieutenant?” I asked, walking up to the Command Center he had established at the front of the building. 
 
    “Fire appears to have started in the kitchen of one office on the second floor, spread from there.” He looked at his sheet. “AZ Distributors, according to the Security staff of the building. A janitorial staff member stuck a foil-covered ham sandwich in a microwave, then walked down the hall to get a Coke. By the time he came back, half the room was in flames. Fire suppression gave spotty coverage in the hallway, allowing the enemy to escape into the interior walls. We’ve been struggling to gain control ever since.” 
 
    “Do we need to call in another Ladder?” 
 
    “Shouldn’t need it, Captain. The enemy seems to be…” 
 
    A Department SUV suddenly pulled up next to the Command Center. Shit, I thought to myself. It’s the Chief. What does he want? 
 
    Even before he was all the way out of his vehicle, we both shrugged at my unspoken question. 
 
    “You better get that motherfucker under control,” the Chief bellowed as he got out. The guy was an enormous man. Mid-6-feet. Gotta be nearly 250 pounds. Built like the proverbial brick shithouse. All muscle too! The guy was famous as a fitness nut, pushed all of us to do more every year in our evaluations. 
 
    That voice… deep and sonorous… flew across the space. “The Mayor’s son has offices on 5. She will be most unhappy if you let them go.” He looked at us with what can only be called a ‘fireman’s grin’. “Please tell me it wasn’t the foil-wrapped sandwich you said over the radio?” 
 
    “Afraid so, Chief,” I said, the Lieutenant and I laughing together. Seldom surprised anymore, Firehouse Wisdom still held, even after 20 years of fighting the yellow-and-orange. Fighting fires is probably the one place where you see a solid confirmation of the bottomless depths of human stupidity. 
 
    “That motherfucking guard is going to end up in the slammer if it takes out the entire building. The Mayor will see to it.” 
 
    “Don’t think that will be a problem, Chief,” I said. “The Lieutenant says we have already gained some control in the back corridors. I was about ready to check to see if they had made progress in the water column.” 
 
    This is a vulnerable part of nearly every building. The central core where water and plumbing stretch to the top often leaves a hole where the fire can find new entry to other floors. We already had teams on the 4th floor to prevent the spread. 
 
    “Make sure it doesn’t,” the Chief barked, as I turned my attention to the radio. 
 
    That guy has always been a major supporter of mine in department politics. Juliet and I used to socialize a lot with him and his wife when I first joined the department. Since his divorce 3 years ago, rumored to be because he had ‘aggressive’ tastes in the bedroom, I had seen little of him. 
 
    Right now, he was a pain in my ass, I thought, chuckling to myself. I wondered if Lieutenant MacTavish thought the same about me… 
 
    After listening to the teams report in with status… major consumption was under control… I turned back to the Chief. “Why you out this late, Chief? Just because of the Mayor’s son?” 
 
    “Just bored,” he laughed. “Since Ingrid left, I do nothing a lot of evenings. Like to come out… see how real firefighters do their thing. I spend so much time with budgets and politics now days… shit, I’m not even sure if I could face the yellow-and-orange again.” 
 
    “I can get you some gear, send you in,” I chuckled. “Battling our ancient enemy always gets my heart racing.” 
 
    That brought a laugh. From a guy that size, it sounded like a booming launch across the street. “Fuck no…” he chortled. “That’s why we have newbies. Am I right?” So amused was he with his own joke, he slapped his hand merrily on my back, practically knocking me over. This was a big man! I tried to laugh with him while slipping out of range. 
 
    When I joined the department 20 years before, he was my first Captain at Firehouse 8. Nice guy. He seemed to latch onto me as a kindred spirit in the eternal fight against the yellow-and-orange enemy. They promoted him to Brigade Commander later, and he became a major ally when we lobbied to adopt the ‘California Split’ scheduling plan. 
 
    Because of our battle with the flame, firefighters have to be on the job 24 hours a day, seven days a week. For decades, most fire departments around the country worked 24 hours on, 24 off, then off 48 hours straight. The problem is that this odd work schedule creates tremendous difficulties for families and psychological problems for staff because of the constant pressure. 
 
    Five years ago, several of us lobbied for a new scheduling plan that started in California some time before. It came to be known as the ‘California split’. This calls for 24 hours on, 24 hours off. Repeat that twice more, then off 4 days straight. This schedule allowed everyone to share the burden of working weekends over the course of the year. 
 
    The advantage of this plan was mainly to handle the stress. Firefighters could decompress during the 4-day stretch at the end of each cycle. The incidence of mental health days and general psychological issues had fallen sharply since the adoption. 
 
    When Fred Thompson and I brought it to the Chief’s attention, then still a commander, he quickly agreed with the change. From that point forward, it became the three of us… the new wave… against the old guard. We spent a lot of time together planning and presenting, finally winning adoption the following year. That effort made me very popular around the department and made him Chief two years later. I followed as Captain of Firehouse 11 along the way. With his support, of course. 
 
    Let’s face it, the Chief has always been a challenge to manage. He was not only a massive guy in body size. He was big with control as well. The Chief brooked little in the way of resistance to his rule, would come down hard on anyone that contradicted him in meetings, and reserved an especially forceful reaction for anyone that countermanded one of his commands in the field. Many a career shattered against his wrath if the firefighter drew the Chief’s attention. 
 
    His divorce caught no one by surprise. That controlling personality, combined with the physically domineering manner… hard enough to handle professionally. I couldn’t imagine living with it every day. 
 
    “Looks like you have this under control,” the Chief said, shaking our hands. “Kase, let’s have a drink next week, on one of your 24 down shifts. Good to catch up.” I agreed I would call as he got into the car, driving off. 
 
    The Lieutenant looked at me tentatively, hesitant about speaking. I nodded my head, knowing what he was thinking. No one else was around. “Go ahead, you can speak freely, Eric.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Captain. That guy gives me the creeps. Don’t know what it is. Sometimes he comes into the firehouse late, walking around, touching everyone. I’m not the only one. I’ve heard rumors…” 
 
    “Come on,” I said, “it’s just his style. Doesn’t mean anything by it. Just wants to connect with the staff.” 
 
    “That’s not what I heard from a guy over at the 5th. Turned out the guy was bi. When the Chief was Commander of that district, he pushed him into giving him a blowjob every time he came by the station, or he would expose him.” 
 
    “Eric, no one cares about being gay anymore…” 
 
    “They do if you’re married, and the wife doesn’t know.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “The Chief wouldn’t let up. The guy told me he was almost abusive, forcing himself into his mouth. Rough, uncaring, would pull out and spray cum all over his face, laughing about what a mess he made. He demanded he let him fuck his ass… He wouldn’t do that… I’m telling you, Captain. The guy is a menace… forced my friend to leave the department to get away from him.” 
 
    Abruptly, a bunch of things the Chief had done over the years suddenly came to mind. The touching, the violation of personal space, words he used. “You think he’s still doing it with others?” 
 
    “Not sure. Remember Fred Thompson, died saving that homeless guy in the spring?” 
 
    “Of course, I knew Fred very well. We were…” 
 
    The Lieutenant had to get this off his chest, cutting me off. “You knew his wife, Molly… liked to play around, right?” I nodded. Did NOT know that until Julie and I started playing around ourselves about the time Fred died. “I heard the Chief had become her main squeeze. Whenever he wanted her, whether or not Fred was working, he would call and she would drop everything, running over to service him. Molly was the reason he split with his wife. The Chief refused to give her up.” 
 
    I was shocked. Knew none of this. Again, a cascade of seemingly unrelated events suddenly came into sharp focus. Molly’s suddenly leaving town after Fred’s death… presumably because of a child’s illness… the Chief requiring me to be the one to tell her when Fred died. 
 
    “Let’s hope he’s settled down,” I said. “Maybe all these terrible consequences have tempered him a little.” 
 
    I blanched as thoughts of Juliet came to mind, turning away so the Lieutenant could not see me. Maybe not. The last couple times I had drinks with him, after Molly moved away, he had seemed very interested in hearing about Juliet. What she was doing. How good looking she was. 
 
    And knowing her penchant for big guys with big cocks now… please no… not the Chief! 
 
    “Eric, looks like you have the situation here well in hand. Going to head back to the 11th. Catch up on some paperwork.” I stepped over to him, gripping his shoulder with my hand. “I won’t let the Chief do anything to you or anyone else at the 11th. Don’t worry. Okay?” 
 
    The Lieutenant nodded his acceptance. I could tell he was nervous about the situation. 
 
    The situation… shit! Mine wasn’t any better, I reflected as I got into the Firehouse SUV. My relationship with Julie had taken a surprising turn over the last few months. After discovering my arousal at her cuckolding me, she had become an insatiable hotwife. At least Molly limited her play to just a few guys. Finally one, apparently. 
 
    Julie seemed willing to take on all comers. Or should I say ‘cummers’. I had become her somewhat willing accomplice. 
 
    At first, she went out while I stayed at home. God, that was hot! I would be hard virtually the entire time she was gone, scorched with this odd mix of jealousy and arousal that I quickly came to love. When she returned, we had the best reclaim sex ever. 
 
    Then something changed… for both of us. The guys got more demanding. She wanted multiple at a time. Finally, she started taunting me about my inadequacies, becoming more forceful in controlling what I did while she played. 
 
    I fell further under her control. Could not help myself. Soon she had me wearing only women’s panties and a leather collar whenever I was home, would strap me to a chair, forcing me to watch what the men did to her, then they would often use me for their pleasure. 
 
    I had lost complete control of my life at home. Juliet had become my Mistress and I her somewhat willing submissive. What makes this possible for me remains a mystery. I still cringe when the guys walk in, seeing me clad in only panties and a collar. That submission touches something in me… something deep… something primal. 
 
    Watching Juliet cum so strong while I can do nothing about it, strapped to my chair, just did something to me. Even when she denied my release, which she frequently does now days, the arousal fills me. So much that when she finally allows me to cum, these releases are the best!  
 
    There was no doubt in my mind that this was self-destructive behavior and going to end badly. I knew it. She knew it. Yet neither one of us wanted to stop this sensual thrill ride we had begun so many months before. 
 
    As I traveled to the 11th, my phone binged three times. I did not answer, knowing what they were. My wife had gone out with one of her lovers. She always sent pics and videos to taunt me. 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot and finally looked down at the phone. It was a guy named Weston. I was glad he was there when I wasn’t. Some of her guys had decided using me was part of the fun. In between their being with Juliet, they forced their cocks down my throat while strapped to the chair, using nipple and ball clamps on me, paddling and flogging me while they held me on the bed. I had fallen hard into this lifestyle. Weston was one of the worst. 
 
    As I watched the videos she sent, scrolling through the photos, I wondered where this was going to take us. She seemed intent on pushing me down what she called the ‘rabbit hole’ of my cuckold needs, deeper and deeper. I shuddered as I watched Weston fucking her from behind, her screams of release filling the video. My wife and her lovers liked to put on a show for me whenever they fucked her. 
 
    How much deeper can this go? The last text told me it could be a lot further. Be ready. Weston has plans for you when you get home, it said. My cock betrays me every time! I was already hard as I imagined what they had in mind.

  

 
   
    1 / Pushing Harder (Juliet) 
 
    Weston had been so rough with me last night. I was happy to let him turn his attention to my husband when he walked in the door the next morning. Don’t get me wrong, I loved every minute of what he gave me. I just needed a break. 
 
    All night long, he kept at me. Every opening in my body was his playground. My nipples were red and raw from his constant torment. Weston’s enormous cock could take me to places only Lee had gone before. The guy was a monster… and I mean that in the best way… totally insatiable! 
 
    When he couldn’t get it up again, his body needing a break, he would reach into my drawer to use dildos and butt plugs on me until it revived him. He would not let me rest. The cumming just seemed like one long string of climaxes. 
 
    When I heard Kasen come in the door, I pushed Weston off me, thankful for the break. He didn’t wait for me to speak. 
 
    “Get up here, cuck!” he yelled down the stairs. “I have plans for you.” 
 
    It had become routine now. My cuckold was not allowed to wear clothing in the house. Only women’s panties and a collar. I had cleaned out a kitchen drawer, using it for all the supplies he needed that day: the extra-large panties I had bought for him, his collar, and whatever else he was to use whenever I was in the mood. 
 
    Today, it was the frilly pink panties, the collar, a pretty good sized butt plug and lube. I could hear him taking his uniform off, with all its equipment, setting them on the kitchen table, clicking the collar around his neck, the groan of inserting the plug. The sound on the stairs. How I loved playing with my cuckold. 
 
    He walked in the door, as I had instructed him many times, especially when one of my bulls was ‘entertaining’ me… head bowed and hands held behind his back. 
 
    “Get your cuffs on,” I told him, as Weston got up walking toward the drawer where we held our growing collection of toys. 
 
    The exhaustion in his eyes caught my attention. Firefighters sometimes sleep all night long, sometimes they don’t. This night must have been a long one. Though he did not stop, or resist, walking over to where Weston stood next to the toys. 
 
    Kasen put the cuffs on his limbs. His head bowed the entire time, occasionally glancing over at me. I winked at him, nodding for him to continue. I could already see his cock hardening inside the panties. 
 
    This has always been the mystery to me. My husband seemed uninterested and even reluctant to play most of the time, yet whenever I put him in this situation, he would get hard as a stone. 
 
    Over the months of our playing, the guys and I have paddled, whipped, flogged him, simply tortured his nipples and balls, and held him tied to the chair while they took me for hours. He never complained, seldom lost his erection, nor protested while we were playing. He even groaned at the pain as if it was the greatest pleasure he had ever experienced! 
 
    Today was no exception. As Kasen put the cuffs on, Weston was batting his erection with the back of his hand, laughing as it flopped up and down. I could tell it hurt, but Kasen pushed his hips forward, allowing easier access, going about his business with the cuffs. 
 
    It was all in the eyes… glassy, unfocused, inwardly directed. He somehow disconnects from what was happening, allowing it all without comment… My cuck completely surrendered his body to be used as we wished. 
 
    Weston wished a lot! As soon as he fastened the last cuff, he pushed Kasen’s chest down onto the dresser, fastened his hands behind his back, then reached into the drawer for a wooden paddle. Smack after smack rained down on his ass cheeks. His flesh jiggled with each strike, turning quickly pink as the skin reacted to its abuse. 
 
    Kasen was wiggling now, trying to absorb the pounding. Weston did not let up. I walked over to lean my face near my husband, pulling his lips to mine. Each strike pushed him into my mouth. He groaned openly now. I reached down to grip his cock, rigid and throbbing… as always. My Kasen loved to be treated this way, god help him… he does! 
 
    I pulled my mouth away from his. “I love how much you enjoy being paddled by my bulls. You like it too, don’t you, my beloved?” 
 
    He grunted heavily, Weston seeming to paddle harder with my words. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ was all that came out in a soft whisper. 
 
    “Next time Rich comes over, I think we’ll tie you to the bed and see how much pain you can take. You would like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” He protested as I gave him another big kiss. 
 
    Weston switched to the bamboo rods, striking viscously across his ass. “You do not contradict your Mistress,” he barked, emphasizing each word with a blow. “I think you like that very much.” 
 
    “Yes, you would, my cuckold,” I whispered in his ears. “Imagine giving yourself completely to me, to Rich, to everyone that wants you. Complete surrender.” 
 
    Kasen groaned as the bamboo strike connected with the butt plug, sending a wave of pleasure that balanced the excruciating pain. When he reacted, Weston reached up, pushing the plug actively. Kasen wiggled more, groaning at the sudden change. 
 
    “Yes… I think you would like that,” I giggled. “Though it doesn’t really matter what you prefer, does it? I get to do whatever I want… however I want… whenever I want. Don’t I, my little cuckold.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I am yours always.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Whenever he made statements like that, I often gasped at how true they were. We had discovered this side of him after a conversation where I let him know my frustration with our sex life, so gentle, so bland. I needed more, I told him. Hard to believe that was only five months ago. 
 
    We had been married over 20 years when it started. Our daughter Natalie had recently gone off to college in a neighboring state, and I faced the prospect of living the rest of my life in sexual frustration. We had a conversation about it one night. I reviewed how active I was before we got married, such a horny little slut, how much I missed that. That was the breakthrough we needed. He protested my words, yet his cock turned hard as it was now. 
 
    When I discovered how excited he got at my stories, that my husband was a cuckold, I rolled the dice on our marriage… to address my frustration head on… to give him a push in that direction. I cheated on him, going to a bar, found a guy named Rory, who fucked me hard in the parking lot of that bar, then came home covered with his cum. 
 
    Okay, not my finest moment, but it worked! I had expected to clean up, then tell him the story the next morning. Unfortunately… or fortunately, as it turned out… Kasen surprised me by coming home… he had forgotten something… while I sat at the table, completely disheveled and freshly fucked. He was very upset at first. Next thing, he had me pushed over the kitchen table and taking me more aggressively than he ever had before. My pussy still dripped from Rory’s load. 
 
    The next few days, we talked about what had happened and I worked out a plan. I would go back to Rory on his next 4-day. He would stay at home, naked, while I went to Rory’s apartment. My bull surprised me by bringing a friend, Lee, who turned out to have the largest cock I had ever seen. 
 
    Those two men took me, all the while sending pics and videos to Kasen. By the time I got home, Kasen was in a frenzy. We humped until deep into the morning. 
 
    Our lives changed after that. We had some difficulties. Still, it seemed to work. I found multiple guys to fuck me and he stayed at home anguishing in his cuckold glory. It worked until he couldn’t take it anymore, at least, feeling left out of the process. 
 
    After that, he approved my continuing to play. Asked I do it on the 24-hour overnights he did as a firefighter, and not tell him any of the details. ‘Just do it’ his message. You need it, go ahead. He no longer wanted to be involved. 
 
    That worked well… for a while, at least. I had unleashed a monster in myself. I needed more stimulation and pleasure. Along the way, one guy invited me to Cabo for a weekend of sexual pleasure. There were to be 5 guys and 2 women. One woman even brought her own cuckold along. Here is where I saw the real potential for my husband and his desire to be a cuckold. 
 
    When I came home, he was more upset than I had ever seen him. Cheating on him, no longer willing to play. Calling me a slut, and worse. All of which I deserved, of course, yet something in me snapped. I walked up, slapping him across the face, telling him he was never to speak to me like that again. 
 
    That’s when he really surprised me. My husband melted right in front of me. My six-foot tall, burly fireman dropped to his knees, begging forgiveness. Our relationship changed at that moment. He gave himself completely to my control, quivering on the floor. 
 
    I took that control, walking into the closet, pulling out some old BDSM toys and cuffs I had bought for him to use on me some years before. He had refused to even think about hurting me, even though I was asking him to do it. 
 
    I had no such qualms putting the cuffs on his wrists, fastening them together behind his back, and bending him over the bed. Then I walked over to the closet, getting his uniform belt, unleashing all the frustrations that had built up in 20 years, with withering strikes across his ass cheeks. 
 
    The surprise? He got hard as stone, moaning as I struck him… even though I ended up leaving big welts all over his ass… 
 
    I told him he could no longer wear clothing in our house, inviting one of my bulls, Jared, and Kasen’s best friend, Rich, who had been trying to get in my pants for years, to fuck me while Kasen had to watch. 
 
    After they had taken it to me so hard I was struggling to breathe, Kasen made the mistake of touching himself while they did it. Everyone stopped, dragged Kasen over to the bed. Jared did the same thing I did, only with a man’s power. Kasen’s ass glowed red for days afterward. 
 
    Yet, while it was happening, something broke in my husband. While he was being flogged, I whispered in his ear. “Time to accept what you are, my little cuckold. A cuckold that deserves whatever he receives. This will be your lot whenever I want to punish you, or even if I just want to have fun.” 
 
    Kasen believed it, accepted the pain. “It is part of who you are, what you deserve,” I continued on. “Make it part of you.” After that, he groaned as the pleasure grew even deeper somehow. Now both men were spanking and whipping him. “You were meant to be a cuckold, my love. Learning to accept that will make you happier. Obey your Mistress.” 
 
    Every session since then has included him completely obeying me. Sometimes I just leave him at home to go out to play; naked except for panties and collar, of course. Other times, I ladle on ample portions of abject humiliation, taunting and degradation, forcing him to do whatever the guys wanted, and more often worse, what I wanted. I forced him to suck their cocks, to lick their cum out of my pussy. I forced him to do the worst of everything I could imagine. 
 
    Sometimes, like tonight, pain was part of the mix. Other times, he was required to sit fastened to his chair while the men pleased me. There was no question who was in charge. He had given himself completely to me. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “Get back on your chair, cuck. My cock needs more of your wife,” Weston told him. 
 
    Kasen, without hesitation, did what he was told. I walked over, fastening his wrists and ankles to the chair, sucked on his cock a few times to make sure he was still hard, then moved close to his ear again, whispering. 
 
    “I love the way his cock splits me open, so much bigger than yours, so much stronger than your weak dick.” 
 
    I signaled for Weston to get on his back, angled so I could mount him, forcing Kasen to watch the full penetration of this cock in his wife’s pussy. The more I moaned with the pleasure, the more Kasen did. Each time, after I came, I looked over at my husband tied to the chair. The look of adoration on his face… my God! I didn’t even know how to interpret such a thing. He was loving what we did to him. 
 
    After Weston left an hour later, I unhooked Kasen from the chair, brought him over to the bed, laying him on his back and mounted his rigid rod, trapping his hands between my knees so he could not move. His eyes were unfocused, as if the rod inside me had become the total summation of his life, absorbing all his attention. 
 
    As I slowly ground myself on him, I decided it was time for a little talk. Okay, maybe not a talk. I would talk, he would listen. 
 
    “My cuckold, I have had so much pleasure lately. You like me to be pleasured, don’t you?” He could barely respond, only nodded. I reached up and slapped him across the face. “You will respond when your Mistress addresses you.” 
 
    He startled out of his trance, staring at me like I had surprised him by being there. “Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say, Mistress.” He kept going on and on. Mistress this, will obey that. I grinned to myself. He was deep in the rabbit hole now, wasn’t he? 
 
    Suddenly, I realized I never wanted him to come out of that hole. I liked him there. Liked the freedom it gave me. I never again wanted to listen to his sanctimonious preaching about what was right and proper. As I ground myself on him, looking to give him the relief I knew he needed, my mind wondered to what I could do to push him further down that hole. 
 
    Oh yes, I was going to have so much fun with my cuckold.

  

 
   
    2 / Lunch with Rich (Kasen) 
 
    Many more days like this one… holy shit. What has happened to me? Everything I thought I was… thought I should be, at least… has been ground into little pieces with each strike of that paddle from Weston. Every once in a while, I would glance over to look at Julie. Vicious is the only word I could use to describe what I saw there. 
 
    She was loving what he did to me. The more painful, the better. I turned my head to watch her as he struck me. She didn’t even notice. All she could see was the impact and my cries of pain with each blow. Smiled with each! One particular one was very hard. She clapped her hands in joy. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, Julie and I had veered off course. As I looked at her glee, I knew we were heading for a place I wasn’t sure I wanted to go. The reality was much harsher. We could not stop. Did not really want to. The elixir of being her cuckold was too strong a draw. 
 
    The devilish mixture of her pleasure and my pain left my cock mesmerized, out of control. Saying no to her left me with a terrible dread in my heart. It would be the end of us. I knew that. She would not stop, under any circumstances, and if I actually said no… for good… my packed suitcase would be next to the door before I could consider the options. 
 
    Here is why the reality is so harsh. I didn’t want to go. No matter how much humiliation she heaped on me, or how many guys abused every part of my body, they hooked me on the need. More than any heroin addict. More than a lifetime smoker. Every part of me WANTED to obey, to be attached to that chair when she walked over to me, pulling the nipple clamps, unable to move from the restraints. Or just watching her scream with repeated releases, the sweat pouring down her face. I needed this as much as she did. 
 
    I know… I know… crazy as bat shit! It would be the end of me. I knew it. Sooner than later, one of those guys is going to get carried away, either with me or her, my limbs strapped to the chair, unable to stop whatever he is doing. The likelihood of that is almost 100%. 
 
    Yet I kept coming back… the pull of submission had overwhelmed every one of my carefully honed risk management tools. I was helpless to resist. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After her latest bull left, the combination of the play and the fires that kept me up all the previous night became too much. I collapsed into bed, waking around 11 that morning with a note from Julie that she was getting her hair done. She had a date with Lee that night, wanted to look her best. 
 
    Lee was the only one she did not bring home. I suspect after being a regular item for the last 5 months; they were long past hotwife and bull. She didn’t want me to see them ‘making love’. 
 
    I knew there was no threat from a self-centered buffoon like Weston, or even Jared and Rory, though they were probably closer. Or the guys that took her off to Mexico… They fucked her good and hard, for sure. I knew she could barely remember their names. Just a nice physical connection. 
 
    No, Lee was the competition for her affections. Plus, he had something I didn’t… that monster cock! She had been going to him at least once a week since we started. She had always been here when I returned from my 24-hour shifts. Multiple times, I could smell strange scents and noticed her winded when I arrived. I never asked, but I suspected she had spent the night with Lee. She was long past caring about the rule to inform me where she was going. 
 
    As I wiped the sleep from my eyes, I picked up my phone to check for messages and found a genuine surprise. Texts from Rich that came in around 10 AM. 
 
    [Rich]: Hey bud, let’s have lunch. I’m off today. I called out to the 11th. They told me you were on your off day. 
 
    [Rich]: We need to talk. Just talk. OK? 
 
    Not sure what to think about that. Since he joined our play two weeks ago, I had not heard word one from him. Nor tried to contact him, either. The idea of reliving the experience filled me with dread. 
 
    He had been my best friend for longer than I knew Julie. We had been on the same team since serving in Firehouse 8 for the first 10 years of our careers. Were together two years by the time we met Julie, when Rich and I saved her from that 4-story disaster. Fire had trapped her inside an apartment. Rich and I had taken a terrible risk in looking for survivors. Barely got out alive. Yet we found her. She has been with me ever since. 
 
    Rich and I have stayed close all that time. Rarely did a week go by when I did not talk to him multiple times, or at least text back and forth. He got caught carelessly by the enemy a few years back. Burned him pretty badly. After multiple surgeries, only some heavy scarring on his left leg remained. Still, I was the one in the waiting room after the surgery. Julie and I would visit him day-after-day in the hospital. In the end, he couldn’t bring himself to fight fires anymore, taking a job in security at a local warehouse district. 
 
    That didn’t matter to our friendship. At least I didn’t think so. We still went to the gym together, went out to eat regularly, and went to local sporting events as often as they coincided with my weird work schedules. 
 
    He was worse on me than Jared that night. Jared struck harder. Seemed more enthusiastic. Despite his embarrassment about what he was doing, Rich really got into it. He was supposed to be my friend, my wingman, looking out for my interests. Instead, he was like every other cock, looking at my gorgeous wife and wanting a piece. 
 
    Julie is gorgeous, no question about that. Tall for a woman, at five-nine, thin, especially for a 42-year-old. Her D-cup breasts had only sagged slightly, even after breastfeeding Natalie. All this combined with her beautiful chestnut hair, cut to shoulder length, and pretty face, left a package few guys could resist. 
 
    Turns out, Rich had been hitting on her for years, feeling like he did not get the fair end of saving Julie from the fire. He took the same risk, yet I got the girl. She had resisted all that time because of loyalty to me. Since loyalty was no longer a consideration, she had invited Rich to join us that night with Jared. Finally, giving in to his desires. 
 
    You could say I gave in as well. He made me suck his cock, played with mine, gave me the hardest spanking I had ever received, and made me cringe at how often he made it with Julie. Turned out, he was bisexual and seemed to touch me as often as he touched her. I cringed at first, not really wanting male contact. Once the first touch had happened, I submitted like I had for every other guy that came in. Rich just seemed to like it more. 
 
    In some ways, I enjoyed playing with him. We had been friends for a long time. A strong layer of bromance existed between us, even if we never took that to a physical level. I was so clueless, didn’t even know he was bisexual. Julie knew, taking advantage of it. 
 
    I wasn’t sure I wanted to get together with him. Would he now treat me as his submissive as well? Demand I suck his cock in the parking lot? Or find a park where he could paddle me? He wanted to fuck me that night. No question about that. Julie didn’t want to waste an erection on ‘that’… she had said that about her husband’s ass. Except for the routine buttplugs she forced me to insert during play sessions, I had never had a live cock in my ass. Not sure I wanted one. 
 
    Yet none of that mattered now. I knew I couldn’t say no. I no longer had that gene in me. By the time the request would come out of his mouth, I would be on my knees with hands clasped behind my back, mouth open. I knew all my will to resist was gone. 
 
    Just as I was getting ready to hop in the shower, another text came through. From Rich. 
 
    [Rich]: Really bud, just to talk. 
 
    [Kasen]: Where? 
 
    [Rich]: Breakfast Nook, off 87th. Know it? 
 
    [Kasen]: Just getting in the shower. Noon?  
 
    [Rich]: Thanks bud. You won’t regret. I’m sorry about the surprise the other night. 
 
    I’ll bet, I said to myself, headed into the shower. As the water warmed up, I looked at my ass. I was going to have some lines for a bit. Sure glad I have my own shower at the firehouse. 
 
    Frankly, I didn’t have a clue what I was going to say to him. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The Breakfast Nook was a local dive, serving only breakfast and lunch. They had good omelets and the best pancakes in the civilized world. They put some kind of sweetener in the batter that made them sing in your mouth. So good! 
 
    When I walked in, Rich was already in a booth. When I walked up, he stood, hugging me tightly. 
 
    “Didn’t think you would come, Kase. Still mad at me for showing up like that?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t have much control over what happens anymore. Though it embarrassed me to have you see me in the panties and collar.” 
 
    “Looked kind of hot, actually. I wanted to drop to my knees and suck you right there. Your Mistress would hear none of that. She was ready to get started. She’s become a driven lady, hasn’t she?” 
 
    I could only shake my head. Indeed, she had. 
 
    “Kase… look… I wanted to talk to you about what happened, how I came to be there, and what it means for the future. Up for that discussion?” 
 
    “Rich… not sure what I can add. I wasn’t kidding about having no control. She tells me what to do and I do it.” 
 
    “Since when? That’s my first question. How the fuck did you end up in panties and a collar? I never knew you were into that kind of shit.” 
 
    “Neither did I. It came out slowly at first, when Julie was encouraging me to be more aggressive in bed. When I couldn’t, she told me about her pre-marital exploits. How she wanted to do those again. I got really aroused. She took that as permission to proceed. Found a guy… I have been a cuckold ever since.” 
 
    “What about all the submission and pain play? Happen at the same time?” 
 
    “No, that came later. We had a big blowup over her leaving me at home, going to Cabo for a long weekend of debauchery. She came home, and we had a terrible argument. At least I thought so… something happened to me… something inside. Next thing I knew, she was slapping me across the face. I was on my knees begging her forgiveness and she was whipping me with a belt, hands cuffed behind my back. I simply can’t say no to her anymore.” 
 
    “Only to her? That Jared seemed to order you around, too.” 
 
    “Pretty much everyone now. Why I worried about our having lunch. Thought you would order me to give you a blow job in the parking lot.” 
 
    “Not in the parking lot,” Rich chuckled. “We could go to my place, only a few minutes away,” he said, pretending to rise from his chair. 
 
    “You said talk only…” 
 
    “Just kidding,” he said, laughing, sitting back down. “Though now that you know I am bi… any time you want to come over and play while Julie is out with her men, you are welcome.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind.” He did not miss my sarcastic tone. It kicked to a sudden anger. 
 
    “That was a genuine invitation… you will not talk to me that way. Never. Is that understood?” 
 
    I was already shaking even before he finished, bowing my head. “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “If I ordered you to go out and blow me in the parking lot, then you would fucking do it. That better be understood right here.” 
 
    “Yes, Master. Of course.” That shrinking of my chest, pulling into myself. I knew it was true. I would rip my clothes off right here if he ordered it. 
 
    He reached across to take my hand in his. “Look, Kase. I don’t want it to be like that. We have been friends for a long time. The love I have felt for you has always been strong. Surely you know that. Now, it might take a slightly unique form. Still, my thoughts are always for you… for what’s best for us.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, gently pulling my hand back. “I’m sorry for just now. Everything is so new to me. I’m having trouble processing it all. These feelings that I have, so strong, so raw. Hard to handle.” 
 
    “First experience as a submissive?” 
 
    “I thought what I am is called a cuckold… at least that’s what Julie calls me.” 
 
    “That you are. The idea of submission is very much a part of you, too. I saw it in the way you played, how turned on you got when we controlled you. The pain drove you deeper into it. Submissives call that ‘subspace’, where you get lost in the feelings. They give up all control. Cuckold is just Julie’s way of saying you will do anything to allow her to play.” 
 
    “Rich, I don’t know what’s happened to me. I simply can’t say no… ever… I would do anything.” 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I shivered at his words… the shock going deep. I nodded my head yes, so good… 
 
    “You’re a submissive. Need that release to enjoy the sex. That you didn’t find out until later in life is not that odd. I work with a guy now that is a submissive to his wife. Took him 20 years of being married before he had the courage to tell his wife. They aren’t lifestyle like you two. She will come home, abruptly order him to take his clothes off, then paddle him so hard he can hardly stand the next day. He loves her for it.” 
 
    “Here’s the problem, Rich… really getting concerned. Last night, Weston was over. He paddled and whipped me repeatedly. I looked at her face while he did it. She was REALLY enjoying it. Scared me. I feel like I need her to protect me because I can’t say no. Now, I feel like she will just egg them on.” 
 
    “The Mistress is supposed to be the person to protect the submissive. I’ll have a talk with her. Make sure she understands her role in the power exchange.” 
 
    “No, don’t do that. She’ll think I came to complain, and I’ll get it even worse next time.” 
 
    “Unless you tell her we had lunch, I didn’t plan to. I know she’s your wife, but I don’t check in with Mistress Julie. Is that clear?” 
 
    We were both chuckling at that. He liked to fuck her. Being controlled? That is apparently my thing, not his. 
 
    “Look, I know it will be hard. Even when you go deep into subspace like you did last week, you still have to keep a piece of yourself separate. I saw the way she was, gleefully allowing the guys to torment you. In her defense, she knows you like it, even if it frightens you. You just need to work out a safeword with her, that she will promise to obey when it goes too far. You need it to stay safe. Yet, I’ve seen you in action, Kase. You’re not capable of making that decision. She needs to do it.” 
 
    “Thanks for your thoughts. Just don’t tell her I said you should…” 
 
    “Understood. She has already been calling for a return engagement. We can speak about it then. I’ll tell her I noticed it while we played. That work?” I nodded. 
 
    “Now, my friend. Here’s the real topic I wanted to talk about. No joking now. I really enjoyed playing with you, both the submission and the physical pleasure. Would you be interested in playing with me again, with or without Julie?” 
 
    I shuddered at the thought. My cock already hardening at the thought. I nodded yes, I would. “Only if you take complete charge. Once I am in the door, I don’t want to be in charge or make any decisions. Not sure why that seems to make a difference…” 
 
    “I can do that. Hey, I gotta get. Let’s talk again. Even if we don’t play, I hope we can still be friends.” 
 
    “I’d like that.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    By the time I got home, Julie was already there, had apparently taken off a little early. She was packing a small bag for her evening out. 
 
    “Since you will go out early tomorrow anyway, I will probably stay over at Lee’s place, go to work from there. Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    I almost laughed out loud, as if she was giving me a choice. Here I was standing in my panties and collar, going to tell her what she could do? I said nothing, just walked back to my office. 
 
    Before she left, she came in to kiss me goodbye. “I don’t think we will send you videos this time. I’ll let you think about what we are doing.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good, I’m glad you agree.” 
 
    As she walked out the door, I felt my heart flutter. All those years of dedication to our relationship, and each other… now, whenever a new dick, or old, comes along… off she goes. What kind of relationship is that, anyway? No kind of marriage I could imagine. 
 
    Little did I know that this would be the last normal night I would have for a very long time.

  

 
   
    3 / Taken (Kasen) 
 
    On the next 4-day break from work, I was watching a game on TV early evening when Julie came in. 
 
    “Quick, Weston is bringing some friends over. Go up and get the bedroom ready. Put the BDSM toys on the dresser and strip the bed except for the sheet. Put some lights around and the lube on the nightstand. You might need it tonight. Then come back down. I want you on your knees by the door when they arrive. Be a good way to display yourself to the men, don’t you think?” 
 
    I might need it? What did she mean by that? 
 
    I rushed upstairs, threw the bedclothes in the closet, spread the toys out on the dresser, put the cuffs on, then came downstairs. She had changed into a sheer nightgown, some kind of silk that I had never seen before. 
 
    “Julie, that is a beautiful robe. Where did you get that?” 
 
    “You like?” She spun in front of me a couple of times. “Lee bought it for me. He has such good taste.” 
 
    She must have seen me blanch at that news. “Don’t be silly, Kase. He is just a friend.” 
 
    “Come on, Julie. No sense in kidding me any longer. You two are long past just-friends. You stay over with him on every one of my 24’s, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course, you know I do. And so what if we are more than friends? Your Mistress can play with who she chooses, remember?” 
 
    Her words spoke of confidence and daring. Her tone and face were something very different. Shame. She knew it was much more. Flaunting it in front of me just made it that much more obvious. That she didn’t care what I thought about it was the REAL issue. And we both knew it. 
 
    That look surprised me. She still cares after all? Yet does this to me? Shit, what was I to think about… 
 
    I was on the edge of crying just as the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Get down on your knees, fasten the cuffs behind your back. Do whatever they say all night long. Do you understand?” She barked at me. “And I mean everything!” 
 
    The implications of all that had transpired before, and tonight, sent me into a mental tailspin. I knew things were getting bad between us, but this quickly? The more she treated me with such disdain, the closer I knew the end game approached. 
 
    I had no interest in stopping… for now. Yet, I knew the limit of toleration was about to be reached. That robe had put me on a serious edge. If she was going to leave me for that motherfucker anyway, why wait around? In fact, I wondered… 
 
    “Hello, Weston. Welcome,” she said. “So glad you could come. And who are your friends?” 
 
    Weston interrupted my thoughts by walking straight to me, using his foot to play with my cock through the panties. All the worry of before had left me totally flaccid. I wondered if I would even get it up tonight. 
 
    “This is Jackson, Derek, and Ted. We have known each other for many years,” Weston said, introducing them to her. Not to me, mind you. I didn’t matter. He made that point clear by standing in front of me while they talked. 
 
    Julie kissed each of them as she pressed her nearly naked body against each man. They used their hands to explore what she was clearly offering. 
 
    Jackson was a big guy, not Chief sized, just bigger than me. A black guy that I found out later worked for the city in Public Works. Derek and Ted were about the same size as me and Weston, worked with him at FirstElectric, the local electric utility. 
 
    Just as they all finished their turn with Julie, Weston stepped aside, waving his arm to direct everyone’s attention to me on my knees, in collar and panties. They caught me completely by surprise. 
 
    “And this is the bonus I promised you. He will do anything we say. And I mean anything. The guy is a total slut for pain and loves to watch the little wifey get fucked over and over. Doesn’t he, love?” Weston said, taking Julie in his arms. 
 
    “Yes, he does,” she giggled. “Loves it. Let’s go upstairs and get started. I am looking forward to feeling you all inside me tonight.” 
 
    The guys scoffed like they had never heard a woman talk like that before, walking past her up the stairs. 
 
    “You stay down here on your knees while we get Julie started,” Weston said. “I’ll call you up when we are ready for you.” 
 
    I froze in place as I watched Julie walk up with the guys, their hands all over her and she doing nothing to slow them down. I heard a couple squeal at the top of the stairs, and a thud on the bed. It did not take long for the tenor of the sound to change. She was in the middle of a sea of testosterone and loving every minute. 
 
    Another 30 minutes went by, my knees really getting sore. I dared not move. Weston was the meanest of all her guys. He is probably standing at the top of the stairs waiting for me to change position. It didn’t really matter, anyway. I knew what was happening. Her groans and sharp releases were unmistakable. They were taking it to her hard. 
 
    Finally, Weston called for me to come up. I struggled to get out of the cramped kneeling position, trudging up the stairs, hands still fastened behind me. I stopped at the door to take in the sight before me. Jackson was on his back, Julie impaled on his cock. Derek was in her ass from behind, and Ted was in her mouth above. They were giving her all they had, treating her like a pincushion. 
 
    And she was loving every inch of that treatment. Groaning, whimpering, mewling. Just as I came in the door, she cried out as an orgasm swept through her. The guys never slowed. She was back building to the next one. 
 
    Since our play began so many months ago, I have always wondered how she pushed this desire down for so many years. She claims she never cheated on me, and I had no reason to doubt that. Now… so open… loving every cock, and wanting more every day. 
 
    She twisted with them inside her, groaning her pleasure. The hunger of her mouth gobbling Ted and the slight movement down below to encourage the cocks inside… she loved this. LOVED it! How could she have turned that off all these years? 
 
    “Told you guys,” Weston chuckled. “A total slut.” 
 
    He tilted his head toward my chair, showing for me to sit. I sat down, could not take my eyes off what was happening in front of me, as he fastened me to the chair. I wondered at that moment if this was what Cabo was like for the entire visit. She must have had multiple cocks taking her in every hole… Had to be, judging by how red and swollen her sex and ass were when she returned. They were definitely going to give her everything she wanted tonight. 
 
    After her second release while I was in the room… or maybe third, I had lost count… the guys pulled out, pushing her over on her back. Weston followed, dropping on top, pushing himself inside. She brought him down to kiss her and they were making torrid love right in front of me. This was not the raw sex of before. She was making love to this guy, kissing, stroking, fondling as they ground together. 
 
    Her desire for him caught in my throat, pushing that fear of loss back to the surface. She pulled him tight with her arms, legs wrapped around his hips. I could see the gentle movement of her hips as she adjusted to his entry, helping and encouraging him. 
 
    That was the last they let me see. The other three guys surrounded me, blocking my view. All their cocks were hard, sticking out in front of me. One by one, they pushed them into my mouth while pinching my nipples, flicking at my balls and cock. 
 
    By this time, I was hard again. Ted grabbed my shaft, acting like he was going to jack me a few strokes. Instead, he viciously twisted the shaft, causing me to cry out. I heard laughter from the bed. 
 
    “What a baby!” Julie said. 
 
    “Yeh,” Jackson said as he pumped his cock in my mouth. “Man up, bitch. You gonna have a long night.” 
 
    Weston finally came. Then, one by one, they would peel off, go back to the bed, and take their turn with a one-on-one with Julie. The guy that had just finished inside her would return his cock to my mouth, demanding I clean her off their softening rod. 
 
    And they made good on the long night promise. First came the nipple and ball clamps. When I yelled too much at the pain, they placed the ball gag on me. They played games with me, tying a rope to the chain connecting the clamps, pulling me out of the chair, and tugging me around the room on my knees by the clamp chains. The pain was worse than anything I had ever felt before. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After the final guy had his individual turn with Julie, they moved me to the bed. I don’t know when they had installed this. I hadn’t seen it before. They placed me in a four-corner spread on the bed on my back, fastening me to ropes at each corner. 
 
    The ball gag was still in place as I lay there quivering. It didn’t take long as they pulled the ropes at each corner as tight as possible. Never had I ever felt so exposed before. Fear of what they would do to my scrotum filled me. I just got harder! 
 
    “I think he likes this,” Ted laughed. “What do you think, Jules?” God, that name! I hated when they called her that. Only her play partners did. 
 
    I picked my head up to see her sitting on the bed, gently stroking my leg. Our eyes caught. The gleam of arousal filled her. Whether from what she had done or what was to come, I wasn’t sure. She was enjoying herself. Somehow, that strengthened my arousal. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Julie said, her stroke stretching up to touch my throbbing cock, jacking me several times. Then she pulled on the chains between my nipples and ball clamps. I cringed as she pulled them. “My cuck loves to be abused. Yearns for it even. And I love to watch when it happens.” 
 
    “Let’s get these out of the way,” Weston said. He removed the clamps from my scrotum. The pain was absolutely excruciating as I pulled on the restraints, trying to control the flow. They had been on for so long, and pulled so much, that my flesh protested savagely at their removal. 
 
    Then something happened. Something I cannot explain. I felt a jolt of pleasure as the pain transformed into something fantastic! My cock simply pulsated with sudden arousal. A groan escaped even around the ball gag that filled my mouth. 
 
    I could hear Julie giggling. “I told you,” she said. “He loves this.” 
 
    Movement caught my attention near the nipple clamps. Just as I tightened with anticipation, I felt her mouth drop onto my rod, engulfing me in a sea of warmth. At the same moment, they removed the clamps. Two heads moved down to suck and bite on my sore nipples. It was like an explosion of pure pleasure crashing against me, a pail of bliss tossed onto my body. 
 
    Julie was sucking hard, clearly working to get me off, while the other guys were pulling on nipples so full of pain, yet the sucking seemed to amplify that pulse of pleasure flowing from her mouth. 
 
    Screams came out of my mouth… or whatever scream could be through the ball gag… as my spunk blasted into her mouth. She sucked harder, taking every drop. It was almost too much, as I pushed into her mouth, yanking hard on the restraints. My body thrashed on the bed, the intensity catching me by surprise. 
 
    Everything I was, everything I had ever been, pulsed through me in that one moment. When it was over, I was gasping through the gag, trying to find myself again. I had never cum that hard in my entire life. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “That looked like fun,” one of them said. I was so fried I didn’t know who. My brain wouldn’t cooperate as I trembled on the bed, trying to reset, figure out where I was. Nothing seemed to work. I felt them holding onto my arms and legs, holding me down. 
 
    Still didn’t understand what was happening until I heard the swish of air as the bead flogger struck my scrotum and cock. Fuck!!! The strike was easy, but the beads slashing across my tender flesh felt like my skin was coming off. The strikes traced along my softening rod, still in hypersensitivity after that monster release. My body reacted without thought, trying to get away, to protect myself from this wrenching pain. 
 
    The contrast of the horrible pain followed so closely after the intense pleasure… I thrashed hard, pushing back and forth. I knew why they held me down. Might have dislocated a shoulder I was yanking so hard. God damn it… that hurt!!! There was no radiating this, no following pleasure pulse… This just fucking hurt! Now I was really screaming into the ball gag. I thought they were trying to rip my cock off. 
 
    I heard Julie whisper, ‘Enough.’ The striking stopped. 
 
    I laid back on the bed, trying to catch a breath. Jesus! THAT was intense! 
 
    Weston laughed while I panted. “I think he liked that one. He’ll love what comes next even more.” 
 
    My mind went blank. What could be worse than that? 
 
    Julie leaned near my face, kissing me around the gag. I could taste my cum in her mouth. Her kiss was intense, even through the gag. I could feel the pleasure she had felt watching that, her heart still racing. 
 
    “Tonight, my love,” she whispered. “We’re going to take you all the way down the rabbit hole. I want to see how far it goes. I want you to feel the pain and the pleasure. All at the same time.” She reached back, fondling my scrotum. The tingle of the remaining pain vibrated at her touch. “Weston has cooked up something very special for you. Why he brought Jackson along with his big cock… Jackson is going to fuck your ass and then you are going to feel genuine pain. You’re going to love this.” 
 
    I felt myself being unfastened from the bed corners. Yet, they never let me go. Instead, they rolled me onto my stomach, refastening my arms to the corners. Instead of pulling my legs out, they pushed my knees underneath me, fastening my ankles together, then they ran ropes to my wrist cuffs so that I could not straighten out my legs. This awkward position left my ass fully in the air, legs tight underneath, arms fully spread in front. 
 
    As soon as they had me fastened down, the torment began. A butt plug prepped me for what was to come. They used lube, not being gentle about the insertion. A paddle across my ass followed, then alternating with a belt. Every flogger we had flew across my back. 
 
    My entire backside was a sea of pain as I cried out against the gag, pulling against the arm restraints. My body filled with the pain, with the volume of unstoppable sensations crashing through me. I gasped when the transformation began… the same wave flowing through me, the pleasure, the change into something totally new… I groaned at the euphoria that filled me. What little movement they allowed, I pushed my back up higher… more I was saying. I need more. 
 
    I could hear Julie’s high giggle across the room as I glanced back at her. She was sitting in my chair. The glee! She loved to watch me tormented like this, to be abused by her guys. I could see it in her eyes so clearly. She was dreaming of new ways to do this to me! 
 
    Abruptly, the striking stopped. The buttplug pulled out. Weight on the bed told me someone was getting on. When I tried to turn my head to look, someone smashed my head back to the sheet. 
 
    A cock pushed into my distended ass, filling me, stretching beyond every limit as I screamed into the gag. A live cock had never entered me there, so hot, so smooth. The panting from before turned to the mewling of pleasure. Then the flogging on my back began again. The mix of pleasure and pain filled every crevice as I cried out. Nothing had ever touched me like this before. 
 
    I gave everything I was to that moment. All resistance faded, collapsing into total openness. My tight ass was pushing back against Jackson’s intruder. I wanted to feel his cum, to feel the pleasure I was giving him. Suddenly, a vision of Julie lying on the bed, her lover inside, pushing himself. Her pleasure at what she could give him. I felt it, knew what she loved about it. 
 
    When his spunk blasted inside my anal opening, I writhed under him, wanting more… more… He held himself still, letting the last make its way out, then slowly pulled back. 
 
    If it was possible in this awkward position, I fell forward onto the bed… unable to think or even know what I was… an animal feeling the joy of life, of being held inside their control. A feeling suffused through me… of warmth, a cocoon of joy. How had I lived without this my entire life? 
 
    The cuffs come loose, Julie holding me as I trembled in place. My cock was hard as stone! Throbbing with this sensation that was overwhelming me. She rolled me onto my back, mounting me. Right above my head, two cocks moved into position as she shared them right above my face. 
 
    All the while she played with them, she was looking at me. This was our slice of joy just for us. Her pleasure and mine encapsulated into this one moment. Our eyes locked as she continued to suck on them while grinding me. 
 
    Finally, she pushed them away, falling down to grip my chest as she ground herself on me. This was not panic, or lust, or need. This was love. Ours… pure… untainted. I came inside her as she groaned her own release. Yet, it wasn’t like before… cascading with unstoppable force. This was us, sharing all we were together. 
 
    When she was done, she rolled aside, cuddling against me. I could feel the love flowing… everything I felt for her filled me. 
 
    Then a sudden crash back to reality…  
 
    “I’ll let you sleep here, my love,” Julie said. “I know you’re tired. Weston is going to take me over to his place. Another couple of guys are going to meet us for more fun. Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    She got up, walked into her closet for a wrap and skirt to put on, then walked down the stairs, the guys with her. I was stunned, suddenly alone in our bedroom… in our house.

  

 
   
    4 / Answering the Door (Juliet) 
 
    I didn’t come home for two days after that. Weston and his friends entertained me non-stop. How was I going to turn down such welcome offerings? We didn’t even send Kasen pics or videos. Nor reply to his repeated texts and phone calls. 
 
    When I returned home to find Kasen sitting in his office, collar and panties still in place, I knew we would be fine. He accepted my interests, and his growing love for submission had made it a welcome change. 
 
    This was the last day of his 4-day. I decided to spend it all with him. He was in some mood. “Where have you been? I was worried something had happened to you.” 
 
    “A lot of things happened…” I said, giggling as I came up behind him, hands massaging his bare shoulders. “What did you want to happen that I didn’t already do?” 
 
    “God damn it, Julie. You know what I mean. Our rule… that you would tell me…” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. I haven’t been informing you for a long time now.” 
 
    “Well… well… you should,” he snapped back at me. 
 
    “Sure, hon. Whatever you want.” I know I shouldn’t dismiss him so easily. He means well, loves me. It’s just hard to think of him as a tiger after watching him with his ass high in the air, being fucked by another guy. Tiger doesn’t quite fit anymore… 
 
    “Come upstairs, my cuckold. I have something I want you to do.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything more, just walked out of the room. Moments later, he followed me into the bedroom. By that time, I was on the bed. Flat on my back, legs spread wide. His eyes riveted to my crotch. Red, raw, cum everywhere. I had intentionally not taken a shower the last day to make it as messy as possible for my cuckold. 
 
    “I want you to clean me up. I’m a little dirty after six guys had their way with me for the last two days.” I almost burst into laughter watching his eyes. The hesitancy… the knowledge of what was down there… how many loads I must have taken inside… 
 
    Only for a moment. He dropped to the bed, his face and tongue buried in my sex. I could not hold my laughter in, feeling his desire to please me. I could also feel my greater need to torment. 
 
    “Two of the guys had cocks so big… they split me wide… it almost hurt… though not too much,” I giggled. “Your Mistress loved every inch as they pushed inside. They made me feel so full, not like your little thing, my cuck. Oh Kase, one time, I had all three openings filled, two in my hands, another on the bed, pinching and pulling my nipples. My tits are so sore this morning… the way they manhandled them.” 
 
    His eyes pulled up from my sex as I held my breasts up. He could see the red, swollen nipples. The guys really had given it to them, used them as much as they liked… as much as I liked! 
 
    I moved my hips against his face, grabbing his head, pushing it harder into my sex. “Eat me, cuck. This pussy needs more than you can give it. Your Mistress wants you to use your tongue inside.” 
 
    I could feel his tongue following my orders. It felt so good. I gave him detailed instructions on what he should do. Lick up the side, tease my clit, down the other side, driving it in. He followed my every word. While my arousal grew, I could hear his panting growing. I didn’t care, I still wanted torment! 
 
    “Weston is becoming quite a lover. Took me over and over. I ended up sleeping in his bed, both times awakened in the middle of the night by two more cocks taking me while I was on top of him. Like to watch that next time, wouldn’t you, my cuck?” 
 
    His head nodded against my sex as he continued to eat me. 
 
    “Use my clit. I want to cum.” 
 
    He went to work, stabbing, thrusting, twirling. I came hard, feeling him take me. Such a great release! 
 
    I pulled on his hair. ‘Come up here’ my simple message. I didn’t need to tell him what I wanted. He knew, driving himself into me. After imagining all those men taking me, he always became more aggressive, full of his own desire. I was a little sore still. Didn’t care. 
 
    Grasping onto me, his lips found mine. I could taste myself and all that cum drenched on his face. Still didn’t care. I needed my husband inside me. Needed my husband to love me. To reclaim me. 
 
    All that stimulation would leave him with a short fuse, so I worked him intentionally to drive him higher. I pushed him with my hip, and my mouth on his, feeling his cum that had built up over the last two days of imagining what I was doing release inside me. God almighty, that felt good! 
 
    By the time he rolled off me, the exhaustion of the last two days caught up to me. Even though it was only 11 o’clock in the morning, I faded to black in his arms. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Three hours later, I woke, hearing nothing in the house. I knew he was here. Funny, after all these years together, you just feel these things. Walking downstairs, I found him in the garage, fully clothed, trying to fix our leaf blower. The garage door was open. I still had on a robe. 
 
    Sneaking up behind him, tickling him gently, I said, “Did you ask my permission to put your clothes on?” 
 
    He knew I was teasing, laughed, putting his hand on mine as I squeezed his shoulder. “Have a good nap?” He asked. “You looked like you needed it. Sounded like a pretty intense two days.” 
 
    I walked over, sitting on an old barstool we still had there from when we upgraded our furniture last year. “Can you talk to me while you work?” I asked, positioning myself so no one from the street could see me, spreading my legs open so he could look at my bare pussy. 
 
    He looked up at me, seeing what I had done, smiling, “Sure, babe. What’s up?” 
 
    “We’ve been playing now for almost six months. Some sessions have gotten very intense. I want to make sure you are still good with what we are doing.”  
 
    He put down his wrench and the blower. “Since when did you care about my feelings?” 
 
    “Okay… I deserved that. Sometimes it feels like this is all about me… okay… it is mainly about me. I’m the Mistress, right?” I tried to make that a joke. He just nodded, skepticism betrayed in his every move. “It’s also about you. How much you enjoy it.” 
 
    “Not really, babe. Come on… if you just want to give me a speech, then okay, it’s shared. If you really want to have a conversation, then no, it isn’t about me at all.” 
 
    I bowed my head; the truth hitting me hard. So I guided the conversation to the topic I wanted to discuss. “Rich called me last week while you were at the station. Not thrilled with me.” 
 
    “Why?” He stopped working. That got his attention. 
 
    “He wanted to talk to me about your being a submissive. I knew what that meant… generally… had to look up what HE meant by it… which was something very specific.” He was looking at me now. “There is a power exchange between two equal partners. You give up control to me, and I provide that control. It’s not that simple, of course. He… I know he’s your friend, Kase… he was upset with me. Chewed my ass pretty good. Surprised me. As I look back at what we did, he was right. I let things get out of hand.” 
 
    “What do you mean, out of hand?” 
 
    “Rich thinks there must be an opportunity for you to say no. I was embarrassed and a little upset when he yelled at me. Still, I had to admit he was right. I didn’t give you that opportunity.” I reached down, touching the top of his head. “Truthfully, I never have. With becoming a Mistress, he said, comes responsibility. The submissive will often fall so deep into subspace… I had never heard that word before… so deep into the submission… that they cannot make those decisions. They lose the ability to stop.” 
 
    “I fall pretty hard…” 
 
    “You do. Rich said it is the job of the Mistress to provide that backstop for you. I was supposed to be there to protect you. He didn’t believe I did that.” 
 
    Kasen had a sheepish look on his face, and I understood. I had completely neglected him. When he was in subspace during multiple sessions, I had completely ignored my responsibilities. 
 
    “Julie, I can’t explain what happens to me… I get so into it… so lost… I simply can’t say no. You seem to enjoy it when I am in that position. Gleeful even. I don’t know what happens to me. Like I lose the ability to stop.” He got off his knees, walked over, putting his arms around me. “If we are going to continue to play, I need you to be my protector. My buffer. Can you do that?” 
 
    “How the fuck am I gonna know when you need it?” I said, pushing him away. “Right now, I just look at your cock. If you’re still hard, I figure you’re still into it, that we can push further. That’s not true?” 
 
    “I guess… I don’t wanna say when to stop. Don’t you see? I want you to be in control. I NEED you to be in control.” 
 
    He pulled over another old barstool, sitting down. “Julie, in some ways, being a firefighter is about risk management. It’s in our DNA. As I think about what we’ve done… how many guys have been involved… how open-ended the play is sometimes… I can easily paint a scenario where the wrong mix of guys… and I’m fucking toast, babe. And you’re not in much better shape. I’m tied to the chair. You are on the bed. They could do anything to you… I’m not talking sex. They all want sex. I don’t know… it makes me nervous.” 
 
    “Do you want to stop playing?” I asked, surprised at the strength of his language. 
 
    “No… maybe we shouldn’t be so wild about it, however. The emotional cost is pretty high. Four guys came to the house the other night. They did things to me I never thought I would do. Great experience in some ways, but they destroyed me on so many levels. Then you just left me there, abandoned completely, so you could have six more! Didn’t come back for two days. I sent texts, called. Nothing. It’s too much, Julie.” 
 
    I had to admit he was right. First four, then the six. It wiped me out. And then it hit me, like some epiphany… he wasn’t talking about me playing. He really didn’t care about that. It was him. He was the one that was destroyed. He was feeling vulnerable after so much had happened. THAT was my Mistress-moment I completely missed. I had left him to work through the emotions on his own. 
 
    “Why don’t we pull back a little?” I suggested. “For the next few weeks, at least. See if we can reset. I’ll still go to Lee on your 24 shifts away. On the 4-days… let’s take a break. Go on a trip. Go to a movie, go out to dinner. Work for you?” 
 
    He nodded. That was a good idea. 
 
    “Do you want to stop wearing the panties and collar? You seemed to enjoy that part of being a cuckold.” 
 
    He looked down at the ground. I could hear the quiver in his throat, the emotion so strong. “That’s up to you… Mistress. Please… I don’t want to decide. Please don’t make me decide.” He needed his submission. It was now a part of him, a part that could not be ripped out. 
 
    “Okay, my love. I understand. I’ll have you continue wearing them for now. Acceptable, my cuckold?” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress. Yes…” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Three weeks went by. Two of his 4-days. We didn’t play at all. Yet my time with Lee intensified. I still needed my fix. He invited Rory over two of the nights I stayed. They took it to me all night long. I only needed to be back by 7 the next morning. 
 
    My relationship with Kasen improved. Physically, I had to admit; I needed a break, too. I had missed too much work because of spending all night playing. Even if I gave Dr. Sutherland an occasional blow job, he needed somebody for the patients. 
 
    On Kasen’s next 4-day, we planned a trip to Chicago. Just to have a good time together. The first night, we stayed home. Planned to watch a movie on TV and talk. 
 
    Around 8 o’clock that evening, the doorbell rang. Kase freaked out, sitting around in his panties and collar. He ran up the steps to get some clothes. I giggled as he made his retreat. Probably just a neighbor needing some sugar or a Jehovah’s Witness. 
 
    When I opened the door… the Chief pushed his way past me, anger on his face. What was Kasen’s boss doing here? 
 
    “Where is he? I want to see him.” 
 
    “What the fuck, Chief?” I asked, incredulous at his forcefulness. “What is this about?” 
 
    “I want to see if it’s true.” 
 
    I tried to be coy, because I knew the answer. “What’s true?” 
 
    “Just get him down here.” He stepped over to the stairway. “Kasen, get down here right now.” That bellowing big voice shook through the house. 
 
    Kasen came down wearing a bathrobe to cover what he was wearing. Unfortunately, the collar was clearly visible. 
 
    “Take that stupid robe off. I want to see the real you.” 
 
    Kasen looked at me, uncertain how to proceed. I just nodded for him to do it. The robe dropped to the floor. His face was crimson with embarrassment. Showing his true self in front of the Fire Chief was embarrassing enough. They were genuine friends, had worked closely together for almost as long as we had been married. But here he was, dressed only in a slave collar and yellow frilly panties as the Chief stared at him. 
 
    “Sweet, Jesus,” the Chief said, shaking his head. “I had heard rumors about what was going on with you. Jackie over at the 12th told me she went out with a guy from Public Works… Jackson something… that claims he spent two solid days fucking one of my Captain’s wives. It didn’t take much to figure out it was you. I want to know what’s going on.” 
 
    I stepped in front of Kasen, now mortified that my desires had become public knowledge. “Kasen is my cuckold and submissive. We’re not embarrassed about it, nor hiding it. Frankly, this is a private matter. Not related to the department. You have no say what we do in our own private bedroom.” 
 
    “Shit… you stupid bitch. You’d like to think so… I own you two now.” 
 
    He turned to Kasen. His angry look had changed somehow, more directed, in control. “Cuck, get down on your knees, hands behind your back. And don’t touch yourself.” Then he turned to me. “And you, my little Mistress, get your clothes off right now.” 
 
    “I will not!” I screamed back at him. 
 
    “Once I give you what you want, you won’t be able to resist. Do it now.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything else, just laid that out in front of us all. I could see Kasen quivering, wondering where this was going to go. I only had a t-shirt and yoga pants on, no underwear. Be easy for me to do. I looked at the Chief, wondering if his cock matched his size. Might be kind of fun. I nodded for Kasen to do it. He kneeled down, bowing his head, hands behind his back. 
 
    “So that’s it? I let you fuck me and we’re good?” 
 
    “You wish… You two are now my personal playthings. When I call you, you will come. Whatever I want. Whenever I want. Right now, I want your clothes off, your tits on the kitchen table, spreading yourself so I can see what you offer.” 
 
    He walked over to Kasen, pulled his cock out of his pants. I about passed out. I thought Lee was big! The Chief’s cock had to be as wide as a beer bottle and all of 10-inches, if not longer. It was only half hard, yet looked like a python. Kasen just stared at it. 
 
    “Come on, cuck,” the Chief laughed. “You can’t tell me that slut hasn’t made you suck cocks yet. Women love to have their men suck cock. Not sure why, but they love it.” 
 
    He reached down to grab a hold of his cock, bashing Kasen across the face with it, laughing at the predicament as Kasen trembled without moving. I could see him trying to figure out what to do, looking at me for direction. This was my Mistress-moment. I had to act. 
 
    Shrugging my shoulders, I said. “What have we got to lose? Go ahead, my love. Suck on it. Get him hard. You know you want that to be inside me, don’t you?” Kasen just stared at it, opening his mouth. 
 
    “Good, cuck,” the Chief chuckled. “I don’t have to show you how a submissive is supposed to do this…”He growled at the mouth on his cockhead. “You need some training. Clearly, your Mistress cannot do that. I will. Now, put it all the way in your mouth.” 
 
    He licked up the length, his eyes locked on the Chief. I could see him shivering with the suddenness of how his life had changed. His cock told me a different story of where his mind was going. It was hard, poking out the top of the panties. 
 
    While he was barely getting the head in his mouth, the Chief started talking. “Oh, my new sub, we are going to have fun together. In between fucking your gorgeous wife, we are going to treat you to pleasure and pain like you’ve never experienced. I belong to a club… a very private club… We have a space over on 87th Street. Fully equipped. I’m going to love seeing you dangling from our chains.” 
 
    That was all he needed. I saw my husband break right in front of my eyes. His submission to his new dominant was almost complete. Kasen opened his mouth as wide as it would go, trying to get the pole deeper into his mouth. Only an inch or two would go. 
 
    The Chief bellowed with laughter. “You are definitely going to need some training. When I’m done with you, you’ll take that entire cock down your throat. Just a matter of technique.” The Chief had already gotten hard while Kasen was sucking on the head. “Bring your hands up and stroke me.” 
 
    The thing was so big it took both hands. As he stroked him, sucking on the head, he got bigger, longer, and wider. I just stared at him. Fuck… that was gonna feel so good!
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    When the Chief was ready, he pushed Kasen away, turning his attention to me. “I told you to lie on the table. Do you not understand what I said?” 
 
    “I don’t take orders. I’m the Mistress!” As if I would obey… I giggled, laughing at his tone. 
 
    I stepped back at the look flashing across his face. In three steps, he was on me, grabbing my hair, dragging me into the kitchen. He pushed me on the table, ripping my pants as he yanked them down. He used one hand to press my back against the table. The other to spank me. Full hand whacks. I was groaning, crying, twisting to get away… he was just too strong. 
 
    “When I tell you to do something, you do it. Make no mistake. I am in charge now. You may think you were a Mistress. Now, I am the dominant.” He started whacking again. 
 
    I looked back. Kasen quivered on his knees, not knowing what to do. He was already deep into his submission. He wanted to protect me. I could see that. All he needed was for me to say something. He would’ve been up and at the man, even if it was the Chief. Still, I didn’t want a brawl in my kitchen. 
 
    “Okay… okay… I’ll lay down on the table, for god’s sake.” I relaxed onto my chest, the coolness of the table tingling on my nipples, then reached around to spread myself open for his review… 
 
    “That’s better. Cuck, come over here. I want you to look at what I’m doing to your woman.” 
 
    I laid there, staring at this thing coming near me. I didn’t need lubrication. I was soaking wet. Desire filled me as I thought about what was to come. Opening myself just made it worse. 
 
    He stepped up, a finger pushing up inside me. I groaned just at the size of his finger. The Chief told me to move my hands out of the way, rubbed himself across my slit, pushing his cock slowly inside. 
 
    I gasped at the width pressing against me. So filling. My vagina ripping apart. He pulled back, then pushed in again. This time further. My groaning gradually became moaning, became pleading for more… 
 
    “You need a decent cock, babe. And mine is now your favorite whenever I want to use it.” 
 
    I groaned more… oh god, the pull of the pleasure… so strong… My body shook at the surges that pushed through me. I turned, looking back at Kase. His eyes were far from mine, riveted on that cock, watching it open me. Another whimper came out of my throat. 
 
    “Time to get fucked, sweet Juliet.” The Chief grabbed my hips, pushing himself in… this time with force. I wasn’t prepared for the impact, cumming almost immediately. All his in-and-out had moved me so close. 
 
    The climax shook me, waves of pleasure exploding in all directions. He fucked me hard… oh god… I came and came. Feeling every inch. The vein on the top, the head pressing deeper than I had ever experienced, the balls hitting my clit. 
 
    “Don’t you just love it, cuck? The way I spread her pussy. You can’t help yourself. You need to see her, to be witness to her pleasure.” 
 
    My groaning filled the room. “Oh god… fuck… so good… fuck me… harder… fuck me.” With each word, he pushed harder, grabbing my hips again. Everything I was… it reduced me to that cock at that moment, devouring my will. 
 
    For the next hour, he took me on the table, across the sofa, on his lap. I fucked him every way he wanted. Hooked from that moment forward. I loved this cock. He humped me constantly, only cumming once. Rising again after Kasen sucked him more. 
 
    Every time we changed positions, he ordered Kasen to follow, positioning him so he could see what was happening to me. My husband’s cock strutted out in front. He was so deep into subspace now. Something dark spoke to me. Push him further. Feed him… 
 
    “Oh God, my cuck. He is taking me hard, filling me with his monster cock. You can see it enter… my sex wants it. Skin pulls at it if he tries to pull out. Yes… come closer. Look at it.” I slowed on the Chief’s lap, grinding my hips as Kase moved closer still. Face only inches away. 
 
    The Chief knew what I was doing, exaggerating his movements. Pushing ever higher. Soon, all my plans for torment fell away as the Chief grabbed my head, turning me away from my husband. He pushed me up straighter, gripping my nipples. Twisting, pulling, slapping. I cried out as the man pulled me deeper into his world. 
 
    By the time he was done with us, it was already 2 in the morning. He had taken me in every room of the house and given me countless orgasms. He even let me suck on Kasen while he took me from behind. That felt so good. My husband’s loving cock blasting down my throat while being treated to the finest lover of my life! 
 
    After he left, I climbed down to wrap my arms around Kasen. His arms returned the favor, pulling me closer. “What have we done to ourselves?” I asked. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    For the next two months, the Chief took over our lives. He came over whenever he wanted, taking me as he wished. He no longer considered Kasen a factor. 
 
    Neither did I. I welcomed his call, eagerly met him wherever he asked. I had read about having your pussy ‘owned’ by another. This was my first experience. That man OWNED my sex. I couldn’t get enough. 
 
    The hard part of this period was Kasen at the firehouse. I didn’t know how to react to the stories he told. The Chief showed up regularly now. The first few times, he went into his office, closed the door, then ordered him to suck his cock until he was hard, blasting his cum all over his face. 
 
    After it got on Kase’s uniform shirt, he decided that may not be the best idea. Instead, he taunted him in front of the staff. Nothing overtly sexual, just disrespectful and dismissive. Kasen knew this was death for a leader if he wanted the staff to follow his orders in the field. 
 
    He apparently went to the Chief’s office during the day, talking to him about the treatment in front of his crew. The Chief could have cared less! He ordered him to drive to his house, stripped him naked, and forced him to suck on him until he came all over his face again. He could not criticize or have any say in what the Chief would do to him. 
 
    When Kasen told me this story, his eyes were full of tears. He knew it was the end of his career. Word would get out somehow. Probably by the Chief starting it. He would have to resign. Yet, he couldn’t stop. Knew I didn’t want to. The day before we spoke about what happened, the Chief had been at me all evening while Kase was at the firehouse. 
 
    The man was a machine. I wondered who the submissive was in this household. He would text me before his arrival. When he did, I was to be naked on my knees, hands behind my back, leaving the door unlocked. He would enter and… well… do whatever he wanted for as long as he wanted. I had no more control over it than when we tied Kase to a chair in front of my guys. 
 
    Even my normal relationship with Kasen changed. The Chief made sure of that. My pussy now belonged to the Chief. I was free to suck on Kasen or give him a handjob. He could not enter me. 
 
    One time, Kasen got so into our time together, he went inside, anyway. I didn’t stop him because he felt so good. I had missed my husband’s gentle love. The Chief found out, came raging into the house and in front of Kasen, pushed me down on the kitchen table, spanking my naked bottom repeatedly as he forced Kasen to watch. Fuck, that hurt! I was sore for two days. Kasen never tried again. 
 
    After that, I belonged to the Chief. I kept getting calls from Jared, Weston, even Lee. None of them could understand why I suddenly pulled back. The Chief forbid me from seeing anyone else. I was his, and his alone. 
 
    And the way he took me… so roughly… so fully… it took my breath away. Couldn’t get enough. We had become lovers… with a twist. Lovers that blatantly did the deed right in front of my husband. 
 
    I could see the impact on Kasen. His previous submission growing stronger. As soon as the Chief arrived, he was on his knees and barely able to function without instructions. The Chief would make fun of him constantly, treating him like a pet. He brought a leash with him to hook on Kase’s collar, making him crawl everywhere we went in the house. 
 
    And I joined right in. Laughing at his every discomfort, screaming loudly as the Chief made me cum. Repeatedly, if Kasen showed any resistance, we would force him onto the bed, tied at the four corners, then the Chief would whip him with his belt while I ordered him to obey, to be a good boy, to do what his Master wanted. The Chief didn’t care about that teaching. He was into the punishment. He would strike until Kasen begged for him to stop, promising never to resist again. 
 
    Worse, the Chief delighted in pushing Kasen further down the rabbit hole. Two sessions ago, he forced Kasen to lie on his back. I laid on top of him in a 69 position. The Chief pounded into me with Kasen’s face only inches away, telling him to lick his balls on each pass. Occasionally, he would pull out of me and shove his log into Kase’s mouth. Whenever he did that, Chief ordered me to suck on my husband while he forced his cock down his throat. 
 
    Denial was the Chief’s main game for Kasen. He didn’t put a cage on him. Might as well have. We would play like this… in front of him… while he was at work… however we wanted… tormenting him endlessly. My husband’s cock stuck rigidly out of the panties. The Chief seldom let him cum. One three week stretch, the Chief was in me every day, sending pics to Kasen of what he was doing, then forcing Kasen to watch when he was home. Yet, always denying him release. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After the third month of his arrival in our lives, the Chief invited me out to dinner, leaving Kasen at home. 
 
    “I think you two are ready to visit my club, don’t you?” 
 
    “What kind of club is it?” 
 
    “A place where anything goes. Free-use, I think it is called today.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you have been doing with us already?” I giggled. 
 
    “No, my slut, you don’t understand. In the club, YOU will be the object of free-use. We will do whatever we want with the cuck. The club is the only place in the world where your cunt does not belong to me.” 
 
    “You would allow me to be shared?” My glee must have caught him by surprise. 
 
    “Not shared, babe… Taken. Hard. Pushed to your limits. Every guy there is like me. Not as big physically, just forceful and demanding. When you walk in that door, they will force you to strip and never wear clothes in the building. If someone is walking by and orders you to suck them, you do it. If they tell you to lean over a chair, you do it. Whatever and whenever, every hole is ours to use as we wish.” 
 
    He seemed to think it was a threat. Maybe I didn’t really understand what he meant. I had loved the times when Weston and his friends had roughly taken me altogether. How much worse could this be? 
 
    “You are a major slut…” he chuckled. “Free-use may not be a problem for you. Might even like it.” 
 
    “What will they do to Kasen?” I asked. 
 
    “Whatever they want…” 
 
    “Chief, it can’t be that open-ended. I don’t want you damaging him. He’s already struggling with the psychological impact of everything you are doing. Not sure I want you destroying him altogether… even if that would be fun to watch!” I giggled. 
 
    “He will go deeper down your rabbit hole, for sure. Abject humiliation and painful torment will be the rule. Jules, from what I have seen, he may actually like that. Gets into the submission. Don’t think I have ever seen a sub fall so easily into subspace. Wait till they have him in a full X-position from the ceiling, caning him while 5-6 guys take you right in front of him. I think he is going to like that very much.” 
 
    My face must have flushed a bright crimson, because the Chief laughed loudly enough to bring the attention of other diners. 
 
    “You love it when we torment him, don’t you? I’ve seen it in your eyes, in your delight, as he cries out in pain. Been meaning to ask you what that was all about.” 
 
    “I’m a terrible wife, that’s for sure. I have often wondered whether it was the 20-years of my having to deny my sexual instincts that makes me so aggressive with him now. Punishing him for what he made me do.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t kid yourself. Nobody made you do anything. He hasn’t changed. You buried yourself in the dutiful wife routine. I had another relationship with a fireman’s wife. She…” 
 
    “Molly, we all knew about it.” 
 
    He seemed startled. “You did?” 
 
    “Everyone did. Molly would brag about how great your cock was at the Auxiliary meetings. Said Fred didn’t care. The thing that got me thinking about what Kase and I could do.” 
 
    “Fred didn’t exactly encourage it. He wasn’t submissive like your husband. Tried to stop it several times. The way she told me, Molly refused, threatening to leave him. After that, I went at him pretty hard. Forced him to watch us making it on their own bed. Made him lick my cum out of her after I was done. So much fun! Sucking cock was full off the table for him. Threatened me even… would bite it off if I forced the issue.” 
 
    “Why do you delight in tormenting the husbands so much?” 
 
    “What could be better than fucking a woman while her husband stares on, unable to stop it? I love that! Such a kick of power. Makes cumming so much sweeter.” 
 
    I stared at him, wondering what it meant for our future. I was the new Molly. He controlled me as strongly as he did her, and I was just as willing to go along. In the past, Fred was a check on the Chief’s unbridled lust, his thirst to push every edge he could. It might have been a mild check. After his death, it forced Molly to leave town. We all knew it was to get away from the Chief. His demands must have become brutal. 
 
    Kasen would not be a check of any kind. I knew that. The Chief knew it too. He could do whatever he wanted with us. I shuddered at the thought of what this could become, or where he would take us. 
 
    “What happens when you destroy everyone around you? Not much fun in picking up the pieces, is it?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” he laughed. “There’s always a slut out there willing to throw their husband aside for a piece of my cock. I’ve never struggled to find partners.” 
 
    I knew that was true. Cringed that I was just the latest ‘slut’ in a long line. What about Kasen? 
 
    “You really push Kasen too hard. He falls so deep into that subspace. Lately, I have been having trouble getting him to come out of it after you leave. He looks at me… doesn’t know who I am.” 
 
    “Who cares about that weakling? He deserves it for being such a cuck.” He reached over, taking my chin in his enormous paw, pulling my eyes to his. “Your husband is getting what he wants, just as you are. I know that because no man would agree to the things I do to him… if he didn’t want it deep down. Count on it. You’ll see. We’ll cane him so hard he has stripes across his back for a week. No matter what we do to him, that guy is a pain slut. He’ll want to do it again.” 
 
    “I hope you’re right. He is a good husband and partner. I don’t want to push him so hard he can’t function.” 
 
    “You’re too soft, bitch. A babe like you. The guys will line up. We’ll use the cuck until we tire of him, then find another. Don’t worry about him.” 
 
    To my eternal shame, I nodded in agreement. Yes, use him up. What was I thinking? That conversation opened a tailspin that would send my beloved so deep into the rabbit hole I couldn’t even find him. 
 
    All this talk of subjugation and torment had apparently gotten the Chief seriously aroused. When we left, I suddenly realized why he parked clear at the back of the lot and why he insisted I wear a sundress on this cool fall evening. He dragged me forcefully behind his car, pushed me down on the trunk, ripping the panties off my body, then viciously took me right there, in front of everyone in the lot. And I welcomed it. 
 
    While he hammered into me, he spoke about our future. “Your lot in life is now to be my hole. To use when I want. You open that hole for anyone, I tell you.” I grunted loudly at each thrust, knowing I would. That I was truly his for whatever he wanted, no longer able to resist. “Your cuck will find his way, with you or without. He no longer matters. We will have lots of fun with him. Why would I care about his feelings?” 
 
    I could say nothing through the haze of his assault on my every nerve-ending as I exploded with multiple orgasms. Inside… in my very heart… I was whispering over and over. ‘Yes, Master. Whatever you want, Master. I am yours.’ In that moment, I made my final capitulation, all resistance gone. I really was his to use as he wanted. If Kasen got hurt along the way, I no longer cared.

  

 
   
    6 / What Has Happened? (Kasen) 
 
    Immediately after the Chief took Julie to dinner, I could tell something had changed. As forceful and dismissive of me as they were before, Julie now joined in with the same glee as the Chief. I fell hard each time, unable to stop them, or even wanting to. But this… different somehow… stronger, growing more vicious with each session. 
 
    The Chief began talking to us about his club, where we would both be free-use for the time in the building. I had to go look up what that meant. Julie had no such qualms. She was eager to do it, wanting to be shared again. Yes, she loved the Chief’s gigantic monster, but she enjoyed having every hole filled even more. He promised she would get that multiple times every club visit. 
 
    I wasn’t so sure. The way things were going. Free-use would probably be much more pain for me than pleasure for her. Especially the way both of them have been of late. Something was going on that had shaken my grip on her heart. Now days, I knew the Chief owned more than her pussy. I had simply become excess baggage. 
 
    At first, they would spend as much time taunting me as making it. In my deeply perverted way, I quite enjoyed that. Lately, I seem to be more their plaything than a partner in lust. Twice, they left me downstairs while he took her up to our marital bed. When he was done, he thanked me for the ‘loaner’, before walking out the door. 
 
    And Julie was no different. She made every decision with the Chief alone and told me what was going to happen afterwards. Lately, even on my 4-days, she would leave me to be with him, returning whenever they were done. Typically, days later. They left me in panties and collar, alone at the house, to imagine what was happening. 
 
    It was the denial that was becoming the hardest to bear. Weeks would go by with me constantly on edge from their playing in front of me. If I even touched myself, the Chief would whip my ass with his hand or belt, while Julie watched, clapping at my torment. 
 
    I wondered how far this would go… 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The Chief had controlled our lives for almost four months when I got a surprise call. From Molly Thompson. She wanted me to meet her for lunch. Oddly, at a place clear on the other side of town. When I walked in, she looked great, as always. Yet, there was a sadness in her eyes. I could tell she really missed Fred. At least, that’s what I thought it was. 
 
    Molly had apparently heard that the Chief had moved on… to Juliet. Wanted to know how I was handling it. 
 
    I was a little surprised she would be so open with me. Maybe a little advice from an experienced hand might be worthwhile. “I don’t have much say in what’s going on… Julie is loving it. That cock takes her to places she needs…” 
 
    Molly’s face blanched white as I stared at her. This was unexpected. She missed him, jealous of his time now with Julie. 
 
    “So, what brings you back to town?” I asked, curious about what that meant. 
 
    “I tried to call the Chief… to feel his pleasure one last time. He laughed at me.” Tears formed in her eyes. “He told me Jules was taking care of him just fine. He never goes back once a woman has rejected him.” 
 
    “You rejected him?” 
 
    I could tell she was feeling uncomfortable with how much she should reveal. “Please don’t tell Julie about this. I would be so embarrassed.” I assured her I wouldn’t say a thing, didn’t even plan to tell her we had lunch. 
 
    “After Fred died, he didn’t even let me grieve for a week. He came at me one night, while the kids were asleep in their bed, fucking me so long and hard, I couldn’t go to work the next day. He started talking about what I was going to do to get rid of the kids, move in with him, and to go back to visiting his club.” 
 
    “You went there with him? He has been talking about taking us.” 
 
    “Don’t go… it will change you forever. Those guys gave me so many orgasms I couldn’t think straight. Fred was never quite the same after we started going there. Not only because they forced him to watch me…” Her face turned crimson, blushing with both the memory and what she had done to her husband. “… but because I enjoyed it so much. All the guys are so big, and strong, and forceful. The pleasure was intense.” 
 
    She turned her head away from me. I wasn’t sure whether it was from embarrassment at what she had done, or from the memory of how much she liked it. 
 
    “The last time he went…” She was crying. Emotions filling her. “I’m sorry Kase… I shouldn’t be laying this all on your shoulders… they were just so good that night… They kept at me over and over, making him watch. One time, I was screaming as the climax simply took me over, flopping on the bed. Fred reacted badly, tried to stop them, thinking they were hurting me. The guys wrestled him onto a spanking bench, fastening him to it. They took turns beating his ass with whatever they had on hand… oh Kasen… to my shame, I joined in with them. Paddling him with this big wooden racket, throwing taunts at how weak a lover he was, nothing like these men. I sucked on one guy right in front of him, until he was ready to blow, then jacked him all over Fred’s face.” 
 
    She was sobbing now. The memory of the event filling her. What she had done. I reached over, touching her arm. I knew what she had gone through, had seen it many times with Julie since we started playing so many months ago, struggling with what to say. I knew, faced with all that temptation, it’s hard to maintain any form of perspective. 
 
    When the crying slowed, she looked up at me. “Fred was never the same with me again. Started working longer hours, taking days when people had to be off. We seldom touched, even after I tried to apologize for what I had done. When he asked me if I was going to continue seeing the Chief… I said yes… he turned away from me completely, moving into the guest bedroom.” 
 
    I patted her arm, knowing there was nothing to be done now. No penance possible. 
 
    “I blame myself for his death. He had worked almost three weeks in a row, filling in for whoever wanted off that 24, just so he didn’t have to come home. All the staff knew he should not have done that. I wouldn’t stop him. He was tired and exhausted that night, unable to do what he needed. According to the men that were on the scene, he would have made it out… was so exhausted… he had to stop to rest when the building collapsed on them.” 
 
    The crying began again. She really blamed herself. In the back of my mind, this bitch deserved it. Fred had been a great husband and father. A good man. Even an excellent lover, according to what Julie had heard from Molly. She just couldn’t resist the draw of that monster cock. 
 
    Still, fighting the enemy was every firefighter’s place, even if it cost them dearly. “That last is too great a burden for you to take, Molly. He was the one that made the choice to go back into the building. It was just the way he was. A genuine hero.” 
 
    My comments just made her cry harder, consumed with the shame of what she had done. Diners around the room were staring at us now, wondering what I was doing to make this woman cry. I said nothing, just let her cry. I knew she needed to let it out, to get the crying out of her system. 
 
    She finally stopped, looking at me. “I made so many terrible decisions because of my lust. And it cost my Fred his life, and my kids their father. I asked you to lunch to warn you. Don’t let it happen. Please, listen to me… don’t go to that club with him. Those guys… they’re overwhelming… she won’t be able to resist… and you won’t be able to stop her.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    I knew she was right. What could I do? Unless I willingly left Julie, allowing him to take her for good, I was stuck. She wanted to do the club, talked about it all the time. Needed it, even. 
 
    After my lunch with Molly, fear of the place crept over me. I resolved to talk to my wife, talk her out of it. All the way home after my 24 work shift was over, I rehearsed what I was going to say. How to approach her. 
 
    All of that went flying away like a plastic bag in a windstorm as soon as I walked in the door. The Chief had been there all night. When I came in from the garage, I heard Julie squealing. It came from the kitchen. 
 
    When I walked in, I could see him hammering into her, draped across the kitchen table. Both of them were naked, had obviously been at this all night. 
 
    He wasted no time. “Cuck, get your clothes off. I need her to get cleaned out. I’ve got a friend coming over to give her another round.” 
 
    Without thinking, all my plans were now a distant afterthought. My clothes were heading to the floor when he grunted his release. Her own moan of acceptance, of joy at what he had given her, made me cringe. It broke my heart how much she loved that. 
 
    I was already on my knees behind him. He stepped aside. I could see his cum, and all the accumulation of the rest of the night, dripping through her gash. It coated her entire crotch with cum. 
 
    I did not hesitate, crawling forward, tongue extended, to lap up every drop. I drove my tongue in, scooping at everything I could find, using my appendage to stimulate at the same time. I wanted this, wanted to bring her pleasure. 
 
    Julie moaned at my intrusion, twisting her hips back against me. Up the gash, onto her clit, back to start again. When she came, my heart sang with my ability to give her that. I knew I couldn’t give her the same cock as the Big Guy. This one thing… one small thing… THAT I could do. 
 
    When I pulled back as Julie got off the table, the Chief pushed her back down. “Might as well stay there. You’ll be back in that position any moment.” My wife simply lowered herself on the table, waiting for what was to come. 
 
    Just as she did that, there was a knock at the door. The Chief walked over, still naked, welcoming the newcomer. It was Jackson, the black guy from Public Works. “I got her ready for you,’” he told Jackson, pointing to the kitchen. 
 
    Before he could come into the room, I whispered to Julie. “Shouldn’t you go to work today? Sutherland already has you on probation for missing so much work.” 
 
    She looked at me, as if this had just occurred to her, lifted herself off. When Jackson came in, she smiled, recognizing him immediately. They had played several times together. “I’m sorry, guys. I cannot do this. Need to go to work.” 
 
    Jackson did not slow, or even hesitate, as he walked into the room. His clothes were already mostly on the floor, his rod full and aroused. He knew what he came for. 
 
    “The hell you are,” the Chief bellowed, slapping her across her breasts, pushing her back on the table. Jackson just laughed. As soon as she was down, he was on her, slamming his cock inside. Julie gasped at the sudden entry, unable to resist another round. 
 
    Something in me snapped. They were taking it to her harder than I had ever seen. That she was moaning, and not resisting, should have given me my first warning as I pushed at Jackson, trying to get him away from her. 
 
    The Chief reacted violently, grabbing my arm, pushing me down on the table, right next to her. While Jackson plunged his own need into her, the Chief took his belt from his uniform and started striking me on the ass.  
 
    “Never! You never contradict me. What I say goes!” Strike after strike. These were not the playful hits of previous sessions, meant to hurt but not harm. These were full-arm strikes across my tender cheeks. I could feel the searing pain slashing across me, as if my skin was being lifted off. I wailed at the savage turn. 
 
    These cries of genuine distress somehow broke through the haze of Julie’s lust. She turned her head to the Chief. “Stop it, you’re hurting him.” 
 
    He didn’t even slow. Slash after slash. “You belong to me, you motherfucker. Don’t you ever think of challenging me! I will break your fucking neck.” Slash, slash, slash. I was crying now. The pain passed every limit I had ever endured. 
 
    Julie pushed Jackson back, trying to get to me. He obviously didn’t know what was going on, so backed up. That outraged the Chief even more. 
 
    “Bring her upstairs,” he told Jackson. He tried to guide her. When she wouldn’t go, Jackson grabbed her by the hair, pulling her toward the stairs. For me, the Chief pulled my head up, giving me a slap across the head so hard I almost blacked out. “Follow her up. We’re going to give you a proper show today.” 
 
    Whatever resistance I had stored up was now gone. I walked up the steps, right behind Jackson, dragging my wife by her hair. 
 
    “Get your cuffs on,” the Chief barked at me. Without thinking, I walked over to the toy drawer, put one on each limb. Then sat meekly in the chair where he pointed. 
 
    By the time he fastened the last cuff, I could already hear Julie moaning as Jackson went back at her. Whatever resistance she had turned into her normal arousal. For the next two hours, they went at her hard. Double penetration, spitroasted, her on her back, taking them one after the other. She was long past caring about what happened to her husband. The lust had returned in full force. 
 
    I could only stare at them as the Chief would occasionally look at me. “Don’t you get it, you stupid cuck. She wants this. Needs us to fuck her. All sluts do. She can’t get enough.” Just as he said that, she wailed as they pulled the next release out of her. Groans filled the room as she whimpered for more. 
 
    Every part of me broke that day. I bowed my head. Finally, and inevitably it seemed, the Chief had won. I would no longer resist, or even pretend to. In my mind, I was apologizing to Molly. Sorry, Molls, I couldn’t stop it, wasn’t strong enough. 
 
    By the time they left just before lunch, Julie collapsed on the bed, unable to move, falling immediately to sleep. I was still fastened to the chair.

  

 
   
    7 / Playing Takes Control (Kasen) 
 
    After that, Julie was with him more than with me. She packed a bunch of her clothes, leaving them at his place. All my 24-hour work shifts. She stayed at his place. Increasingly, she stayed there on my 24 off shifts as well. 
 
    She told me the Chief started inviting guys over to take her while they were there. She would come back to the house to get new clothes and cleanup, then off to work, or back to his place. 
 
    We grew more distant as I wondered what course our lives were going to take now that she no longer wanted me in it. 
 
    Every few days, she would stay home, apologize for being gone so much. We would go out to dinner, watch a movie together, just hang, refreshing what we used to be. We couldn’t make love, of course. At least I couldn’t go in her sex. Increasingly, with these refreshers, she would give me a blow job. Even let me take her in the ass several times. Curiously, always apologizing afterward for the way things turned out. 
 
    When I woke the next day, however, her suitcase would always be packed, ready to return to the Chief and whatever he gave her. 
 
    This went on for two more months. I wondered if I should start looking for a new place… to allow her to go to him completely… just never had the courage. She was still the love of my life. If I could only have her in small, concentrated doses, that was better than nothing at all. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    On my next 4-day, I got a text the first morning off. 
 
    [Chief]: Be at this address at 7 pm sharp. 
 
    [Kasen]: What is this about? 
 
    [Chief]: Don’t question me, cuck. Be there. 
 
    That was the last I heard from him. I tried to call Julie. She didn’t answer the phone, or reply to my repeated texts. 
 
    The address on 87th Street told me what I needed to know. Had to be his club. When I walked up to the door, I saw only a small sign with the number. I knocked twice precisely at 7. The door opened, and I walked into a small foyer with the Chief standing there. 
 
    “Get your clothes off, put those cuffs on.” He pointed to a set of leather cuffs on a stand near me. “The Missus is already here. We have been entertaining her for the last hour. Now it’s your turn to provide the entertainment.” 
 
    I did not know what he meant by that. It didn’t matter. I was so meek by this point, just removed my clothes, putting on the cuffs, and followed him down the hall. 
 
    We entered a large space at the end of the hall, a room filled with BDSM equipment, a bed in the center. I could see Julie there, three guys using every hole. Her cries of pleasure told me not to interfere. 
 
    The Chief walked me over to a space beside the bed. He leaned down, fastening my ankle cuffs onto grommets that stuck out of the floor. These spread my legs wide. Then he reached over to the side, pushing a button. Chains fell from the ceiling. 
 
    Before I knew what happened, the chains extended my arms above me as he pushed the same button, pulling them tight. I was now in a full X-position, standing in the middle of the room, right next to the bed. 
 
    All action stopped on the bed to look at the new player. Julie smiled at me. “Hey, cuck,” she said. “Glad you could come. You’re going to like what the guys have planned for you… or you won’t. Who cares? Am I right?” she said to the group. That brought roars of laughter to everyone on the bed, and abruptly from someone behind. A guy came from the side with a ball gag and three long sticks. Shit… what was going on? 
 
    As soon as the gag was in place, the guy stepped back and let loose on my upper back, ass, and upper thighs with a stick. The first few were light. Thin strips leaving a crease of pain that caught my attention. Soon it was worse, as the blows got stronger. 
 
    I could see one guy on the bed, crying out with his release in my wife. Then he got up, needing a break, picking up another rod and joining his companion. 
 
    Now the blows were stronger, stretching across every part of me. They moved around, doing the same on my chest, across my thighs. Everyone on the bed, and the Chief beside it, just watched. 
 
    As the pain grew more intense, the hitting harder, I looked at my Juliet on the bed below me, cringing at what I saw. The hate… not sure how else to describe it. She loved what they were doing to me. It looked like she was struggling not to clap her hands with the joy she was feeling. 
 
    Occasionally, she would reach across the bed to bat my cock around. At first, her slaps were gentle. As I got harder with the treatment, her slaps became cruel, more focused. Every part of me was now under assault as I groaned at what was happening. 
 
    Pain ruled my world. Blanketed my very consciousness. I cried out into the ball gag, cries of pure anguish. It made little difference to them, or to her. 
 
    When the guys were ready, they took turns who used me and who went with her on the bed. The first time, everyone stopped the striking as they worked out who was where. What followed was nipple and ball clamps that seared my front. 
 
    Once in place, the remaining guy returned to my back. This time with paddles and floggers of thin plastic strips. We had a bead flogger at home. This was worse. Each of the thin plastic strips cut across my skin. So much pain I thought I would pass out. 
 
    Julie wanted to have a turn. Eventually, one guy got on his back. She mounted him in a way that allowed her to be near me. Once all three guys were in the offered openings, she would reach over to yank on the clamps whenever she felt like it. These weren’t meant to stimulate. She yanked them hard, giggling as I cried out through the gag. 
 
    Here’s the hard part for me to admit. Within the first few minutes of the start, I controlled the flow of the pain, as I had learned over the last six months. Each strike hurt, yet they seemed to cascade into something more. A desire to be abused just like this, a glow of pleasure. My cock grew hard, pulsing in front of me. 
 
    That erection became fair game for striking and pulling, twisting. They did that so much I thought I would cum. As I got close, they would stop, increasing the pressure of pain on my back and ass. The group edged me like this the entire time Julie was on that bed for the 2nd round. I cried out repeatedly. They didn’t care. 
 
    When Julie had taken all she could, the cocks using her for whatever they wanted. She fell to the bed, passed all hope of near-term recovery. The guys laughed at her exhaustion. Regrettably, that meant all their attention focused on me.  
 
    Every one of them grabbed a striking instrument, and the blows rained on me. Soon the flowing stopped. All reasonable chances of handling the pain passed, yet they continued on as I thrashed against the chains, crying out in the gag, the pain consuming my every cell. On and on it went. The blows coming in a constant stream. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, my brain short-circuited or something. Or fell hard into subspace. I don’t know what to call it. I became the pain, allowed it to fill and flow through me. Every strike made me feel alive! I floated like that, somehow disconnected yet feeling every strike. A euphoria of pure joy gripped me. The blows grew even more intense as I shook. 
 
    As if they had accomplished something, the guys and my wife started cheering, high-fiving with each other. Through the haze of the pain, I could see that even Julie was celebrating with them, enjoying my abasement. 
 
    I floated in the river of pain. I never wanted it to stop… 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Startled, my head came off my chest. I had apparently passed out. My hands were icy from being up in the air. No one else was there, though I could hear conversations in another room. 
 
    Julie stepped in to check on me. “Oh, good. You’re awake.” 
 
    She reached over to push the button, lowering my arms. Pinpricks of blood flow covered my arms as I windmilled them, trying to get feeling back. 
 
    “You had some fun, didn’t you, my love?” she giggled. “I sure did. The guys claim no one has endured that amount of pain at their club. They were celebrating when you came all over the floor. We all were.” 
 
    “I came?” A little confused. As I looked down, I could see the remains covering my cockhead, and the pools of dark on the floor. I looked at my beloved wife. 
 
    Sudden thoughts of what she was shook me. Was this woman who used to love me, forsaking all others, now a sex-crazed slut, willing to give herself to anyone that demands it? Is she still a wife in any way that matters? I had no clue. 
 
    “Why do you like for me to be tortured like this?” My eyes were full of tears. She stepped back, looking at me with a little surprise, bursting into laughter. 
 
    “Guys,” she hollered into the next room. “Come in, listen to this. He wants to know why I enjoy torturing him.” 
 
    The guys gathered around me. Mirth filled the room. 
 
    “Because you love it,” the Chief said. “Look at that,” he said, pointing to the globs of cum on the floor. “We pounded you with everything we had. It only made you cum harder!” 
 
    “Fuck, man,” another guy said, “you love this shit. You’ll be back wanting us to do it again. You know you will.” 
 
    Julie came up to press her still naked body against mine. “You do, don’t you? Admit it… it’s okay. I still love you. And they are happy to provide what you need, what you desire. We can come back here whenever you want. And I hope that is often, because they will not allow me to come without your attendance at the same time.” 
 
    That last surprised me. Why would my attendance be mandatory for her? 
 
    The Chief walked back in, removing the cuffs. “Better take him home, Jules. He will need some salve on those stripes.” 
 
    It surprised me how weak I felt. She had to help me get to the car. Every part of me screamed with the abuse I had taken. Julie didn’t care. She chatted away about how many orgasms she must have had… who had the biggest cock… the Chief, of course… how they had planned my session on the chains. So animated. I could barely hold my head up, much less converse back. 
 
    By the time we got home, all she wanted to talk about was the return trip. “How about going back on your next 4-day?” 
 
    * * * *  
 
    They were right about one thing. After it was over, and I healed, all I could remember was the euphoria at the end. I remembered the pain, of course. Yet the memory was softer, more focused on the happy ending. For a few days, Julie settled down, staying at home and being my wife again. 
 
    She went back to the Chief when the 4-day was over, but I will always remember those days as some of the best we ever had together. A calmness suffused me with every care in the world suddenly of no importance. 
 
    After that, she pressured me constantly to go to the club. After a break to heal, lasting a couple of weeks, we returned. This began a series where we went there almost every 4-day. 
 
    They strapped me in the X-position, fastened me to spanking benches and a St. Andrew’s Cross. The principal goal was to force me to watch as they ravaged my wife. Oh, how she loved that! The constant flow of pleasure fed her growing addiction to it. 
 
    Yet that wasn’t why I came anymore. I came for the pain. And nothing but the pain. It pulled me like a moth to the flame. The first time they did the spanking bench, I thought they paddled me so hard my hip had broken. One of them even stepped up, fucking me in the ass. Another cock in my mouth. Then the striking began on my back and ass. 
 
    Oh my God! That combination of pleasure and pain became my own addiction. I wanted, even needed, more. I wanted to go every 4-day. Sometimes, Julie didn’t want to go because she already had a group that week, and was a little sore. I didn’t care, pushing her to do it, anyway. 
 
    I came to love every part of the pain. The first time they fastened me to the St. Andrew’s Cross, they covered most of my abdomen with clothespins, then spun a leather flogger across the sea of blue pins until I screamed into the ball gag! Then Julie got down and sucked on me until I exploded as they yanked the pins off me in great handfuls while I sprayed my release down her throat. 
 
    Every time I witnessed the gangbang of my wife, and the exquisite torture that followed for me… of the joy of pleasure/pain… I grew more addicted. It was like we were the guy’s special guest every time we came… with me as much their focus as her. 
 
    Soon, physical limits intruded. They would add two more guys to take her, then use me even more viciously than before. The stripes on my back and ass hung for longer. A few raised welts that I was sure would last longer, if not remain permanently. 
 
    Worse, I struggled with recovery. I would go so deep into subspace that I couldn’t easily come out. They reduced Julie to caregiver because I was so disoriented she had to help me find our bedroom when we got home. After a session at the club, I would sleep for a solid day. Soon, Julie would drop me at the house, heading over to the Chief’s place for the rest of the 4-day. 
 
    I barely missed her because it seemed now the natural order of things. I would get up, put on my collar and panties, then go watch TV or catchup on work emails. 
 
    My life and family had changed beyond all recognition. A shell of my former self, I knew something bad had happened, but increasingly didn’t care. 
 
    Every time I saw the Chief at work, he gloated his triumph over me. I was just as much owned by him as my wife’s pussy.

  

 
   
    8 / Becoming Too Much? (Juliet) 
 
    The most recent session was the most intense so far. The guys seemed to focus on their pain slut more than they focused on me. It was a little upsetting at first, losing their focus, yet Kasen had become a major painslut. No one could believe his capacity for more. 
 
    After fucking him on the spanking bench, they tied him in the X-position, striking his entire body as the group took me right in front of him. His eyes couldn’t leave me as I cried out with every release, yet as the session progressed, the pain stronger with it, my husband could not watch any longer. The guys seemed to gravitate to the extreme brand of torment they perfected on him. 
 
    Whips, floggers, canes, crops, clamps… they deployed every toy in the box to push Kasen harder. The rabbit hole I had focused on over the last year… the play getting so extreme along the way… now appeared to be bottomless. And I was worrying. 
 
    Okay, you’re right to ask why it took me this long to worry about someone I claimed to love. Guilty as charged! I was only thinking of myself and the pleasure I was receiving. That my husband’s brand of pleasure could be more psychologically damaging didn’t occur to me until this moment. 
 
    The guys left so many wounds; I had to stay with Kasen when I took him home. Raw gashes of welts covered his back and ass. His nipples and ball sac were swollen and raw. I covered them all with salve and placed cold compresses where I thought it would help with the swelling. 
 
    For the first time since I discovered my husband was a cuckold, and now a submissive, I worried about what had happened, what I had done to him, and where we were going. As I rinsed the trickles of blood off my husband’s back, covering it with antibiotic cream, praying it wouldn’t leave scars, I knew that ‘no place good’ was the answer to all my questions. 
 
    Increasingly, Kasen had become unfocused, unable to understand what was happening around him after a session. He could recover with a couple days’ rest. Even then, I would come into the family room, thinking he was watching TV, only to find him staring into space, or mumbling to himself. 
 
    Suddenly, a very frightening end game appeared on the horizon. One where my dashing Fire Captain could no longer come out of the trance at all. That time fast approached, at the rate he was deteriorating. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The next 4-day, the Chief called for our session. I told him we were going to take this one off. That Kasen still had some open welts from the last time. He needed more time to heal. I didn’t think it was an unreasonable request. When the Chief hung up, I thought that was the end. 
 
    20 minutes later, banging at our front door warned me how reasonableness was misplaced. The Chief was in a rage. All he had done for us. Everything we were to each other. All seemed reasonable until the threats followed. 
 
    He would cut us both off, never deal with us again, expose what we had become to our friends, even fire Kasen for cause. Here’s the sad part. As soon as Kasen heard the Chief’s voice, he came into the room, dressed in his standard panties and collar, went down on his knees, hands behind his back, and waited for instructions. Like Pavlov’s dog, trained to salivate at the ringing of a bell, we had trained my husband to offer himself to his master whenever that Master called. 
 
    That last nearly broke my heart. I could tell he did not know what was going on, was operating almost completely on rote memory, a response learned since the Chief had arrived in our world. 
 
    Thoughts of Rich came back to mind. This is another of those Mistress-moments, the times when I am supposed to be deciding for my submissive because he can no longer make them for himself. I knew my husband needed this break, to reset, recover to his old self. 
 
    The Chief would hear none of that. He wanted to play. I offered myself to go without Kasen. That my husband was in no shape to go. He screamed at me! When he saw I would not relent, he accepted my compromise. 
 
    I put Kasen back to bed, telling him I would be back later. Then the Chief drove me to the club. I was so concerned about protecting my husband, it never occurred to me what his compromise was really about. The men were in a craze for delivering pain. Since Kasen was no longer available, I would have to take his place. 
 
    They fastened me to the spanking bench, something they had done many times before. They used this as a convenient way to run a ‘train’ on me, taking me with cock after cock in a row. I loved the feeling of so many releases… made me cum repeatedly. Being attached to the bench allowed me to give myself openly to them. 
 
    This time started the same, with guys entering my mouth and sex. That is where they showed their true intentions. This was not their usual bench, the one they used with Kasen. As soon as the cocks entered me, they pulled a section out of the middle, allowing my breasts to hang freely. Moments later, nipple clamps pinched on my tender buds and whips and floggers attacked my back. 
 
    They caught me completely by surprise. The pressure of the fucking pushed at my arousal. The pain of the clamps and whipping drove me deeper into submission than I had ever gone before. I cried out, begging them to stop. Soon, a ball gag joined the rest of the equipment, and for the next hour, they did what they wanted with me. 
 
    All that time I had stared at Kasen while they took him, joining in with paddles and clamps. I clapped as he cried out in pain, never really knowing what he was actually going through. Now I did. 
 
    It was as if they had a program in mind. They would whip and yank on the clamps until I was delirious with the pain, screaming into the gag, only to have them stop suddenly, spitroasting me with cocks at both ends. Soon I would be cumming, screaming out for an entirely different reason, only to have them stop suddenly, starting the pain again. 
 
    Over and over, they repeated this cycle. I thought I was going to go mad! Somewhere in the middle, the fusion of pleasure and pain became something totally different. Even the pain could deliver pleasure as they fucked me while whipping my back. I came and came. I loved the entire experience, wanted to do it again. 
 
    When the Chief drove me home that night, I was more exhausted than I could ever remember. The Chief asked how I liked my first experience on the real spanking bench. I told him I loved it, though was not sure how much I could take, or how often. 
 
    “Too bad,” he said. “Any time Kasen is not available, you will be required to take his place on the pain bench.” 
 
    A war between fear and desire caught in my throat. The Chief had always been menacing in the way big, gruff men often are. For the first time as I watched him drive away, standing on the front porch of our house, I was genuinely afraid of what we had let loose in our lives. That man was crazy, and I had driven Kasen to accept him. What have I done? 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The next day, Kasen was back on his next 24-hour work shift. I called Rich to ask if he could have dinner with me. He got quiet at the other end. ‘This is just dinner, right? I’m not going behind Kasen’s back like you do with those other guys.’ 
 
    I assured him it wasn’t. When we got together, the remains of my session with the ‘guys’ remained all over my back and chest. My description of the session surprised him. He was even more surprised when I showed him the red slashes everywhere. 
 
    “Holy shit… you allowed them to do that to you?” He lifted my blouse slightly, looking down my back. “I didn’t know you were submissive like that.” 
 
    “Me neither. It was the price. Either go along or they would take Kasen again. Rich, I’m afraid of what is happening to my husband. Something terrible. I remembered what you said about my responsibility as his Mistress…” 
 
    “Tell me about it…” 
 
    So I did, giving him the feel and depth of what had happened as best I could. How we got into playing. How I discovered Kasen was a cuckold. How it took this sharp turn to harder play with the Chief. His rapt attention belied the concern he was feeling as I laid out the trap we had fallen into. 
 
    “You going to go back to the Chief?” 
 
    “Do I have a choice?” 
 
    “We always have choices, Julie. If you want to protect Kasen, then maybe some hard choices are needed. There are other cities with Fire Departments. Even if you stay in town, there are a lot of fire marshal jobs in the private sector. Kasen is a known property. He will get another job. But… I need to ask a tough question, Jules…” His use of my play name made me blush. “Do YOU want to quit? We may both know what is best for Kasen. What about you? The reason I reacted so negatively to your treatment of him was the joy you took in his torment.” 
 
    I knew he was right. Yet quitting altogether? Going back to the gentle lover of before? That thought sent chills through me. “I’m not sure,” I said, frankly. “I really enjoy the play. Would regret giving that up. Kasen… needs something else. He can’t keep going down this path. He will not recover if I let it go much longer.” 
 
    “How can you both get what you need? He seems to like your cuckolding him, the playing. He also seems to like the submission and the painplay. Can you do both without the Chief being involved? You know, a little more gentle in some ways, rougher in others. Maybe not to such an extreme.” 
 
    “I hope so. The Chief has made it clear he will make our lives very difficult if we refuse to play in the future.” 
 
    “That guy was always a big asshole…” 
 
    “If we only knew how big… could have saved us a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “My near-term advice is to take a break. Let Kasen recover some more. Put the Chief off. Tell him you’re sick, or need to take it easy for women’s issues. No guy can resist that excuse.” 
 
    “I will try. Need to see what Kasen thinks. I have treated him so miserably over the last year, I wouldn’t be surprised if he refuses to listen to me, anyway.” 
 
    “There is that,” Rich said. “Your first order of business is to reestablish trust. Stop playing for a while. Let him know you are serious about getting back together with him… emotionally. Everything else will be easier if you can reconnect the way you were before. I always marveled at your relationship in the past. Now, I marvel that you’re still together, the way you treat him. I can tell you… WE would not have been together any longer if you had done that shit to me.” 
 
    I bowed my head. Hard to hear the cold facts from someone you know cares about you. Those words may have been harsh. Yet, I was ashamed to admit they were true. 
 
    “Thanks for your advice, Rich. Hard to hear… mainly because I know they are true. Kasen and I have a lot to talk about.”

  

 
   
    9 / Where Am I? (Kasen) 
 
    She pushed the Chief off for my next two 4-day work cycles. Her period, then feeling sick. She had me call in sick a couple of days ahead to reinforce the sick story. We both knew this was a delay-tactic only. The Chief would be back, with even stronger demands. 
 
    We spent a lot of time talking during this stretch. Trying to figure out where we should go, where this playing was taking the two of us. She didn’t want to stop. I knew that. She clearly could not live without the Chief’s monster cock… or did not want to live without it, at least… 
 
    Here was the real ugly truth. I didn’t want to stop either. After only playing a few times… where the pain got very intense… I was as addicted as my wife. Longed for the pain these rough men gave me. The euphoria I would feel at the end called to me constantly. 
 
    Julie’s powerful need for play had been sated in the short term. On my 24 work shifts, she would go to the Chief. He would give her what she needed, even continued inviting groups over to take care of her other needs. Increasingly, she stayed at home on the 24 off shifts. She wanted to reconnect, worried the pull of the Chief was creating a gap which would never be closed if we let it. 
 
    The Chief knew what she was doing, didn’t seem to care. Mainly, because no matter what the plans, if he ever showed up at the door, or sent her a text, she would do whatever he requested. I came to understand that our plans were all considered tentative in case the Chief would call. 
 
    Even the 4-day cycles seemed more focused on Julie and I. Sure, she would go to him whenever he called… still, she would come back right afterward. These were no longer the two-day solid fuckfests of before where I spent more time alone than with my spouse. Increasingly, the Chief was a friend on the side, rather than a dominant uber-lover who controlled our every waking moment. 
 
    At least that’s what I thought. He was just biding his time, waiting for Julie to settle down. 
 
    Three 4-day cycles went by as our relationship healed. On the 2nd day of the four, that fateful text arrived for us both. 
 
    [Chief]: Club, 7 PM. 
 
    There was no request in that terse note, no plans for alternatives. Be there. Julie and I spent most of the day talking about what was to come. We both knew it was inevitable. Eventually, we were going to return. Neither wanted to stop. 
 
    So at 7 sharp, we were both standing in front of the door, knocking for entry. When we entered, no one greeted us. Just a note on the table next to my cuffs.  
 
    ‘Both of you. Clothes off. Jules put the cuffs on him with the leash. You will lead him crawling into the room.’ 
 
    Our clothes came off. As she put the cuffs on each limb, her body touched mine as much as she could. 
 
    I looked down at her, a gentle smile showing my amusement. “You love this, don’t you, Jules?” 
 
    She jerked slightly at my use of her play name, nodding her head yes, as I knew she would. 
 
    “You love being taken by the men in front of me, and what they do to me. I can see the joy in your eyes as I cry out. You don’t need to hide it.” 
 
    Her eyes fell to the floor, a slight blush on her face as she finished my last ankle cuff. “Please don’t hate me, my love. I know it’s so perverted I barely understand it… God help me, I do. I love watching you whipped. I get so wet! The time I sucked you while they whipped your back… oh god… I almost came right there! Then to have them fuck me while they do that shit to you…” She shuddered below me. I can almost see the images of my torment in her mind as she panted. 
 
    I reached down, stroking her head. “It’s okay, babe. I like it too. Here’s a deal for this session. A pact with each other. For this session, we’ll let go completely. You let your slut go… get fucked however you like… and your Mistress… can be as mean as you want to me. I will love both. You know I will. Don’t hold back. I have enjoyed everything you have done so far. I can take whatever you want to dish out. Even enjoy it.” 
 
    “And you?” She asked, as she stood up, stroking my already hard cock. 
 
    “I will neither resist nor say no. Give myself completely to them… and to you.” 
 
    She stepped away from me, winking with a hand extended like we were shaking on a business deal. We shook, kissing to seal the moment. We may have agreed with the devil, but we were doing it together. Something very different from all our previous sessions. For the first time, I felt like we were choosing to enter that room, not being forced. 
 
    “Better get on your knees, cuck. Those boys have some needs…” I chuckled as I went down into position. 
 
    The hall was like it had always been. This time, they adjusted the bed’s position, moving the spanking bench right next to it. They WERE going to do us both at the same time. 
 
    The guys came into the room from the small bar area. There were more than I had ever seen. 8 guys standing around. Including the Chief, of course. I recognized the faces of most of the men from previous sessions. They never introduced themselves or called each other by name inside the hall. The only guy I recognized was Jackson. He and the Chief had apparently become regular play partners. At least, that’s what Julie told me. He was now a regular visitor at her group sessions while I worked. 
 
    Before they even requested I move to the bench, they pulled ‘Jules’ forcefully onto the bed. Every opening was theirs to use. And they took them all. Every eye in the place, including mine, watched her initial acceptance. The way she laid on the bed, trembling with anticipation. Her active involvement in getting the guys inside her. The open desire she had on display as her first cry of release filled the room. She was taking our agreement to heart. No resistance, just enjoyment. 
 
    With that cry, they were ready for me. Some man helped me up on the bench, fastening my cuffs. 
 
    This time, there was something different. This bench seemed to have more eyelets on the side for hooking. They pulled my bindings so tight, by the time they were done; they had me completely immobile on the bench. I struggled several times, trying to get the feel. Not going anywhere, that’s for sure. 
 
    And the ball gag was missing. I wondered what that was all about. They knew I could not hold back once they started striking me. The pain was simply too intense. They did not appear to care. 
 
    As the guys switched off on Julie, the pain began for me. Paddles, canes, floggers. I tried not to cry out at the beginning. That didn’t last. Soon, I was bellowing with every strike; the pain filling me. 
 
    At some gap in the action. Julie came over to kiss me just as a very hard paddle strike shook my frame, pushing my mouth into hers. “I want to whip you so hard your crying never stops,” she said, her panting breaths telling me how aroused she had become. “I want to paddle you so hard you have bruises for a week. I want to do every pinch and pull until your screams fill the room.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe these words were coming from my wife’s mouth… yet we had agreed… All I said was a simple, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She cackled, like a wicked witch ready to unleash her flying monkeys. It was like she could finally let herself do what she always wanted. 
 
    The lashing began immediately. I turned my head, watching her rain the blows down. Her tits flopped with each strike! I could see it in her face… the pleasure of hitting me… the excitement at each cry I would make. And I did lots of them. No need to pretend. My beloved had taken it as her mission to rip the skin off my back… at least it felt that way! 
 
    After that, my fall into subspace was complete. Every guy that wanted took up an instrument and flayed away at my exposed skin. My screams of pain became almost frantic. No one stopped or slowed, especially Julie. Her laughter and joy at what she was doing almost made me laugh… if it wasn’t for the intense pain. 
 
    Abruptly, all the striking stopped. They grabbed Julie, flinging her back on the bed. They were on her. Hard cocks needing a receptacle. The surprise is that I was one of those available openings. Cool lube fell on my ass as one of them chose me to fuck. Another cock found my mouth. 
 
    For the next hour or more… I lost track of time… someone filled every available hole for both Julie and me. Now I knew why they wanted so many guys. One would flag with release, another would take his place. We were nothing but openings to be filled for the pleasure of the men. 
 
    When the whipping returned to my back after men filled my openings, I completely let myself go. Couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed what was happening. The pact we made, to allow anything to happen, seeped into my very desire. 
 
    Anal sex was not new for me in this room, but before, I simply allowed it to happen. Now, I was groaning with every plunge, sucking hard on the cock in my mouth and pushing back against the entry behind. My submission was complete. I had become what they wanted, a total cock and pain slut. My purpose in life was to serve these men, and my wife, in any way they wished. 
 
    Glances at Julie when I had a chance told me she had gone through a similar mindset. Whatever holding back she had done before, with her husband watching, had given way to abandonment into the pleasure. Especially after she whipped me good at the beginning. That I took her abuse without complaint had set her on this new open course. 
 
    What I didn’t know… and should have… was how deep they would take us. Offering no resistance to anything they did to me, and the open screams of release encouraging more on her, set no limits for men who seldom felt they had limits, anyway. We allowed them to wash all restraint away. 
 
    At first, I tried to watch what was going on with Julie. As the pain and pleasure took me deeper into submission, concentrating on her became increasingly difficult. I WAS the pain, flowing it straight to the ass which was being given concentrated doses of unfamiliar pleasure. 
 
    The combination left me floating in a sea of warring sensations that drove me deeper into my submission. How long they took will remain a mystery. When I felt Julie holding me, helping me rise from the bench, every part of me felt like rubber. My knees would not hold, my arms unable to grasp. Every inch of my skin ached as I tried to remember who I was. 
 
    Julie was her usual bubbly self after getting fucked so often. Me… truthfully, I didn’t even know where I was. My mind was a virtual blank, unable to make connections or grasp anything more complicated than walking to the car, and that only with the help of my wife. 
 
    I heard comments from behind, laughing men with my name an occasional part of that laughing, yet I could not assemble those words into any form of coherent message. Without Julie, I couldn’t even make it to the car. 
 
    When we got home, she helped me into bed. That’s all I remembered. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    “Thank god, you’re finally up,” Julie said, rushing over to the bed. “I was about ready to call the ambulance.” I had just opened my eyes, looking around our bedroom. Julie was sitting on the chair next to my dresser. 
 
    “What? I’m fine, Mistress. Just needed a nap after we played, that’s all. Tires me out.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Kase. That was two days ago!” My startled expression made her laugh. “I’m not kidding. You have been unresponsive to all my efforts to wake you for two fucking days!” 
 
    She flew into my arms as I reached out. “I was so worried…” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, sitting up. Every part of my body ached, especially my back and ass cheeks. I knew I was far from fine. 
 
    “Yea, it’s pretty bad,” she said, noticing my grimace. “I’ve turned you over to put more cream on the sores. May have left some permanent marks this time.” 
 
    She started giggling. I just smiled. “Thank you for that, by the way,” she giggled. “Really enjoyed letting my real perverted self loose on your skin. That was so much fun. You didn’t mind?” 
 
    “No, my love. Didn’t mind. Quite enjoyed it, especially while your tits were flopping with each stroke. Lots of fun.” 
 
    “Those men took us for nearly 4 hours, Kase. No wonder your skin looks ready to peel off. They really worked you over. And my sex and ass feel like someone took sandpaper to them. They took me so often I struggled to stay awake at the end.” 
 
    I laid back down on the bed as Julie cuddled close to me. 
 
    “It’s fun,” I said, stroking her hair cascading down my chest. “How long are we going to continue before those guys go one step too far? I doubt they even consider reasonable limits.” 
 
    Memories of what happened that night filled me… filled us… as we cuddled close, reliving our own experiences. 
 
    “You’re right, babe. What are we going to do?” She asked. 
 
    I didn’t have a clue. My body had several recommendations, which I tried unsuccessfully to ignore. Stop! You idiot! What were you thinking? Every move, or feel against my back or butt, reminded me of how stupid I am to allow these men to strap me to a bench, welcoming whatever they wanted to do. So stupid! 
 
    As I drifted off to sleep again, I wondered what disaster was going to be needed to get us to change this terrible course we were on. I could almost feel Julie having the same thoughts. 
 
    The next time I woke up, it was late afternoon on my last day of the 4-day break. I could tell no one was there. My heart fell. Sure enough. A note on the kitchen table. ‘Chief called. Running over to his place.’ 
 
    What has become of my life? Fuck… I barely knew where I was anymore, much less understand why I was there? I sat on the kitchen chair and cried. Suddenly, I looked down at myself. It had become almost second nature. Here I was, bemoaning my wife, running off to be fucked by another man, as I sat here in women’s panties and a leather collar. 
 
    The crying turned to sobs of genuine sorrow. I was enabling everything, knew I should stop. The despair I was feeling told me just how difficult that choice was going to be.

  

 
   
    10 / Rich Saves Us (Juliet) 
 
    I was over at the Chief’s place for an entire week after the club session. All three of Kase’s 24-hour work shifts, and the off days as well. I sent him a text, telling him the Chief had strong cravings this week, had asked I stay the week. 
 
    It turned out to be a stupid excuse for running away. Kase needed me after that horrific session at the club. I knew that. He had fallen so hard into subspace I had to help carry him to the car. Facing him, knowing that this play couldn’t continue… 
 
    Facing reality was never my strong suit. I needed to feel the Chief inside me before my husband suddenly cut off the supply. 
 
    Would Kasen do that? Would he suddenly change his mind, decide he didn’t want to play any longer? I knew the risk was there. Had to be the way we were going. My sex tingled every time I thought about the possibility of losing the Chief’s cock. 
 
    Come on, Julie. You know he’s right. They are going to damage him permanently before they stop. Just because you are getting laid is no excuse to allow HIM to be brutalized and left for dead. No matter how much he claims to enjoy it. 
 
    All week long, the Chief must have known something was going on. He forbid me to go home, allowed only a few cursory texts to make sure Kasen knew where I was. Kasen never replied to any of my texts that week. His anger at my disappearing must be so strong…  
 
    I knew this was another Mistress-moment, where I should pay attention, yet I couldn’t bring myself to leave the Chief… and all that pleasure. Come to think of it, I’ve dropped the Mistress-moment baton just about every time they passed it to me. 
 
    The Chief drove his message home every night. As soon as I finished work each day, I would walk in his door to a room full of guys. Different ones every night. He fed my slut as they took me all evening long. By the time I got to bed each night, no thought of Kasen remained. 
 
    During the day, though, that’s ALL I thought about. Where we were going, how we would get there. Fear of dire consequences to come. 
 
    At the start of the next 4-day, I told the Chief they wore me out. He reluctantly let me go. Must have known things were going to be bad at home. He was enjoying the chaos he created. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    My first night back, I found Kase there, still dressed in only panties and collar, yet I could not miss the coolness of his demeanor. Something had changed over the last week. I wondered if this had been the Chief’s plan all along, to create a separation between us? If so, it worked. 
 
    The next two days, whenever I wasn’t at work, he was in his office or the garage. Some very important things needed to be dealt with… apparently. Talking to me wasn’t on that list. I tried to get him to open up. He would only reply with ‘Yes, Mistress’ or ‘No, Mistress.’ Refusing to talk any further. 
 
    By the third day, I knew that Kase and I needed a buffer. So I called Rich to see if he would come for dinner. He couldn’t believe what had happened after I gave him a brief rundown of where we were and our need for help in getting to a better place. He agreed to come over and try, but making no promises. 
 
    Kasen was just sitting down at the dinner table when the doorbell rang. He jumped up, heading for the stairs, afraid of being seen. “It’s okay, my love. I invited Rich to dinner. He knows the way you are. Stay… okay?” 
 
    He nodded, walking to the front door. Rich chuckled as he saw Kasen standing there, naked except for a pair of pale blue bikini panties and a black leather collar. Kasen’s shocking look represented a terrible window into what he had become. A window Rich had not seen since our one play session. It wasn’t just the outfit, though. It was the pale tone of his skin, the dull eyes, the still obvious red stripes all over his back and ass. 
 
    “That’s your dress all the time now?” Rich asked, with a soft chuckle. 
 
    Kasen did not have time to answer since I followed him in, giving Rich a welcome hug, whispering ‘thanks for coming’ as he walked in. “Yes,” I said, my tone trying to imply I was in charge now. “My cuck always dresses the way I instruct. We are just ready to eat. Come on in,” I said, placing our fixings for street tacos on the table. Kasen bowed his head to his friend, agreeing with that statement, shrugging his shoulders.  
 
    The three of us sat and ate, with little conversation. Rich just watched us, trying to get a feel for how bad things were through the silence. He did. 
 
    “So this is all kinds of fucked up, I have to say…” Rich started. “You two not talking. The frost in the air is so thick I’m surprised the windows weren’t iced over.” 
 
    He thought of it as a joke. Neither of us smiled. 
 
    “Okay, Kase… you first. Out with it. What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    Kasen flabbergasted us both. With the truth. Clearly had plenty of time to think about this during the past week. “Not sure I’m willing to continue playing second string to Mr. Big Cock any longer.” He was talking to Rich, planting his eyes squarely on me. “I’ve enjoyed some discoveries about myself along the way. Enjoyed them very much. Waking up every morning to an empty house, knowing you have slept with him instead of me? I’m at the end. If you want to be with him, then go there. Pack your shit up and move.” 
 
    Tears popped into my eyes. The actual truth hurting even more. “He doesn’t want me. I’ve asked.” 
 
    That caught them by surprise. I knew I had to clarify… “I didn’t ask to move into his house, if that’s what you’re thinking… He wanted to know what my plans were… seemed to know we were struggling… When I suggested… half-jokingly… that I might move in permanently instead of 5-6 days at a time… he ‘clarified’ that was not an option. That I needed to work it out with my husband. ‘Mr. Big Cock’ did not see this becoming a permanent arrangement.” 
 
    Kasen could only stare at me, shaking his head. “I see… so that’s how far we’ve fallen in the last year. Shopping around, trying to find a better place to land. Must be difficult knowing you’re too stupid to recognize where you’re really loved and wanted.” 
 
    He got up, staring at both Rich and me, shaking his head. He gazed at me directly, a profound look filled with sadness. I shuddered at what he was thinking… the end of our relationship? 
 
    “Guess I won’t need these anymore.” His gaze turned to one of hard resolve. He unsnapped the collar from his neck, throwing it into the corner of the room with a crash. The panties came next, falling on top of the collar. He stood naked in front of us both, staring at me for a long moment, then walked out. 
 
    He returned wearing blue jeans and a collared shirt, the outfit he used to wear when he saw Rich… before. Sitting down casually, as if he had just gotten up to use the restroom, he looked at us both, “Why’d you come over, Rich? She needed someone as a buffer for this discussion?” 
 
    Rich laughed at the situation. About the absurdity of the clothing drama that just passed. “That’s about it. You have certainly come a long way since I saw you last. Done with panties?” 
 
    “No, he is not!” I protested, trying to find that Mistress of old. Inside, I knew I had blown all rights to that title. 
 
    And Kasen knew it too. “Those days are over, my love. Sorry. You think of this as a game… and it is… one that we both agreed to play with some basic rules to govern destructive behavior… you thought it was YOUR game… not OUR game. You were mistaken about that.” 
 
    I gasped at his strong words. “Are you leaving me?” The tears were already forming. 
 
    “I should, but no… Still, we cannot go on the way things have been. I can take a lot. Lord knows why I actually get off on being humiliated and tortured… gotta be some psycho shit going on there, for sure…. Here’s the thing. Don’t mistake my tolerance for permission. I am revoking all permissions you thought I had given.” 
 
    Before I could say anything, Rich began chuckling… that moved into laughter. Soon, we all were. The serious way Kasen had delivered the words. The ridiculousness of the entire situation. The pile of panties and collar on the floor near the table. They all conspired to pull the laughter out of us. 
 
    “You two are fucked up…” Rich said, in between laughing fits. “I’ll give you that.” The absurdity of where we were…  
 
    I knew it was all me. That I was the one that stepped so far out of bounds, I hardly recognized the field anymore. But living without my cocks… “I’m sorry, Kase. I have gotten carried away. I know that. Can’t we allow us both to play and get what we want?” 
 
    Rich didn’t even give him a chance to answer. “We’ll get there. Now, ‘Mistress’…” The way he said that title was with pure humor. He knew I hadn’t earned it. “What’s your story? You really leave him for five days at a time to sleep with other guys?” 
 
    The ugly truth… put in such simple terms… god, I was awful. A horrible person. All I could do was bow my head, nodding yes. 
 
    “Shit…” Rich tried to chuckle. It only came out as a shock! “No wonder you guys are so fucked up. You walking around in panties, bowing and scraping… full time submissive, was it?” Kasen just nodded his head again. “And you… clearly not caring at all about the choices that had driven your husband to do that. You told me you loved him. Yet you treat him like that?” 
 
    “We had an agreement,” I protested, “that I could play as long as I told him. He said it was okay…” 
 
    Kasen cut me off. “If it’s only going to be self-serving lies like that for the rest of the evening, we’re done here,” getting up. “I will not sit through even a minute of that horseshit.” 
 
    “Come on, Jules…” Rich scoffed. “Oh, sorry… that’s just your play name. I forgot… Julie… even I knew that was crap. If you’re really serious about coming to a resolution, we need truth.” 
 
    “The Chief owns me,” I blurted out. There it is. The facts are out in the open. 
 
    Rich chuckled again at my statement, after he saw Kasen nodding his agreement… “Sorry, a little vague about the ownership thing. He ‘owns’ you?” 
 
    “I can’t explain it… when he calls me, or wants me to do anything… I MUST do it. I hunger for his touch so much… the fear of loss becomes overwhelming.” 
 
    “Fear of losing his cock, you mean,” Kasen said. 
 
    “Of course his cock. Isn’t that what we’re talking about? My having sex with him?” 
 
    “Just wanted to make sure Rich knew what you meant,” Kasen clarified. 
 
    “Rich…” I looked at him, trying to gather thoughts jumbled ever since the Chief forced his way into our lives. “The Chief came to our house one night, claiming he had heard about Kasen and the lifestyle we had chosen. He pushed me down on the kitchen table and fucked me while forcing Kasen to watch.” 
 
    I looked at Kasen, his hard jaw set now displaying how much I had ripped his heart in two over the last few months, especially since the Chief arrived. 
 
    “I could pretend he forced me to do it. That lasted until I got one look at his cock. I had to have that monster inside me. It was wonderful. Delivered so much pleasure… yet, the way he delivers it… so forceful, so demanding… you cannot help be hooked on it. I’m sorry, Kase. I really am. I simply CAN’T stop.” 
 
    Tears fell down my face at that point. The ultimate admission to my husband and his friend making it clear how hopelessly lost I felt. 
 
    “I know that, Julie,” Kasen said. Simply, directly. “Why I’ve played along the way I have… I really do love you and want what’s best for you. I figured if that meant letting you get bonked by Mr. Big Dick once in a while, I could tolerate his interference. This is way past that, love. Way past. I cannot… and will not… tolerate this. We are at the end of the line… for me, at least. You’re gonna have to make a choice. And not choosing is its own choice.” 
 
    That set my teeth on edge. How dare he give me an ultimatum?! Yet, that was what broke open the discussion. For the next two hours, it was like the three of us had a reasonable conversation about alternatives. Okay… maybe it was not always so reasonable. Lots of tears spilled and anger flowing into the room. 
 
    At least we brought it in the open finally. About my need to be fucked more than just by the gentleness that was Kasen’s only way. About his need to be controlled. About the discovery of his pain tolerance and love of pain play. About how groups have become a favorite for me. 
 
    Rich listened, interjected occasionally. He mainly sat back and soaked it in. This was really a conversation between Kasen, the cuckold submissive that loved to be punished, and Jules, his wannabe Mistress and slut wife. Were we too far apart to find a core to build on? 
 
    “Let me get this straight,” Rich asked, after listening to us for all that time. “The Chief told you not to make love to your own husband… and you obeyed him? Julie… are you out of your FUCKING MIND? How could you let that asshole control you that way? I don’t care how big his dick is. Mine’s pretty big too. I don’t require obedience to use it. He used that as a wedge, you silly twit. He knew… and I can’t believe you didn’t… if you couldn’t reconnect with your husband in between his humpings, then you would be his completely. You couldn’t see that?” 
 
    This was total exasperation, showing confusion about how anybody could make such a decision… much less someone who claimed they loved their spouse. My tears, already so close to the surface so many times, finally broke open… 
 
    “I don’t know… please… he just owns me. I can’t say no.” 
 
    “I think you can,” Rich said, standing at the table. His hands moved to unbutton his shirt. “Let’s go upstairs. You are going to get fucked… and fucked good. No one here cares if Big Dick agrees. By the end, you won’t be as tied to him. Kasen needs to get laid finally. Frankly, so do I! Been awhile for me, too.” 
 
    I was trembling, fearful of the Chief’s reaction. “What will happen if the Chief finds out? He will hurt us.” 
 
    “The only hurt that guy can do is mental. You know that. Don’t forget, babe. I know him well. Been around him for years. He’s all bluster. In fact, you own HIS ass. Sexual harassment, hostile workplace. His career finished if you speak up. The way Molly left town. My guess… she would corroborate your story. Time to put the big bastard in his place. Get you two back together.” 
 
    Rich grabbed my arm, dragging me up the stairs. Kasen took the other arm, pulling me with them. I fought them, fear filling me… the Chief’s retribution, his taking it out on Kasen… or worse, his cutting me off. I NEEDED his cock… 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking, my love…” Kasen said, as we made it up the stairs, staring at the bed in front of us. It suddenly filled my future with terror. “… that he would reject you because of this. Maybe he will. You must make a choice here. Stay with me and find an alternative path, with or without him. Or choose him over me and find your own fucking path. Pretty clear cut.” 
 
    I knew he was right. This had to be done. When we finally entered the bedroom, I pulled my clothes off rapidly, then turned to Kasen, in full Mistress mode again.  
 
    “Take your clothes off. Put your cuffs on. Get in the chair. This man is going to fuck your wife. Then, if he is nice… he might give you sloppy seconds. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” All the stress of earlier seemed to melt away as I turned to Rich. “Now, my big friend. Are you going to make good on your boast downstairs? Help me break the curse of Mr. Big Cock.” 
 
    “I’ll just be the start. I think Mr. Sloppy Seconds there will be the final dagger to end it. Don’t you?” 
 
    We both turned to look at Kasen, now cuffed and sitting in the chair. I walked over to fasten him down, twisting his already rigid cock savagely. “Be ready. No limp dicks allowed.” 
 
    By the time I turned back to Rich, he was naked, lying on the bed, his own rigid cock… so much bigger than Kasen’s… ready to be used for its intended purpose. 
 
    I was on him, and he was in me, as soon as I could scramble onto the bed, impaling myself from above, my hips working his luscious tool inside. We positioned ourselves so Kasen could see everything, and I was wailing with my first release as soon as I could get there. God, that felt good! 
 
    Just as I got deep into the sensations, wanting more, Rich grabbed my head, turning it back to Kasen, whispering. “Why are you here, Juliet? To get fucked… to feel me inside you?” 
 
    ‘Yes, yes…’ my head nodded an answer, turning back to him. 
 
    He slapped me gently on the side of the head. “No… here’s where we get to the stupid twit part. That is only one of your goals, and maybe not the most important one. You can have many orgasms. As many as you can, but you are here for HIM…” He twisted my head to look at my husband again. 
 
    Kasen was on edge, pulling against his restraints, cock hard, pouring everything he was into watching his wife make love. Oh fuck… why didn’t I ever see this before? It’s love. His love for me! He allowed this to happen because he wants me to be happy. The love all over his face could not be any more plain as he smiled back at me. Shame swept through me. I answered that love by becoming a selfish shit who threw it aside as soon as it was inconvenient. 
 
    It was like a revelation crashed into my chest. An epiphany causing me to lose my breath for a moment. I turned back to Rich. He could tell what had happened. “Now you get it, babe. Sex is nice… but love… Big Dick ain’t giving you that.” He pointed at Kasen again. “He is. Go to him.” 
 
    I pulled off Rich, walked over to the chair, unfastening Kasen’s limbs, dragging him back to the bed, reaching for a bottle of lube. I got back onto the bed, impaling myself on Rich again. 
 
    “I want you to be part of this. To make love to me while Rich is here, not after. Be with me and him at the same time.” 
 
    Kasen nodded, standing on the bed, forcing his cock roughly into my mouth. That was just the beginning. For the rest of the night, we made love to each other. Rich and Kasen and me. Kasen was inside my ass, my mouth, my sex. Rich doing most of the same. 
 
    I welcomed every move, every thrust. It felt so good! No matter how gentle, I suddenly understood the wisdom Rich tried to convey. Sex is great, but without love? Nothing the Chief had ever given me could match this. 
 
    When I woke the next morning, I was still lying between them, feeling contentment for the first time since all this began. Still, both Kasen and I had to go to work. 
 
    I grabbed my phone on the way to the bathroom, then looked at it. Oh, fuck… Chief had been sending me texts all night long. There were over a dozen of them. What we had just done smashed head on into reality. What was the Chief going to do when he finds out?

  

 
   
    11 / Not to be Denied (Kasen) 
 
    Julie looked at me as she stared at her phone, then handed it to me. Shit… text after text. Mr. Big Dick was not happy about being denied. He had to know what this meant, that Julie wasn’t completely his any longer. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked. This brought Rich out of slumber. He reached over to stroke her leg, his own form of support. 
 
    Tears already filled her eyes. Last night was so special, full of love and pleasure. Rich was a great lover who somehow inspired me to raise my commitment as well. It surprised me how easily I fell into a submissive mode with him, doing everything he asked. All the times they had taken me at the club seemed like training. 
 
    Rich… my friend… the bisexual that had hidden it from me all those years… hid it no longer. I had him in my mouth and ass while Julie looked on. The two of us shared her throughout the night. Yet, we just as often shared each other with her as had her at the center. 
 
    Maybe the Chief was right, that all women get off on watching two guys together. It was an amazing night for us all. As I fell asleep, my love wrapped in my arms, my brain was counting the days. It had been nearly three months since my wife made love to me. 
 
    And when we did… it was like everything that had happened washed away with the flood of emotion that overwhelmed us. It was so intense that Rich got out of bed, using the bathroom as an excuse to leave us alone. He winked at me on the way off the bed, mouthing ‘give it to her.’ So I did. Gave it to her as forcefully as I could. Oh, my love… how could we let it go this bad… 
 
    “Face the music, I guess. He has to be told. I’ll do it on the way in to work.” 
 
    We were all awake by this time. Even took our shower together. Though the sexual energy of the all-nighter was spent. This shower was tender stroking and kisses, as Rich and I shared her between us. 
 
    I was off to the firehouse that morning. This time, for the first morning in many weeks, feeling optimistic about the future. 
 
    As it turned out, that optimism was misplaced. Mid-morning, I sent her a text about dinner plans. Nothing came back. She has patients; I get it. Usually she replies in between. At lunch, I drove by the dental office. Her car was not in the parking lot. I walked in, telling the receptionist I had to drop something off for her. She told me Julie had called in sick. Her suspicious look told me everyone knew what these repeated sick days were all about. 
 
    The reality of what must have happened sunk in at that moment. She had texted or called the Chief. He ordered her to his house. She obeyed him. As I went back to the firehouse, my mind filled with images of her giving everything she had pretended to share with Rich and me to her real Master. 
 
    She confirmed that later in the afternoon, when the flow of texts, pics and videos began. ‘Jules’ sucking his cock. Her bouncing on his rod, gleefully groaning her cumming to the room. Other guys joining, someone filming from the side of the bed as three cocks took her higher. The videos seemed to focus more on her face. The joy of release. 
 
    I sent one video to Rich with a message. ‘I guess he owns her after all.’ He tried to call. I didn’t answer. What was I going to say to him? That my life was over? That my beloved had finally made her choice? I couldn’t bring myself to verbalize that, even to my best friend. I was lost. 
 
    When I arrived home the next morning, the house was still empty. She had been there all night. She didn’t come home the rest of that week. I sent her a couple cursory texts, asking if she was ever coming back. She never replied. 
 
    The stream of pics and videos continued. Day and night, my off day or on. She seemed to have a cock inside her 24 hours a day. Her face hardened as she went, seeming to give herself to the pleasure. 
 
    After the second day, I stopped sending texts. Giving up all hope. At the start of my 4-day, I made an appointment with a divorce attorney to discuss options. I knew it was over now. Before I could meet with them, she sent me a text. 
 
    [Julie]: Come to the club tonight. Chief plans a special show. 
 
    [Kasen]: You must be joking. 
 
    [Julie]: Please come. I want you to be there. 
 
    [Kasen]: What does he have planned? 
 
    [Julie]: He won’t say, but claims they designed it especially for you. 
 
    [Kasen]: What time? 
 
    When she replied, I agreed to go. Why I agreed was beyond my understanding. Maybe I really wanted to watch her taken one last time. Maybe I hoped they would strap me down and give it to me as well. I missed the pleasure/pain. No matter, I went because I knew this would probably be the last I would see my wife. The last time for me to either see her in action, or even in the flesh. 
 
    After this, I blocked the Chief’s messages going forward. His tormenting of me was going to end, one way or another. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    At precisely 7 that evening, I knocked on the door. Someone I did not recognize welcomed me in. He said nothing, just pointed to the table where I found my cuffs and a note. ‘Clothes off. Put on the cuffs. Crawl into the playroom.’ 
 
    What was I going to do? My resolve cracked at that moment. My need for submission was apparently as strong as her need for cocks. Clothes went on the hooks in the hallway, cuffs on limbs and collar on neck. The guy that opened the door just stood there without speaking. 
 
    Once everything was on, he offered a leash for the collar. I got down on my knees, crawled forward to him, raising my head to allow him to connect to the leash, allowing him to pull me into the playroom. And I mean pull! He yanked it repeatedly, making me fall forward. They forced me to hurry into the room… oh god, I suddenly realized, just like the submissive they knew I was. 
 
    He led me straight to the spanking bench I knew so well. The new guy fastened me into position, then left the room. I could hear voices from the other room. Laughing, clinking of glasses. Julie’s high-toned giggles wafting over the deeper voices. She was having a great time. 
 
    When the group came out, my naked wife could not have been more comfortable, more in her element. She was touching the men, allowing them to touch in return. Her nipples were rigid and hard, full of the arousal she was feeling. 
 
    On seeing me there, her face softened suddenly, a spark of emotion crossing. It didn’t last. She walked over to the table, picking up a paddle, striking me with 10 straight hard smacks taking my breath away! Spinning the paddle in her hand, she walked back to the table, switching to a cane. 
 
    “Glad you could come, my cuck. We are going to give you just what you want tonight. These cocks are going to split me wide, give me such pleasure. They will force you to watch it all.” 
 
    The cane rained down on my ass and back, filling me with pain. While she struck, she continued to talk. “For this time only… I am the only one allowed to use the toys on you. I am going to let my demon Mistress out to run. It will be painful just the way you like it. Very painful.” 
 
    The next 5 slashes took my fucking breath away. A searing crease of pure agony! 
 
    “The guys have been showing me techniques for how to strike to maximize the pain while not lifting off the skin. You like?” Another round of ultra-painful slashes rained down. “I will practice those new skills throughout the night. Hope you enjoy it.” 
 
    I gasped at the power she used, the new skill. Shuddering, I suddenly realized my mistake at coming here. They were going to punish me for making love to my wife. To leave me with a simple message: never do it again. 
 
    After the last slash, I heard giggles from behind me as two guys grabbed her, pulling her to the bed. And the entire group was on her. My body was still quivering from the heightened pain of the slashes. I could not keep my eyes off what was happening in front of me. 
 
    Jules was now fully in charge. Every part of her wanted to be taken as roughly as they could. Her cries of release kept coming over and over as they filled all three holes continuously. 
 
    Every few orgasms, she would separate herself from the bed, then return to my torment. Paddles, floggers, canes, whips. They had taught her well. My torment was much more intense than before. I was floating in a sea of pain so ferocious I almost blacked out a couple of times. 
 
    After three or four ‘on the bed/back to torment’ cycles, she guided one of the guy’s cocks in my mouth. “Your problem, my cuck, is that you don’t know your place. You thought you were my equal, my partner in pleasure. No, you are just the cuckold and a submissive. You only deserve what your masters will give, nothing more. I thought you understood that.” 
 
    The guy pumped into my mouth as I tried to suck him. Then cool lube spread on my rear opening and another cock found a home. 
 
    “You are nothing but a hole for our pleasure. A thing for us to torment as we wish. The Chief and I decided this session would be all about you. Still, I needed something fun for myself, so reserved all the pain for my pleasure. Hope you enjoy your session.” 
 
    The toys rained down on every part of me while the guys pumped away. I fell hard into subspace at that moment, lost in it, maybe forever. Never again questioning anything she said or did. I was hers forever. 
 
    They pulled away from me again, taking her back to the bed, right back inside. There were 8 guys in the room… not including me, of course. I was not a guy. I was a thing to be used, open holes and bare skin ready to be taken however they liked. 
 
    While Jules was being humped savagely on the bed, her moans filling the room, one guy stepped over with a large leather paddle and began systematically covering every inch of my ass. 
 
    A loud “No” filled the room. Julie roused herself from the bed, staring at the offending paddler. “I am the only one allowed to hit him tonight,” she yelled at the guy. “We agreed on that.” 
 
    The Chief bellowed from the corner. “Oh, you fucking cunt. You shouldn’t have said that. My guys come here to inflict as much pain as they gain in pleasure. If we can’t use him, then we are going to need to have someone else.” 
 
    He flicked his head to the guys. All the noise stopped the paddling, allowing me to rise out of subspace if only momentarily. I knew they would be back. 
 
    Several guys were dragging Julie over to the X-position chains. She knew something had gone wrong, resisted. Then a flush ran across her face. I suddenly realized she wanted this… I knew at that moment… oh god… she had done this before. Laughter filled the room as the cuffs went on, her position fixed just as I had been on that first visit. 
 
    She stared at me, fear and lust warring in her eyes. They spoke to me… embarrassed at my finding out the way she was… how they had worked to hide this from me… 
 
    The guys were all at the table, picking out what they wanted to use on the new candidate as the Chief stepped up to her front, clamps in his hands. “You shouldn’t have gone to him, sweetheart. You knew I forbid it. Now, you both will pay the price.” 
 
    He attached the nipple clamps, then leaned down to place similar clamps on her labia. Attaching them all with a large chain. I could see the pain of the pinching flow across her face. 
 
    Two guys stepped up close to me. One behind, one in front. Both of their cocks were hard from being inside Julie only moments before. I knew what they were going to do. No longer cared. All I could think about was Julie and what they were going to do to her! 
 
    It didn’t take long. As soon as the first cane struck her skin, a cry of anguish escaped her lips. Cocks took my ass and mouth, blocking my ability to watch what was happening. 
 
    I didn’t need to watch. Had been in that position many times. Knew what was coming. Still, there was something terrible about having my wife trapped there. I could hear the canes hissing through the air, as she would cry out with each connection. 
 
    I twisted my head, forcing the cock out of my mouth. “Stop… leave her alone.” I was yelling at the top of my lungs, struggling against the bench. I knew they had me firmly in place, thought only if they would listen to reason. “Chief… don’t… please.. Do it to me, not her!” 
 
    All I could hear was a deep chuckle as the blows continued to rain down on her tender flesh. 
 
    “Oh, I get it,” the Chief laughed, coming down to kneel in front of my face. He slapped me hard, stunning me briefly. “You think this is a punishment for her…” He looked back at my wife, her euphoric look already telling me the horrible truth. “… that she needs to be punished because she spread her legs for you, is that it? I must show her who’s boss? You’re even more clueless than I thought.” 
 
    A guy abruptly stepped up behind her, shoving his cock roughly inside her sex. A groan of pleasure filled the room. The Chief stepped up, yanking viciously on the clamp chains as the guy took it to my wife from behind. She was groaning now, pushing her chest out to meet the pulls, wanting more. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. 
 
    “Now you get it, don’t you?” the Chief chuckled, joined by everyone else in the room. They all knew! “We’ve been whipping her like this from the beginning. Why do you think she stayed at my place so long at a time… she needed to have the red stripes clear from her body before we sent her home. Your slut loves to be abused.” 
 
    Our eyes briefly caught at the Chief’s words. Oh my god… it’s true. Every word. She’s been doing this with him all along and lying to me about it. 
 
    The guy inside her pulled back abruptly, reinserting himself in her ass as another guy came forward. He disconnected the labia clamps, positioning himself to enter from the front. Now both holes below were being taken. Julie simply came apart, pulling on the chains, crying out with the pleasure. The Chief reached in occasionally to yank the nipple clamps. My wife just moaned louder. Her orgasm was like nothing I had ever seen before. A full cry of release that shook her entire body. 
 
    All activity on me ceased as the room turned their attention to my wife, who was still shaking from the powerful release. Before she could settle, the men pulled out of her, other men returning with floggers and rods. 
 
    This time, the guy in front pulled back. They removed the nipple clamps and turned their painful attention to her breasts. A plastic flogger flew across her now tender nipples. This must have been new because her eyes flew open, the shock of pain bringing tears to her eyes, and screams followed. 
 
    A ball gag went into her mouth as the Chief came back to his kneeling position in front of me, starting the conversation with another slap to my face. “She is here to punish you. You’ll see. She loves this. Wants us to take her hard. When she called that first morning after you tried to reclaim her with Rich, all I had to do was tinkle the chains I keep at home. She was over at my place as soon as the car could get her there. You had no chance, you stupid cuck.” 
 
    He turned to watch as the toys had their way with my wife. I knew the Chief spoke the truth. She was crying out with the pain, but this differed from genuine pain. I saw myself in those cries. The pain was giving its own form of pleasure… 
 
    “Now, we are going to have fun with both of you. Let this be a warning to you.” He leaned closer so Julie could not hear what he said. “If you try to interfere with my fun again, we will put her in this position and strip her skin off inch by inch. She is mine now. I OWN you both. You are just there to provide a place for her to recover. Don’t ever try to question me again.” 
 
    Then he stepped back, waving his arm in a broad sweep, telling the men to proceed. And they were on us both. In between their using every striking instrument they had on Julie, they would pound inside her. I could hear her moans and cries of release even through the gag. 
 
    Her eyes caught mine after that first blast shook her. The embarrassment still obvious. She hadn’t wanted me to see her this way… the way she really was… the way she had become. 
 
    My heart broke at that moment. Unable to process what I was seeing. After the joy of the time with Rich, only to go right back to this… 
 
    The Chief could see the break when it happened. The way my eyes turned away from her. “He’s all yours,” he said to the surrounding men. 
 
    For as long as they wanted, both the hapless, clueless Shiffrin’s were toys to be used. I could hear whimpers of anguish from the room, followed by cries of pleasure. 
 
    I could only hear what was going on, because they stuffed both of my holes for the rest of the night. Anyone that wasn’t in her was in me, or using every painful instrument to extract their revenge. 
 
    The previous breaking of my heart became a chasm of despair. My life was over… at least any semblance of a life I recognized. Julie was gone for good and I did not know how to absorb what had happened. 
 
    I only knew that Julie was no longer my wife. She belonged to another.

  

 
   
    12 / Deeper Along the Way (Juliet) 
 
    “Wow, that was some session, wasn’t it?” I said, walking with Kasen out to our car. He didn’t say much, probably still sore from the whipping he received earlier and the pounding everywhere else. “Those guys certainly know how to get me going.” 
 
    When we got in the car, Kasen looked at me. “Why didn’t you tell me you were his sub?” Tears filled his eyes. 
 
    I turned away from him, not really wanting to get into this now. The euphoria of the night filled me. But it was too late for that. He needed to be handled. The Chief had warned me there may be a reaction. 
 
    “Not your business, my cuck. I am the Mistress. You do what I say. How I gain my pleasure is none of your business.” 
 
    He put the car in gear, pulling toward home. “Come on, babe. Surely you understand what he did. That show with you on the ceiling was to punish me for making it with you before.” 
 
    “It was not. We have done that many times. I love the way the guys fuck me while bound like that. So much fun…” My mind filled with the images of this session and those in the past. The pleasure of discovering how much I enjoyed it. 
 
    The Chief had taken me back to the club the next time Kasen was back to his 24 work shift. He strapped me to the ceiling, starting slowly. By the time I had gotten used to the pain, he brought in the other guys and they did the humping/slashing cycle to me until I almost passed out. So many orgasms… I was hooked after that. 
 
    The Chief knew Kasen would freak out if he saw the stripes on me, so required me to stay for longer stretches after these sessions. At first, I worried Kasen would be upset. When nothing happened, I couldn’t turn down pleasure like this! Almost every session, there would be bondage, pain and pleasure. I was hooked. 
 
    When Rich came over, trying to heal the breach between us, I knew something had to give. Our marriage was over if we didn’t change, but there was no fucking way I was going to go back to the old gentle ways of before. I was a full-out cum and pain slut now. I wanted both in as much quantity as the Chief would give me. 
 
    Kasen just shook his head. “He told me himself, Julie. You had hidden it all very well. Caught me completely by surprise.” 
 
    His tears flowed now, for both of us. I didn’t expect things to get this bad, either to enjoy it so much, or to have it get so out of control. We were here now. 
 
    “When we get home, I want you to put the collar and panties back on, return to our lifestyle.” 
 
    “You must be joking,” he shouted at me, wiping the tears from his face. I pulled back into the car seat, suddenly afraid as he pulled down our street. “You really are the clueless twit the Chief thinks you are.” 
 
    He stopped in front of the now open garage door. “Get out.” 
 
    “You’re not coming in?” His reaction shocked me. 
 
    “Clueless indeed… You belong to him now, you fucking slut.” The pause that followed shook my very bones. A hardness grew on his face. “You know, I always loved the word slut. Associating it with a woman who enjoys sex. You are certainly that. There’s another side to the word, I have discovered over the last few months. Driven home this very night. One I ignored to my eternal regret. The other slut is the one that will do anything for more pleasure, no matter who it hurts. You have become that, too. You are a major slut.” 
 
    He picked up his phone, called the Scheduling Desk right in front of me, telling them he was going to take a couple of weeks’ vacation. They said they would arrange some schedules, get back to him. 
 
    He turned to look at me with genuine surprise. “Why are you still here?” He looked at me. Cold, bitter resolve filled his tone. 
 
    “I want you to come in,” I said. “We can sleep together if you like. The Chief has removed all restrictions now. I just had to agree to continue coming to him whenever he wanted.” 
 
    “A bit of a rub there, don’t you think? Assumes my complete acceptance of the way things are.” He shook his head. “Now it’s REALLY time for you to go.” 
 
    I didn’t move. “Kase, can’t we…” 
 
    ‘GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY CAR BEFORE I DO SOMETHING I HAVE NEVER DONE BEFORE! GET OUT!” 
 
    I shuddered, pulling back again, hand fumbling for the door. My husband had never struck me. Even when I asked him to. That look told me he had changed his mind. 
 
    “Please, my love… come in… we can talk.” 
 
    He got out of the car, walked around, wrenching me the rest of the way out, closing the passenger door. “Better get over to Mr. Big Dick’s place. He owns you, remember? Now, he owns all of you. I’m finished.” 
 
    Without another word, he got back into the car and peeled off down the street. I could only stare after him. I sat on the front steps, sobs of total despair filling me. 
 
    What was I going to do? No matter how much I loved the playing, was it worth the destruction of our family, of the joy of my connection with this man? What have I done to my beloved? 
 
    I fumbled for my phone. Maybe he’ll respond to a text. 
 
    [Juliet]: Please my love, come back. We can work it out. 
 
    All I got back was silence. I knew who was to blame… what I had done to him… He was a shell of his former self and I was to blame. The crying started again as I slumped on the front steps of the home we had shared for over 20 years. Oh my god… what have I done? 
 
    One thing was obvious. Kasen had decided how deep the rabbit hole would go. It would go no further. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    The story of Kasen and Juliet will continue in
Book 3 of the ‘His Cuckold Life’ series:
Growing Along the Way 
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