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To all the Alexandra’s out there

who bring submissives their own version of Joy.

Thank you.
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1
THE BEGINNING




The dream always started the same way. I was on my knees, hands tied behind my back. A woman in leather is standing in front of me, tapping some kind of leather paddle repeatedly on the side of her leg.

“Are you ready?” she would repeat over and over.

Sometimes the action would segue into me strapped on my stomach, full spread-eagle, on an enormous bed, my limbs cuffed tightly to each corner.

“Are you ready?” the leather-clad lady would say again.

The fantasy dream went no further. She never used the paddle or even untied my hands and legs. I never knew what happened next. Maybe my mind instinctively blocked out the rest before I roused out of sleep.
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These fantasies always left me agitated in the morning, as if I were on the edge of obtaining something critical just beyond my reach. They had another unintended consequence, however. They left me wanting much more.

The odd part of all this was how much these fantasies had strayed from the day-to-day reality of my actual life.

My name is Grant Smithfield. I have always been successful in my personal and professional lives. After college, I moved into the investment business and pursued success like a dog hunting a fox. If you were to ask my colleagues, they would describe me as smart, brash, focused, and controlling.

It was never a question of who was in charge of my teams… I was. And I was good at it. So successful, in fact, that by 30, I was the lead adviser on most of my firm’s major deals. By 35, I had split to form my own firm and at 43, I had sold that firm to a major financial conglomerate, earning financial independence along the way.

My personal life was much the same, though my wife, Alexandra (everyone called her Alex), could not have been more different. Where I was demanding, she was congenial. Where I was work-obsessed, she forced me to keep at least a side view on hearth and home. She was a successful advertising executive in her own right. Her focus was simply different. More personal and affable.

She always laughingly described herself as the “grounds keeper” in our marriage. She was to take care of our personal life and make sure I stayed grounded to the real world. We met at a charity event when we were both in our twenties. Marriage came a couple of years later, and kids followed shortly thereafter. As I leaped from success to success, Alex worked hard to make sure I kept focused on the things that mattered, and I loved her for it.

We had an active sex life, full of variety and intimacy that seemed to grow stronger with the passing years. Alex was a warm and inviting lover, willing to try many new things, yet my desire for submission was one area I couldn’t bring up. I had encouraged her to be a stronger presence in our lovemaking by telling me what she preferred and instructing me to do things that pleased her, yet she never quite took it where I needed to go.

Alex always expressed her love through kindness and sharing warm intimacies. The idea of demanding her lover perform specific acts? That was so far out of her normal thinking that I knew she would never accept me in that way. As a result, I could never get past the wanting stage and eventually stopped asking. Truth is, I was simply afraid.

The truth for me was far simpler. In my heart, I didn’t want to be in control… at least in the bedroom. Quite the opposite. I had discovered over the years that what I really wanted was to give control willingly to another.
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I discovered this need for submission back in college. It was an event that happened only once, but the Joy of Submission crept into my consciousness. It involved Owen Gallagher, a friend from high school. Both Owen and I went on to State U for college. I went for Economics. Owen for Restaurant Management.

During our senior year in college, Owen began working as a chef at a local hotel. This was in a tiny village, maybe 300-400 people, just west of our hometown, where he and his business partner, Mark Vandersteen, bought an abandoned hotel. They put in a modern kitchen and turned it into a chic restaurant with nouveau American cuisine and live jazz on weekends. People would come from all over the region to listen to the music and enjoy the cooking.

Owen, it turns out, had an extraordinary talent none of us knew. His chef’s reputation was packing the house week after week. What he could do with something as simple as split pea soup… incredible!

On frequent occasions, I would visit after the restaurant closed. Owen lived on the second floor, where he and Mark had converted the space into a suite of rooms with a large open space in the middle.

Even though I enjoyed the company of my friend, what I really went for was the music. Mark had an impressive stereo system. I was still a college student. Money was a major factor in my life. I knew the wall of speakers alone must have been $20,000 or more! My college budget could not imagine that kind of spending, so I used the opportunity to indulge when I could. Owen would go up to listen to jazz and do a couple of joints. I would always follow. All these nights happened in the same way, except for one.

That night, we got totally wasted. Back then, I loved to lie flat on my back in between the speakers, allowing the music to form right above me. I put my hands behind my head with the flats of my feet together in such a way that my knees spread completely apart and my feet up so far they touched my ass.

The spread of knees alone left my crotch completely open, though I never did it without clothes on. Now, I understand the submissive nature of this position. Back then, I just thought of it as a comfortable way to listen. Mark and Owen certainly recognized sexual availability. Indeed, they knew exactly what it meant.

As I drifted off, listening to an extended jazz suite, I felt a weight on my arms.

“Relax,” Owen said, as he pinned my arms. “Let the feelings take you where they go.”

That’s when I felt my zipper come down. Owen pressed harder to keep me firmly under control, and before I could react to what was happening, Mark had taken my cock out and was sucking on it. He moved his tongue up and down my shaft as it responded.

I moaned, pushing against Owen’s arm control. That first electric surge as I pushed against the gentle resistance gave me a first taste of bondage. The memory of that electric surge flowing straight to my crotch never failed to get me hard. These two friends gradually stripped me of all control, and my cock grew rigid in response.

Mark took the rock-hard cock out of his mouth, using his hands to unfasten my jeans.

“Lift your butt so I can get these down,” he ordered.

Without even thinking, I responded to this dominance, straightening my legs to allow easy removal, and lifting my butt off the floor. Mark moved to a position in-between my legs, pushing my feet back into the earlier submissive pose with knees remaining wide… this time without clothing.

My cock stayed rigid in the air while I stared at Mark, wondering what was next. At that point, there was something inside me that wanted this. I closed my eyes, giving up complete control. I would have done anything they asked. For the first time, I had unknowingly made a step toward ‘subspace’.

Owen took my hands, positioning them down each side. “Lift your butt and put your hands underneath you,” he ordered. I obeyed, staring wide-eyed at Owen as he pulled his own pants down, stroking his already rigid shaft. Watching all the sucking had left Owen in need of service himself. He knelt, using his hand to turn my head toward his waiting cock.

“Open wide,” he said, and pushed his tool toward my waiting mouth. This would be my first cock. I went at it with all the gusto I could. Running my tongue around the head, and offering no resistance as Owen forced it as deep as it would go.

As I struggled to take it in, Mark moved his hands to my scrotum, pulling down on the bag as he returned my cock to his mouth. The sensations were washing through me in waves… a cock teasing my throat, my own cock feeling the rhythm of Mark’s sucking, and my balls alternately being squeezed and pulled. I was not sure how much longer I could last.

Owen pulled his cock just out of range. “When I cum, I want you to swallow it all. Keep sucking until I am completely drained. Clear?”

I nodded and looked anxiously at the cock only an inch from my mouth. To my surprise, I wanted it back. I wanted to suck on it, to give pleasure, to feel its smooth length return to thrusting. Owen leaned forward and began the last surge to his release.

The combination of Mark’s bobbing head on my cock and Owen’s thrusting into my mouth was more than I could stand. I came with one of the hardest orgasms I could ever remember, struggling to keep my teeth off Owen’s plunging tool as I spurted my pleasure into Mark’s mouth.

Mark twisted my ball sack harshly as I came! That sensation brought a groan as Owen came on his own, forcing his cock as deep as he could. I struggled to keep all the cream in as it washed against the back of my throat.

Owen pulled his cock out of my mouth, using it like a trowel on my face to clean off the excess cum. He then sat back on the floor to catch his breath. Mark followed suit, letting the cock drop from his mouth as he sat between my legs. I didn’t know what to do, so I left my arms pinned under my body and just relaxed in that position. There was a fulfillment I had never experienced in my short sexual history.

Oddly, Mark, the only one not cumming, got up, muttered something about needing to go, and walked out of the room. Moments later, we heard a door open and a car start up. I looked at Owen, hoping it wasn’t because of something I had done.

Owen just laughed, “Well, he was in a hurry!” and then settled down on the floor, his legs resting against my torso.

I laughed along as my arms barked in protest. They had been under me the whole time. I looked questioningly at Owen, who nodded his assent, and then pulled my hands out. We both laughed again as I shook my arms in the air to get the feeling back.

“How did you like it? Owen asked.

“Amazing,” was the only thing I could think to say. It was so out of the range of my earlier experience that I could not even get a handle on what it meant. Too early for that, I figured.
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We never did that again. I moved out of state to take my first job when I graduated shortly thereafter. The whole incident became one of those isolated things that happens in a life, even though I always remembered the act as very intense.

Memory has a way of focusing on one aspect while forgetting the rest. Quickly, I forgot about the gay nature of the experience and revisited the submission repeatedly in my fantasies.

In fact, for years, submission dominated my sexual dreams. I read stories of people being sexually pinched, paddled and flogged as my cock responded with powerful, pulsing hardness. Yet, it had always been a fantasy, a dream never quite realized. I was just too afraid to take the next step… afraid that the pain itself would be too much… that the reality of pain and submission would never quite match my vivid imagination.

Or worse, that my wife would reject me because of these desires. This is not something you bring up with just anybody, I thought to myself. Not even your wife! Well, maybe especially not your wife!

I experimented on myself in dribs and drabs. Yet, nothing I tried really matched the excitement and sexual desire I imagined as I read stories and pulled myself to release. I even went to a live sex show on a business trip. The show had a naked woman, tied to a slowly spinning platform, being flogged by a master in mask and leathers.

My reaction was always the same in these experiences. Interestingly, instead of wanting to be the Master, I always placed myself in the submissive role. I absorbed each stroke from the Master, relishing the thought of being displayed for all to see. I always wanted to be the person fastened to the spinning wheel, receiving the blows.

This all came to a head during one of my many business trips to Amsterdam. My professional life had brought connection with a major Dutch firm that took me to their headquarters in Amsterdam regularly.

Since prostitution was legal there, advertising for all forms of sexual activity was available (including a wide range of BDSM services). Amsterdam was a hive of BDSM activity, from bondage clubs to private sessions. I read magazines and searched the web for ideas about what I could do to feed this growing desire that had become a burning flame.

My innate rational nature gave way to open need. Yet, that rational side also worked to plan a way that could be both successful and safe.

I had always fantasized about being a submissive on public display, being whipped and paddled in a club with people watching. Inside, I knew my first time should not be in the open. What if I didn’t like it? Or cried like a baby when whipped for real? The risk was simply too great. I needed something private and controlled. My research intensified.

Before I started, two requirements settled in my planning. First, I wanted my first time to be with a professional… someone who knew how to control the pain and do so safely. Second, I wanted a Mistress, not a Master.

I didn’t object to the male contact. I only knew I would be more comfortable with a woman. The session with Owen in college had been exceedingly mild. The challenge was the strength of a Master. Pain tolerance was a basic unknown at this point. I worried that the powerful stroke of a mature man could be quite tough to absorb. More importantly, I knew that breasts were part of my fantasy. I wanted to worship them and see them displayed just out of reach of bound hands. Yes, it had to be a Mistress.

Most important of all, it had to be done with discretion. I loved my wife and family and did not want to take any chance that this need would compromise my life with them.
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After months of research, I finally found Mistress Maxime. She had a very professional-looking website full of invitations for newcomers and experienced subs alike. Pictures showed a fully stocked dungeon and a Mistress with sizable breasts. Sending that first email to Mistress Maxime took more courage than I thought I had.

Her reply came the next day and was very polite. Yes, she would take me on. We started a correspondence that extended over several weeks, narrowing down what I wanted, clarifying expectations, and her limitations.

She wanted to make sure I understood there would be no intercourse. She was a professional dominatrix. Her role was to enjoy herself, make the client obey and push their pain tolerance to the unique limit for each client. This did not include ‘humping,’ she stressed. I agreed to all her restrictions.

The plan was to contact her the week before my next trip to Amsterdam. She would make an appointment, then send directions to her dungeon. My cock tingled in anticipation as I looked forward to the next trip overseas.

That came a few weeks later. I had spent so much time fantasizing about the session that I wondered if anything could match this idealized world I had built in my imagination. I sent her an email, telling her the time of my visit to Amsterdam. She replied, scheduling an appointment. Very business-like.


2
STANDING AT THE DOOR




Istood at the door, ready to knock… all the years of desire flooding into this single act. Should I… could I… would I… my mind kept chanting while remembering all the anxiety that went into this final decision. Nothing separated me but a simple wood door. I kept asking myself why this had to be so hard. Just knock on the damn door!

All the way across the Atlantic, I had anxiously awaited this moment. The weeks of exchanges with Mistress Maxime had given me a clear idea of where this was going. I had only to wait.

I went to work that day. Meeting after meeting held, even though my mind would not stay focused. I had only one thing in mind… feeling the sharp crack of a crop across my butt while someone bound my hands tight. The desire throbbed in my chest, my groin, in my very soul. This desire had driven me… to experience the source of so much fantasizing over so many years. It was finally going to come true.

Just knock on the damn door! So, I did…
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A blond-haired woman in a soft white gown opened the door and invited me in. She was a tall, lovely woman in her mid-40s. I had the oddest sensation of looking at a kindly old lady down the street when he was a kid.

She clearly meant the room as a waiting area with lots of stuffed chairs, a bar at one end, and a spiral staircase. I gave my name. She introduced herself as Maxime and asked me to have a seat at the bar.

For the next 10 minutes, she handled introductions and business. I paid the agreed amount, and she asked me questions. Lots and lots of questions. Even after all the emails, she still had more.

What did I want to do? How long had these fantasies been with me? Level of pain tolerance. They went on and on. I couldn’t believe the answers that poured out of my mouth. It was finally here, and my courage did not fail.

I told her of wanting to be bound, to be paddled and whipped, of wanting to experience cock, ball and nipple torture, to see what my pain tolerance really was. I included how sensitive my ass had always been, how I had taken to stuffing things in it while masturbating.

Regrettably, I said, this was my first time. The answer to pain tolerance was still unknown. That’s why I was here, in fact. To find out. We discussed safewords and how to use them. All the while I was talking, she typed. She kept a database entry for each client, she explained, so when they returned, she could start from where they left off (and not ask the same questions again). It made sense to me!

Finally, after she had typed her last, she got quiet for a moment, and said, “Are you ready to test those limits?” With my heart pounding in my chest, I said yes. Her tone suddenly became quite different.

“Very well. Once we go up those stairs, you will refer to me as Mistress and not speak unless I give you permission or you feel the need to use your safeword. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“At the top of the stairs, you will find a small room on the right. Take all your clothes off, fold them neatly and place them on the cabinet. You will find a shower on the landing. Take a shower, washing your hair and scrubbing every inch of your body, especially your cock and anus. Next time, make sure you bring toothpaste and a toothbrush. I want you to be clean when you enter my dungeon. Once finished, step through the curtain into my dungeon. Go!”

The moment of truth had arrived. Would I be the submissive I had fantasized about? I summoned my courage once again. It was too late to stop now! Turning slowly to move up the stairs, by the time I reached the top, I was ready.

I unbuttoned my shirt, folded it neatly and removed the rest, piece by piece. I took them off slowly and deliberately, making each removal a part of my submission. She hid the dungeon behind a small curtain. I could not see into the room, yet its ominous presence filled me.

After my clothes were off and folded on the cabinet as instructed, I turned on the water and scrubbed myself from head to toe. I wanted to be clean for my Mistress as I paid special attention to cock and ass.

Once I dried myself off, I turned toward the curtain, summoning the last bit of courage I had available, stepping through.

Nakedness is a relative term, I thought to myself. I slept naked and walked around the house naked. It never crossed my mind. Yet when I pushed that curtain aside and strode into the dungeon, I felt every square inch of that nakedness.

As if for the first time, I saw my reflection in a full-length mirror on the opposite wall. The room was a long rectangle with three walls covered in floor-to-ceiling mirrors. The last wall looked more like a workshop. There were racks of various sexual toys, from floggers to dildos to bondage furniture. I recognized the St Andrew’s Cross, a long bench, and a table.

Mistress Maxime was standing near the racks. She had removed her gown. What remained was a black leather corset that showed ample cleavage. She had matching long leather gloves that traveled up her arms to just above the elbow. Her shoes looked uncomfortable to stand in, adding a full 4 to 6 inches to her height. She looked every inch the Mistress promised on the website.

“Move into the center of the room and place your hands together behind your back.”

I moved over quickly and stood quietly. She came over with four leather cuffs in her hands which she placed on my wrists and ankles. She fastened the two wrist cuffs together behind my back.

Standing as if to admire her work, she suddenly snapped down, whipping my shaft with the back of her hand. The pain shot up my body like a lightning bolt!

“Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked, her tone quiet, and tender, but her actions weren’t. <snap> “It will get…” <snap> “much more intense…” <snap> “as we go. Can you handle it?”

“Yes, Mistress. I want to try,” I said, though as much as my cock stung, I was no longer as positive about it.

Her hand whipped down on my stiffening cock one last time, harder. “You will not add commentary or color. This is not an interview. ‘Yes or No, Mistress’ is all I want to hear. Is that understood?”

My eyes shot immediately to the ground, replying with a meek, “Yes, Mistress.”

She walked over to the wall and hit a button. Two small eye hooks rose from the floor. Positioning me between the hooks, she spread my legs wide to allow her to hook the ankle cuffs to the floor eyelets.

She then reached to the ceiling and released a bar with similar eyelets at each end. She unhooked my wrist cuffs from behind and fastened them to each end of the bar. It surprised me a little, because my hands were dangling there, not tight. This surprise was short-lived.

Mistress Maxime walked back to the wall and pulled gently on a rope. The bar started moving back toward the ceiling, and my hands went with it. She continued pulling the rope until my hands extended fully, taut and menacing. Now in a full ‘X’ position, she secured the rope and moved back to the table for her toys.

I was finally doing it, I thought to myself. I almost laughed at the ridiculous sight staring back at me in the mirror. Here I was, naked, cuffed, and fully extended. My shaft pulsing, extended to its full glory. I hungered to feel the pain. And she did not disappoint!
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She walked back from the table, returning with a handful of toys. First up was a nipple clamp. It was the screw type, with alligator clips connected by a chain. She placed one on each nipple, screwing each tight. The pain began as a warm sensation. Pressure built with each turn of the screw. Along the way, something happened that caught me by surprise. The pain did not continue to build. It became directional. It started shooting down my body, straight into my crotch.

She somehow knew what I was feeling because she tightened them more. She could tell I was enjoying the sensation. Maybe it was my rigid cock sticking straight out that gave it away!

Once they were tight to her satisfaction, she leaned down and took another set of clamps for my ball sack. I later learned they called this a ‘zipper clamp,’ a short chain with seven small black clamps that attached across the bottom of the scrotum. This she did.

The pain was becoming intense… waves of nipple sensations shooting to my scrotum, only to be amplified by the pain coming from the bag. My whole middle was alive with the sensations.

For her final toy, she took a thick chain with a connector on one end, running it through both the nipple and zipper clamp chains. My legs were shaking in anticipation. Before she moved away, she started pulling on the chain connecting the clamps. The pain was light at first, growing more intense as she extended the pull.

I felt like my entire trunk was on fire! I stared at myself in the wall mirror, amazed at the sensations flooding my brain. The pain came in waves as she successively increased the pressure, then lightened. Soon, I could not stare anymore. My eyes closed as I gave myself to the moment. The waves chewed my inside with growing intensity.

Somewhere in the middle of all this, I discovered ‘subspace’ for real, that deep feeling of losing yourself in the moment; of forgetting where you are, what you are doing. In fact, it was a complete release into the sensations.

This wasn’t the mild joy of losing control for the first time, like with Owen and Mark. These were hard waves of pain pushing me harshly in that direction. I felt a pull to give in, to release all control. My body demanded it, wanting to give more, to release everything.

Mistress was not ready for me to drop there yet. Just as my consciousness seemed ready to let go, she stopped pulling and moved back to the workbench.

I struggled to recover, the clamps still attached. Each time I would move, the implements would shake with a reawakening of the sensations.

“Do not move,” she ordered from across the room. I froze in place. Feeling only the undertow of each clamp as it bit into my flesh, I once again opened my eyes to stare at the amazing sight in front of me. My body was on fire, and my mind was even more so. She had awoken a hunger that was not even close to being satisfied. I wanted… NEEDED more.

Maxime clearly knew this, returning with several paddles and sticks. She moved around to my back, laying them on a small stand that had been there all along. I watched her in the mirror. The anticipation grew stronger as she positioned the implements the way she wanted them.

“You do like this.” She did not appear to be speaking to me. Rather, it was a statement of fact.

“Yes, Mistress,” was my only reply.

“Are you ready for the next level?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

With that, she started striking a paddle against her hand while she rehearsed the safeword we had agreed upon.

“This will get stronger and more intense. Remember your safeword. You are free to stop if need be.”

“I understand. Thank you, Mistress. I am SO ready!”

She chuckled lightly as I turned my head to look directly at her. Oh, yes. I was ready! The man that stared at me in the mirror felt contentment. I had made the right choice, loving the experience. Maxime was just the right mistress, and I so wanted the next level.


3
FULL SPREAD




Then the first strike landed across my bare ass. It was strong. A full impact stroke to get things started. What came next was a torrent of pain. A series of strikes where Maxime used all the paddles, floggers, canes and crops she had brought over.

Each strike would shake the clamps in front, further intensifying the violent flow coming from the rear. My entire body was on fire. From upper thighs to upper back, she pushed me relentlessly, blow after blow. Occasionally, she would reach around to tug the chain running down my stomach, keeping the pain moving front and back.

At first, I tried to watch her work through the mirror. Her concentration was a wonder to behold. I noted to myself there was no doubt about how she stayed so fit. She worked really hard at this. Her face was alive with effort and thinking about what to do next.

In the end, I could not hold on. The sensations were wonderful. The feelings flooding through me simply became too intense for me to keep watching. I gave myself over to the flood.

This time, subspace came quickly, and Grant went deeper. The sheer volume of the blows pushed me over the edge, giving full release. I became the pain, became the flood of sensations, became the moment. As each strike got harder, my mind started cataloging the instruments. The wide thud of the paddle. How the canes and crops gave a contrasting thin, exquisite sharpness. The intensity of the clamps as they reacted to each blow. As I slipped deeper into subspace, the pain was becoming pleasure.

My body was alive with pain, yet I wanted more. I pushed my butt back to give her a better target, pulling fiercely on my bindings as the waves acted like electric shocks. The next morning, soreness in my arms would tell the story of just how hard I had been pulling on the bindings. I wondered how I kept from pulling the bar from the ceiling.

Eventually, her strikes slowed. Her breathing labored from the effort. Despite the sudden cessation, it took a bit to come out of subspace; to find myself in the same room. My front and back were literally alive with tingling. Yet, during her efforts, I had gone straight out of pain mode, into pleasure.

Maxime set the last instrument on the stand and came around to my front. “The pain can sometimes be stronger when we take these off. Just want you to be ready,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She was breathing heavily and taking her time. I chuckled to myself. It seemed funny, somehow, that she had to recover as much as I did.

Slowly, she undid the clamps on each nipple. Oh shit! The pain went way past anything I had experienced up to that point. It was sharp and did not flow. It radiated with pointed intensity. Then Maxime did something that almost made me pass out. She took her hand, gathered the nipple in a little pucker, and then sucked hard on it.

I moaned loudly as the fierce combination of pleasure/pain took me over. My body convulsively pulled at each of the bindings to help absorb the intensity. My legs vibrated at the pain working its way through my body. She then repeated the same exercise on the other nipple. This time, I knew what was coming, so I could handle the fierce flow a little easier. Now THAT was pain, I said to myself, as I tried to catch my breath.

Maxime then moved down to the zipper clamp, gently removing them. The pain was no less intense, despite my being used to it now. She did not suck this time. Instead, massaging the balls with her hand until the pain subsided.

“Yes, you do like this. No doubt about that. I am amazed you have this capacity, yet you never explored it until now,” she said. “How come?”

“May I speak Mistress?” I said.

“Yes, please.”

“The truth is… I was not sure. I felt the pull, read a lot of stories that got me very excited. Frankly, I was afraid it would not be the same in reality. You know, like a movie you have heard so much about, but when you see it and don’t really like it? The stories and masturbation gave me such pleasure I was afraid to interfere. Now that I have, it will be difficult to go back.”

She moved to my hands, unhooking the cuffs from the ceiling, then undid my ankles as well.

“Rotate your arms and legs, get some circulation back in them.”

I felt on ‘cloud nine’ with every fiber of my being trembling from the experience.

“Thank you, Mistress.”
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“That should do it for this session,” she said. “While I clean up, go back to the entryway. Take another shower. Put your clothes back on and come downstairs. We can talk before you leave.”

My legs were wobbly at first. The pounding my ass and back had absorbed during the session was finally resonating. I touched my butt gently with my finger and flinched at the tenderness to touch. The taxi ride home was going to be a tough one, I laughed to myself.

The shower was also uncomfortable. My reddened backside stung with the flow of the warm water. Yet I allowed the water to cascade down my back and the pain reminded me of the joy only moments before. What an experience!

Downstairs, Maxime was back in her gown and sitting at her computer, clearly entering notes on what we had done that evening.

“What you expected?” she asked.

“Much more even than I had hoped!”

She suggested the next visit, we could try something anal. “If you want to experiment with anal next visit, you will need to perform an enema on yourself at least three hours before the session. This will allow you to clear the canal for my instruments. Is that understood?”

I said it was and thanked her for the great introduction.

When I walked out the door, the cool evening beckoned. It was my first time in this part of Amsterdam. I didn’t flag a cab. I just walked and walked and walked.

The cool evening air stood in stark contrast to the fire that was burning inside. How could I have known it would be like this? Every once in a while, something close to a ‘flashback’ would shoot through me. Every strike and pull would replay in my head. I later called these ‘memories of pleasure.’

Eventually, a city tram came by and I hopped aboard. It turned out I had been with Maxime for over two hours and then another two walking around. My brain was buzzing as I tried to get a handle on what had happened.

Alex filled my next thoughts. How was I going to tell her? What would she think of me? One thing was for sure, I could not hide it from her any longer. This experience had changed me. I wanted to do it with my wife as well. Would she?

When I got back to the hotel, I quickly pulled a bottle of lube out of my suitcase and went to town on my cock. My seed flew across the room. There was no doubt about it. I loved being a submissive and wanted another round!


4
HOW WAS THE TRIP?




The rest of the trip was almost a blur. After two more days, I had consummated the deal, and caught a flight home. As I settled onto the plane, my head struggled to find the answer to the question overhanging everything. Could I tell Alex? Should I?

One thing was for sure: I could not go back. The experience was too strong to ignore. I wanted to do it repeatedly. All those thoughts of what was proper (and what wasn’t) had disappeared like the last gasp of darkness with the sunrise. It had changed many of my attitudes about how I was going to live my life from now on.

Still, Alex overhung everything. My passion for her exceeded anything I felt in that room. I wanted this to be a part of my life. The quandary spun as I pulled into the driveway and opened the front door. How was I going to include her in it?

“How was the trip?” Alex asked, as I moved my suitcase into the foyer. “Did you get the deal completed?”

“We did. It went quicker than expected. The client was so eager to get rid of the property that I agreed to every demand of the buyer. Wish all deals were this easy,” I chuckled. “Anything happen while I was gone?”

“Besides missing you?” she laughed as she accepted my warm embrace.

Homecomings like this always made the trips worthwhile. Though lately, I had joked that the first 450,000 miles of travel were fun. All the constant pressure to close the ‘next deal’ wore on me. What was the sense of selling my company if I had to work as hard as I did before? Right now… especially now… I really needed the grounding Alex gave my life.

I hauled the bag upstairs as we continued the normal chatter of our life together. The everything and nothing of married life. How were the kids? What happened at her office? Did you find a carpenter to fix the back door? It was genuinely nice. Very normal, I kept thinking.

Before bed, I took a quick shower to clean up after the trip. I turned the water on, took my clothes off, and hopped in. Moments later, the door opened again, and Alex stepped in.

Her hands caressed my back. Luckily, my welts had time to heal and there was nothing to draw her attention away from our normal shower play.

“You looked like you could use some help. I sure could use some,” she giggled, as I turned to embrace her. I reached for the body sponge, gently pushing her hands down.

“That won’t be necessary,” I said, pausing. “Tonight, you relax. I will take care of you.” She nodded her assent, turned her back to me and held her arms out from her body. Yes, this submissive stuff can be very enjoyable!

I scrubbed a little lather into the sponge and began at her shoulders in strong, circular movements. Alex had always said she liked the scratchy sponge… it made her skin tingle. I did each arm, continuing the circular movement down her back, finally working my way to her butt. Getting on my knees, I massaged her ass cheeks, the backs of her thighs, moving down to her calves and feet.

Signaling for her to turn around, I began the same process on the front, working my way up her legs, providing close attention to her vaginal lips and anus. She started moaning as I repeatedly circled her clitoris on my way up to her stomach and breasts. I got off my knees and scrubbed her breasts, lifting each into my gentle caress. Yes, I loved serving my Mistress!

The shock of that thought brought me out of my dream state. What am I thinking? I wondered and then said simply, “Let’s go to bed.”

By the time I got to bed, we were both so tired that thoughts of taking it further gave way to simple sleep as we cuddled against the other. Sleeping alone never provided the same quality of comfort as doing it together.
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I laid my arm across her side the next morning, cuddling closer. Alex was on her side, reacting to my contact even before she was fully awake. Reaching my hand around, I cupped her left breast, pressing my stiffening rod forward.

“Feeling frisky, are you?” she smiled, while gently adjusting her ass to offer welcome to the contact.

I was in the mood for loving this morning. “Oh yes,” I said.

My cock had already risen to the occasion as I softly kissed her back and shoulders, widening my fingers to give equal time to the right breast. Alex had beautiful perky breasts that I always thought were well-shaped. Her nipples were relatively large and rosy. I rolled each between thumb and finger, feeling the rigidity growing. Soft moans from Alex showed I was going in the right direction. I moved to massaging her stomach and hips.

“Roll onto your stomach,” I said, giving her shoulder a tender push. Alex shifted her legs. I moved on top of her, one leg on each side, massaging her ass cheeks. I reached into the nightstand, pulling out a tub of body butter. It was too dark to tell what kind. The smell hinted of lavender.

I gave her a massage from neck to butt, hands moving in wide circles, caressing every inch of her back and backside. I especially concentrated on her ass cheeks, spreading her crack open, exposing the sex inside. Alex moaned throughout this process, pushing her butt up as I pulled her open. She loved this. I could already see the dampness leaking from her opening.

I had always loved serving my wife in this way. Listening to her reaction to my ministrations never failed to get my cock ready for the fun to follow.

Pulling her legs slightly apart, I pressed my cock at her hungry opening, and thrust inward. Alex pushed back, welcoming my presence. Soon I buried my cock to the hilt, allowing her to absorb the length of me. I was not especially large, probably about average, though this position allowed me to push into her as far as it was possible to go.

I started massaging again… wide circles of slow-moving pressure, kneading her shoulders, neck and buttocks as I felt the flow of her energy. With each stroke, I coordinated the circles, thrusting to maximize her pleasure.

Soon that thrusting became stronger and her pushback more frantic. Her moans betrayed her movement toward release. Now I was concentrating my massage on her ass cheeks, the circular movement alternating with my thrusting.

I could feel her body tensing as her orgasm coursed through her. She cried out as her sex quivered. My release came moments later, giving one last thrust and then held myself still. The hypersensitivity coming off my post-orgasm cockhead was just too much for movement.

She milked my cock by squeezing her pussy in a gentle rhythm, causing me to jump each time.

“Stop that,” I said, as I gave her ass a light slap.

“Making you squirm is the best part,” she laughed, continuing the unrelenting squeezing. She clenched her pussy as tight as she could, and I felt an almost painful pulse of pleasure.

Her glee was too overwhelming to contain as she rolled me off her back, repeatedly bouncing the still rigid shaft with her hand. “You seem to like that pressure. You sure it’s not too much?” she said, her tone growing concerned.

“No, not too much,” I said. I was still trying to catch my breath. The sensation had triggered something inside me… a memory of stronger strokes. This memory of deep pleasure was of a totally different kind. I was still reliving that moment when Alex began touching my chest.

I laid down next to her and the moment passed, yet the memory lingered…
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In the end, I had to follow my need for submission AND tell my wife. Both had become priorities. After all these years, surely, she would understand. It was my only hope.

It had become our habit to take the day off after my return from a business trip. We could spend the day together after the kids got off to school. When we were younger, we mostly spent our days together in bed. Now, we mainly talked, went shopping or out to eat, with snippets of sensual pleasure thrown in.

As the morning progressed, I checked my email, did a couple of laundry loads, and pondered how I would bring up my news. I had to find a way to tell her that would not turn her off completely! Slowly, a plan came together.

Alex fixed a couple of sandwiches for lunch. We were playfully teasing about the lovemaking that morning when I said, “Did I ever tell you about the time I had a gay experience in college?”

Silence filled the room. I could feel my heart pounding as I went on. “I never told you about that? Hard to imagine.”

“No, you never did,” Alex answered curtly, as if perturbed that I never had. “Tell me.”

I gave her a picture of what happened, leaving out some of the submissive details. Still, I gave her a full picture of what they did using very colorful language.

Here is where it got interesting. As I told the story, Alex got glassy eyed, her breathing labored and irregular. I recognized that look. As I described each detail, her ass would squirm on the chair. She was really getting turned on.

When I finished, Alex jumped up, pushed me back from the chair, yanked my pants down and gave me a fucking like I never had before. As she ground her sopping wet pussy onto my rock-hard cock, she kept asking me to describe a particular scene. Her last cries of orgasm were about as intense as I could ever remember.

“You really liked that, didn’t you?” I asked.

“I couldn’t help it,” she said. “The thought of you doing that led to fantasies of me WATCHING you do that. That was… so intense! I could see the cock going into your mouth as Mark sucked you off.”

The conversation turned to whether she would really want to watch me doing that.

“Oh yes, I would love that. You know I have a lot of gay friends. They talk about this stuff all the time. I sometimes think they do it just to shock an old married woman. If they only knew, right?!”

I looked at her questioningly, “Are you serious?”

“Of course. Clyde loves to tell me these salacious stories about his adventures. You know, Clyde, from my office? Apparently, he was at a bar with his lover, Max. A guy at the bar came onto them in a major way, so he and Max took him to the back of the club and shared his cock between them. They alternated between sucking and licking until the guy came all over Max’s face. Clyde then licked the cum off. Even though he didn’t use those words, the scary part was I could visualize every detail.”

I burst out laughing. It was all I could do to keep from falling over when she said that.

“Imagining the two tongues sharing a cock in that semi-public setting was just too much,” she went on. “I excused myself at the end of the story to make use of the mini vibrator I have always carried in my purse, though had never used it before that moment. It was all I could do to keep from announcing my orgasm to everyone in the bathroom! My face must have been flushed as I returned to the table, trying to be as gracious as possible. Clyde’s eyes absolutely twinkled. He had to know! Why else would he tell me those stories?”

Ignoring the HR implications of having a conversation like that with a co-worker, I wondered aloud what I had been missing all these years. “Now that I think about it, I did not object to the activities back then. We’ll have to see about that,” as I grabbed her into a playful hug, jostling her hair. “You just never know.”

“By the way,” Alex suddenly paused, “Is that the same Mark Vandersteen that is active with me at the Farmington Foundation?” she asked.

“I think it is, though I haven’t seen him in years. Is he still involved?”

She laughed, “I saw him last week at the Board meeting. It’s surprising he never mentioned this over all the years I have known him. Well… I guess not so surprising,” she giggled, “given the circumstances. Not something you just bring up in casual conversation. ‘Oh, Alex, did I ever tell you about the time I sucked your husband off?’ No, I guess not surprising at all.”

Her deep belly laugh had become infectious as we kept going through all the ways Mark could have told her about the experience, and what situations might have brought it up in conversation.

In the back of my mind, I kept thinking I may have been wrong all along. Maybe telling her about my need for submission would not be as bad as I expected.

Despite that, I could not find the courage to tell her, deciding to wait until after my second session in about six weeks. The fear of rejection and the certainty of my wanting to do it again made the risk of telling her now too great. I still struggled to make sense of it all.

Could my life take a weirder direction? I kept thinking about being bound to the ceiling and the feelings of pleasure in all that pain. Now, I had the experience of Alex going nympho on me over my sucking cock!

Indeed, new directions were sprouting out everywhere. The trip to Maxime’s was going to be quite different this time. The unknowns were now known. Expectations set. One thing I knew for certain: I REALLY REALLY wanted to do it again.


5
SECOND SUBMISSION




The memory of Alex’s story-fueled sexual aggression played in my mind as the taxi pulled in front of Maxime’s dungeon. This time, I did not hesitate at the door. I had already crossed that Rubicon. I reached into my coat pocket, feeling for the required brush and toothpaste, then knocked on the door.

Maxime opened it in the same soft white gown as before. She invited me to sit at the bar, pouring me the same Scotch we had settled on before. This time, we handled the details of the transaction in moments.

“Welcome back, Grant,” she said. “Glad you could come again. As I recall, you have considerable pain tolerance. Do you want to test those limits again? Or try something similar to last time.”

The freedom of choice was unexpected. “I will do whatever you want,” I stammered out. “You had mentioned anal at the end of the last visit. What did you have in mind?”

“What I do is up to me. You will not have any say. It will remain that way until you use your safeword. Do you remember your safeword?”

“Yes, Mistress. I remember.”

“Very well, then. Did you perform the enema as requested?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Memories of the enema earlier in the day highlighted how much anticipation had become part of my choice to submit.

“Good. Go up the stairs, take a shower. This time, pay especially close attention to the cleanliness of your ass. You brought your toothbrush?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I pulled it out of my pocket, feeling a bit like a grade schooler being reminded to take my homework back to school.

“Then, be about it. I will meet you in the dungeon when you are ready.”

Oh yes, after that enema and a solid scrubbing of my ass in the shower, I was definitely going to be ready.
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The stark nature of my nudity did not change this trip. When I pushed that curtain aside and strode into the dungeon, I still felt every square inch of that nakedness.

Mistress Maxime was standing near a table that had small eyelets all over its legs. She still looked every inch a Mistress, even if her outfit was more feminine this time around. A black halter top dress revealed her large cleavage. A rhinestone pattern down the front highlighted the curves of her form. Elegant black evening gloves accented the outfit. She had on the same knee-high black boots.

“Next to you is a set of ankle and wrist cuffs. Put them on.” I looked around me. There was a small table with the cuffs. I clumsily put them on.

Just as I finished, her tone turned more demanding. “Get on your knees. Crawl to the center of the room. Do not look up from the floor.”

I got down on my hands and knees, crawling across the floor. All I could do was listen as she moved the table. When I arrived in the middle, so did my platform.

“Get up, lay your top half down on the table, stretching your arms fully in front of you. Your cock should hang free just off the edge.”

I placed myself on the table as instructed, trying to adjust my legs to this awkward position. Maxime walked back to the bench and returned with a circle of rope. She then bound me to the table tightly, hooking my wrist cuffs to eyelets at the front of the table. She hooked my ankles to similar eyelets at my feet. This position left me unable to move my torso even a little, leaving my ass spread and completely open for Maxime’s play.

“In our discussion downstairs, you said your ass is extremely sensitive. Let’s see just how sensitive it is.”

I could not see her from this tightly bound position, though I sensed her smile as she walked back to the bench. My asshole tingled with anticipation. I really enjoyed anal play and hoped it was not painful. I did not want my anus damaged or worse, or to associate pain with that entry point. There were simply too many pleasurable nerve endings down there. Maybe I should have been more selective about what I told her, I thought to myself!

The snap of rubber gloves caught my attention, yet the first sensation when she returned was the cold. She was lavishing lubricant on my puckered opening, pushing one finger in, then two. She moved them around to both relax the hole and spread the lubricant around. I squirmed with the renewed sensations. Indeed, my ass really was sensitive. Being bound tight made the stimulation even stronger. I could not adjust or even squirm as she aggressively reamed me.

When she pulled her fingers out, she returned with a hard piece of rubber… some form of dildo, I suspected. It turned out to be a butt plug. Not an excessively large one either. It slipped in easily, and she pushed it with her thumb. The pleasure surged into my middle. I moaned loudly.

“This one is simply too small. Let’s try something bigger.” She pulled the plug out, set it on a tray, and then started lubing another plug. This one must have been larger because it stretched my ring until it hurt as the widest point passed through. Once all the way in, my ring adjusted to being stretched further.

“That’s better,” she laughed and then reached over for a paddle, resuming the pattern I remembered from before. Strikes from lower thigh to upper butt, alternating from side to side. Surprise caught me at the sudden beginning.

Occasionally, I felt the pressure of the paddle striking the plug. It opened my mind to a whole new level of pleasure. The paddling gave the pain, the occasional plug touches the deep pleasure. This was an amazing combination. I began jerking, loosening the rope a little.

“This will not do,” she protested, stopping the paddling to re-cinch the rope tighter. It rendered me completely immobile. My bondage need was worshiping the feeling.

She started the ass treatment again. Pounding my butt and back repeatedly with paddles, crops, canes, anything she could find at hand. This time, I dropped hard into subspace, using the tightness of the rope to release the internal waves that flowed through me. Every few strokes she would press her thumb against the plug, sending jolts through me, and then start the pounding again.

I did not know how long this went on. Subspace consumed me as wave after wave of pleasure/pain swept through.
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Eventually, she put the last implement down, walking to the other side of the room. I couldn’t see what was going on until she suddenly appeared in front of me with a large strap-on protruding from her crotch. The choice of dress now became clear. The shortness of the skirt allowed the strap-on to rest comfortably with the dress lying on top.

She pressed the head of her ‘cock’ on my lips. “Open wide,” she laughed. “I want you to take all of this in.”

I stared at the size. No way could I get this down my throat! Yet, my Mistress would not be denied. The pressure gradually increased until my lips parted, and I opened fully, welcoming the insertion. I engulfed the entire length, struggling to keep from choking.

“Breathe through your nose. Do not swallow. It will lessen the pressure,” she ordered. I sucked harder as she pushed as deep as I could go. My head bobbing, simulating the actions of what I imagined a blow job should be.

Maxime was clearly enjoying this. She rotated her hips, allowing the strap-on dildo to rub her clitoris as she pressed in and out of my mouth. I noticed what she was doing and tried to coordinate my back pressure to maximize the stimulation on her clit.

“Yes, push back. My cock loves your sucking, and my cunt loves it more. Push!” she yelled. I doubled my effort until she cried out, “I’m cumming!” and fully inserted her cock for the last time.

She struggled to catch her own breath while she came down from her release and allowed the cock to fall out of my mouth.

“I think you are ready now, don’t you agree?”

I could only blurt out a meek, “Yes, Mistress.”

She moved around to the back, grabbing the lube. She kneaded my ass flesh, alternately pulling me completely open as she dropped the lube into place.

“Yes, let’s see how hungry your ass really is,” she laughed.

She gently pulled the butt plug from my ass and I felt the cool, freshly lubed strap-on begin its pressured entry. Maxime gripped the shaft, guiding it in slowly as she worked the head past the tight ring.

“Push back. Try to force me out,” she said. This action did just the opposite, opening me to take the rest. I felt my opening ready to explode with the discomfort, but suddenly, it was over. The head was through. She went the rest of the way in with one swift motion.

Once fully in, she hesitated for a few moments to allow me to adjust before pulling back slowly and thrusting forward in a steady rhythm.

With each thrust, Maxime picked up the pace. I was getting my first fucking and loving it! The pleasure radiated through my entire body. I pulled at the tight bonds, further amplifying the sensations.

Then she caught me by surprise again. Each forceful thrust of her cock was now being followed by an even more forceful slash of a cane or rod. The combination of additional pleasure and exquisite pain pulsed through me, pushing me deep into subspace as I let myself go. My cock pulsed hard as stone as she pounded both my ass AND my back.

Her thrusting pace slowed eventually. That panting of before had returned. She stopped the caning. Before she pulled out, Maxime began massaging my back with soft upward strokes of her hands. This allowed me to come slowly out of subspace as she pulled her cock out of my opening.

She wiped me with a wet cloth, disconnected my ankles and wrists, and said, “That should do it for this session. You are still a little messy down there. Please go in and take another shower, scrubbing your anus thoroughly with lots of soap. Then come downstairs. We can talk some more.”
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I got off the table; my legs shaking. My butt cheeks had absorbed another fierce pounding, making it tender to the touch. Not for the first time, I wondered if this was good for my flesh to be struck in this way. In the end, it did not matter. It would not be the last!

After showering, scrubbing my backside as instructed, I dressed, then went to meet Maxime in her bar area.

My Mistress was back in her white gown and, once again, sitting at her computer, entering notes on what we had done that evening.

“Well, how was it? Enjoy it as much as the first time?” she asked.

I contemplated how to respond. “Truth is, Mistress, the two sessions were so distinct, I liked them both for different reasons.” She thanked me for coming and asked if I planned to come back.

“Definitely,” I said, without reservation. I would indeed be back.

But how? As I walked out into the clear night air, that upcoming conversation with Alex loomed over me as soon as I returned home. I was not willing to delay it any longer.


6
TELLING ALEX




How to tell her? That was the focus of the trip home. The joy of submission was just too great for me to ignore. I had to tell her! But how could I? For once, I welcomed the long flight back. It allowed me time to get my thoughts organized.

In the end, I decided to tell her the simple truth. The guilt I felt for going was already bad enough. Alex had been my life partner for many years, through all the proverbial thick-and-thin. I should trust her to take the news as intended.

Besides, this was not about her, my love for her, or the life we shared. It was about a need I had that I would like to share with her.

Still, the risk was real. I had stepped way outside any reasonable boundaries, going with another woman. Even if no actual intercourse was involved, I had been naked in front of Maxime and had seen much of her as well. Alex would see it for the sexual act it genuinely was.

Though, as I sat on the plane working through all these issues, I had to trust her to take it the right way. I have never gotten an overabundance of self-righteousness from Alex in our sex life together. Still, I had never given her reason to be self-righteous, either. We had both been true to each other for all our 20-plus years together.

My wife has strong values in her life. She had made it clear in every way possible that being truthful and accepting of others were core parts of her character. I loved that about her. None of those values demanded restrictions on what we consensually did in our own bedroom. She had actually been quite open about trying new things. My memory of getting my bones jumped after the cock-sucking story certainly drove that home.

As I pulled into the driveway, my heart was pounding. I negotiated multi-million-dollar deals and bent clients to my will regularly. Why was this so different?

Don’t be an idiot, I thought to myself. You know exactly why! This was my wife. My life partner. I could not manipulate or coerce her. It needed to be full-out honesty. Nothing else would do. This had to come straight from the heart.

“How was the trip?” Alex asked, as I walked through the door, my suitcases in tow.

“Let’s talk later,” I said. “Some things happened which were very interesting,” grabbing my bags for the haul upstairs.

A quizzical look came across her face. She let it go, knowing from that look I would let her know when I was ready.

I changed out of my travel garb, grabbed a quick shower, emptied my bags, and returned to normal. Returning home was always the best part of the trip. While going through all this, I resolved to tell her this evening… as soon as I got a chance. Going back down the stairs seemed somehow longer than the trip up!

Alex had fixed a Scotch on the rocks for me, coffee for herself, and a light meal. The kids were already in bed.

“Well,” she said. “Let’s hear it.”

“Hear what?” I teased.

“How would I know?” she laughed, joining in. “It seemed like you had something to say.”

I took a deep swig of my Scotch and agreed, “Yes, my dear. I do.”

Her face abruptly turned dark and worried. All the negative things I could say were now showing on her face. I was being too cagey; I thought to myself. Out with it…

“No, my beloved, it’s not bad. At least, I don’t think it is. I’ve just had an experience that I want to tell you about. One that I hope we can share in the future.”

“Okay, then. Out with it. Enough suspense,” she chided, smiling.

“Remember,” I began, “how I have been encouraging you to be stronger in our lovemaking, more direct and demanding, more dominating. You always seemed reluctant and unwilling.” I took another swallow of my drink.

“And?”

“When I was in Amsterdam, I went to a professional dominatrix. Someone that would push me closer to that submissive side I crave.”

“You did what?” she said as tears formed in her eyes.
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“Please don’t be mad. I love you and want to be with you always. I truly do. Yet, there’s a side of me that needs something different. Something that touches deep inside. This fantasy had been part of me for years, but I couldn’t find a way to tell you. I was so afraid you would reject me because of it, or worse, lose respect for me. I just couldn’t resist any longer. The pull to submit in this way was very strong, and I finally did it.”

“How can I not be mad?” she shouted, the anger growing. “You were with another woman! This woman is no different from a hooker. She is a hooker. No matter what kind of sex, it was still sex. Jesus, Grant. What the fuck would…”

I tried to wrap her in my arms. She roughly pushed me away.

“Grant, I can’t believe it. I thought we had a good relationship…” Her words kept trailing off as the reality of what I said was settling in.

“I can see why you look at it that way,” I went on, pausing for a moment to calm my own emotions. I’m losing her! I fought to stop the tears. This had to come out. “Frankly, Alex, it was a transformative experience for me. This is something I really enjoyed and was hoping we could do it… well… together.”

This last caught her off-guard. The tears suddenly became a question mark. “What? What do you mean by that?”

“Before we go into that, let me tell you what happened.”

Alex turned her back to me and said, “You might as well. The damage has already been done.”

I sighed and pushed through, giving her the soft-core version of my sessions with Maxime. I tried to give her as much of the feel of the event as I could, emphasizing the professional nature of the act. How she minimized personal contact, never touching her directly. I was submissive at every stage and could not cum in her presence.

Alex listened intently, finally sitting down at the dining room table. Her face was now one exceptionally large question mark.

I related how I had made two visits. One which emphasized bondage and application of pleasure/pain. The other that went after anal sex and use of dildos in a submissive context. I told her how much I enjoyed it, tried to convey a flavor of subspace and how it turns out I have a very high pain tolerance, a sensitive ass and a deep hunger.

“Jesus, Grant! You liked that? Doesn’t it hurt?” she asked.

“Of course it does,” I assured her. “That is the point. This is not pain like breaking your leg or smashing your fingers in the car door. This pain is intentionally sexual and meant to push your mind to submit to the sensations. All the bondage that goes with it helps to amplify the pleasurable aspects. It very much hurts, but somewhere along the way, that pain transforms into a deep sexual pleasure that is hard to describe. I loved it!”

“I knew it! It really was sexual. My God, Grant!”

I kept at it, now desperate for a recovery.

“Remember my gay story from college that got you so hot? There was an aspect of that story that I intentionally left out. They held me down while they did it. It wasn’t rape, or anything like that. They just pinned my arms to the floor, and I willingly gave them control. I WANTED them to do it that way. Back then, I didn’t think of it as submissive behavior, hell I barely knew what sex was. I sensed giving up control at that moment was my proper response. It seemed natural to me.”

The risk of losing my beloved suddenly filled me with emotion, tears forming around the edge. “I know… that seems so foreign compared to the way I am in every other way, yet it worked. I wanted to be sexually submissive.”

I grabbed her hands in mine, staring straight into her eyes, and then went all the way. “More than anything, my beloved, I want to be sexually submissive to YOU.”

“What? You want me to do that stuff to you?” she said as she yanked her hands away and walked across the room. “What happened to you? You were always so strong, so demanding, so controlling. My friends often wondered at how I could take all your insufferable demands. Everything had to be just SO! Why is this aspect of your life so damn different?”

I thought about that question for a few moments, shrugging my shoulders. “I’m afraid that’s a question a therapist would love to untangle, if I would ever let one near me,” I chuckled. “Truth is, Alex, I don’t know myself. It just is. It touches me in some deep way.”

“There is one other thing I want to make sure you understand,” I asserted. “This is not a lifestyle for me. I do not want to give up my life and go be a full-time submissive somewhere. Rather, this is simply a different take on our sex life that I would like to explore WITH YOU. The best part of sex for me is making you cum. Orgasms were never part of the professional arrangement. I think Maxime might have cum once when she was using her strap-on, though I don’t really know.”

I walked up to her, taking her hands once again. “You are my life and love. Nothing changes that. I want to share this with you and was hoping you would try it.”

“Jesus, Grant… I’m not sure,” she said. “Still pretty pissed about this.” She paused a moment to gather her thoughts. “I love you, babe. I do. Done everything I can to accommodate your needs over the years. But this… How can you ask me to do that?”

“It’s not required, Alex. Just something I would like to try,” I replied.

“Look,” she said. “Intellectually, I may understand, but pulling my arm back and actually delivering the blow? I don’t know… The Hippocratic Oath has always been my guiding principle in relationships. ‘First do no harm.’ This Grant… oh god… I’m not sure I can do it. To hurt you on purpose. I’m not sure I have the courage you need.” She cried as the implications of her statement sank in, sitting down on the dining room chair, burying her face in her hands.

“I understand, Alex. When we started this conversation…” I reassured her while putting my arms around her sobbing shoulders, “… I told you this wasn’t anything bad. I meant that. There is nothing about this desire I have that would cause me to leave you or find another woman. I love you too much for that. All I ask is that you give it some thought and maybe we can try a few easy sessions and see how you like it. As much as you jumped my bones over that silly story from college, you may find you actually like the experience.” I gently wiped the tears off her face. “Just think about it. Okay?”

I got up to freshen my drink and replenish her coffee. “Want to make this an Irish coffee?” I asked.

“Sure, I could use it.”

I went to the cabinet, pulled out some Bailey’s and poured a generous dollop to fill her cup.

“It will be okay,” I reassured her. “There was a lot to think about in this conversation. And I’m truly sorry that I dropped it on you this way. But I had to know whether my fantasy was worth taking the risk of telling you. Let it sink in for a couple of days and we’ll see where you are then. You never know…” I smiled as I spread my hands in the universal hey-you-never-know gesture. “We’ll work it out. We always have. Nothing about this changes my desire to be with you for the rest of my life.”
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More than a few days went by (it was actually several weeks). Thankfully for me, our powerful love exerted itself anew. When I tried to cuddle at night, as we always did, she did not turn me away. We made love the old-fashioned way several times.

Eventually, Alex started asking me questions about various aspects of what I liked and would want her to do. She asked over and over about what Maxime had done and how I had reacted to it.

I recognized this behavior from all my professional deal-making. My ‘client’ was trying to get a handle on what they needed to do to make this deal work and whether they could live with it. Maybe she was coming around, I thought.

About four months later, something happened. We were making love, and Alex simply took control of what we did. She guided my hands, told me what to do and even forced herself on me as she got on top to press her pussy onto my stiff rod. The ease of entry told me she was getting excited all on her own.

It surprised me at first. Gradually, as the session progressed, I submitted to her demands by following her implicitly. When she moved on top, pressing her breasts on my chest, and grinding her pussy on me, I took her in my arms and did something that surprised even me.

“Use that cock for your pleasure, my Mistress,” I said while holding her in a loving embrace. “Feel it pleasure you. It is yours to use as you wish. I give it to you willingly and openly.”

Her reaction was more than I could have ever hoped for! She moaned deeply and ground even harder, cumming in a thunderous burst of repeating “Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”

Afterward, her breathing still ragged, she collapsed on top of me. I held her close, murmuring how much I enjoyed being ‘taken’ by her. Offering to give myself to her whenever she wanted. She just laid there, feeling the sensations recede.

“I think you may actually like this Mistress business.”

Alex merely rolled onto the bed, cuddling close to me. “Yes, that was exciting,” she said. “We’ll see how it goes.”

Another few months went by. I felt the gradual change in my wife. She became stronger in our lovemaking, more insistent, requiring me to eat her repeatedly until she would cry out her release. She would pinch my nipples, twisting them harshly.

Alex even forced me to stand on the floor of our bedroom, hands clasped behind my back, while she slapped my pulsing rod with the back of her hand. She seemed to get great amusement, watching it bob up and down.

One time, she even went to her drawer, pulled out a dildo vibrator while telling me to get on my hands and knees on the bed. She lubed it up and roughly pushed it into my ass while jacking me off. My moans were like catnip to her as she pumped the dildo in and out.

When I came, my whole body shook with the pleasure until I collapsed on the bed. The vibrator was still going in my back opening. She just stood behind me as the final realization came over her.

“You really do like this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She pulled the dildo out of my butt, laying it on a rag she had placed on the floor.

“Something has to change,” she said. “If we are to go any further, I have a lot to learn. I simply will not do this and take the risk of hurting you. I have read about as much as I can about female domination. Now I need some firsthand training. I want to go to Maxime and have her teach me how to do this.”

If I hadn’t just cum in a monstrous wave, I probably would have choked. With as little breath as I had available, all I could do was agree to make the arrangements.


7
AMSTERDAM




Maxime was very agreeable. Several couples had hired her for educational sessions, she said. My next trip to Amsterdam was going to be in another month. I set up two separate sessions. One to cover bondage. The other to handle anal and cock/ball/nipple treatment.

Things were moving fast. For years nothing; now multiple visits to a Mistress and my wife on the verge of becoming one in her own right! I sometimes wondered if the adage ‘be careful what you wish for, for you will surely get it’ might not be right.

I knew Alex wanted to learn more, yet having two Mistresses at the same time seemed foolhardy. There may be a side benefit, though. With Alex involved, she may allow me to cum while in full bondage mode. THAT would be exciting!

This was Alexandra’s first trip to Amsterdam. I wanted to make it special. We were going to be there for several days, so we stayed at a beautiful old hotel near the Red-Light District of central Amsterdam.

The first few days, we spent time as traditional tourists. We took a delightful boat tour around the canals, visited the Rijksmuseum of Art, and ate a traditional Dutch stroopwafel at a fun cafe in the park.

Alex seemed as excited as a schoolgirl on her first trip. I kept telling myself it was Amsterdam, even though I knew the truth. She was going to take part in her first real BDSM session in just a few hours. The sexual tension was palpable. My wife was clearly ready.

We did the taxi ride to the dungeon in almost complete silence. Alex gripped a bag she had brought, ignoring all inquiries from me about what was in it. She was surely getting into the role.

I wondered if it was a mistake giving Mistress Maxime’s email address to Alex. I did not like the idea of them cooking things up without my knowledge. On the other hand, what could be better than having two beautiful women using me as they pleased? I wanted to be a submissive, right?

As we pulled up to the door, I looked at her and said, “Are you ready for this?”

“More than ready,” she replied. “Since we had our little chat so many months ago, it has all been building to this moment. For me to become the Mistress you want, I need to learn to enjoy it the way you do. For that, I need to have skills so I can relax and not cringe every time I cause you discomfort. Maxime can help me with that. I am looking forward to meeting her. She sounds like a fascinating lady.”

She gripped her bag and got out of the taxi. I used my hand to show she was welcome to do the knocking honors, so she did.
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Mistress Maxime opened the door in her usual soft white gown. We introduced ourselves and she gave Alex a hug.

“So glad to finally meet you,” she said. I would learn later they had spent the previous month on several phone calls and email exchanges. They were like old college roommates by the time we arrived. Maxime ushered them into the bar area as they chatted away and she asked Alex what she preferred. She didn’t even bother to ask me. A Scotch on the rocks appeared moments later.

Once they were all settled down, Maxime summarized the evening. “We are here,” she said, “to allow Mistress Alex to learn new skills and find out whether she will like this type of sexual activity. Grant, you are here to do what we want. Agreed?”

Alex replied yes. I said a simple, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, we will complete plans for our classes. These will be in two parts. Tonight, we will teach Mistress Alex how to use bondage and assorted striking instruments to heighten your pleasure and her own. On Thursday, we will learn how to use various clamps for nipples, balls, and cock, as well as the use of strap-ons, butt plugs and dildos to heighten Alex’s pleasure as she uses them on the submissive. Mistress Alex, does this fit your expectations as well?”

“Yes, it does,” she said. They did not ask me. I would do what I was told.

Alex then turned to me and asked, “Do you remember your safeword?”

“Yes, Mistress. I remember,” I stuttered out, unused to my wife addressing me in this way.

Then Alex turned toward me, and her entire demeanor changed. “Once we go inside that room,” she said, “You will treat me as a Mistress. You will never speak unless I ask a question. When I ask, you will answer with a simple ‘Yes or No, Mistress.’ Without embellishment. You will obey everything that is asked of you until you are unwilling to go on, and then the only word we want to hear is your safeword. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” She was really getting into the role, I thought. This is going to be a lot of fun, suddenly thrilled with this turn of events.

Alex went on, “Very well, you know where the shower is at the top of the stairs. Put your clothes on the shelf near the shower and then scrub every inch of your body with hot water, paying extra close attention to your ass and groin. Once done, come into the dungeon. We will wait for you there.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I gathered my stuff and moved toward the stairs. I could not remember ever getting undressed or showered as fast as I did that night. The tone and control in Alex’s voice had me so excited my cock was already at 3/4 mast.

I dried myself off and stood naked before the dungeon curtain. Was I ever ready!


8
LEARNING TO STRIKE




As I stepped through the curtain, I saw the two of them standing with their backs to me. That feeling of stark nakedness returned, especially as I stared at my wife standing right across from me. I stepped in, halting at the table that I knew would hold my cuffs. I did not recognize what she was wearing. When she turned, my cock sprung even higher than before.

Most Mistresses would probably not think of this as a ‘Mistress’ outfit. However, I knew it suited her breast-loving sub very well. Leather straps formed into a web to cover much of her torso. My eyes fixed on one key feature: the breasts.

The outfit surrounded and lifted her breasts, leaving them fully exposed and free. My imagination leaped as I thought of watching her bouncing breasts in the mirror as she concentrated on paddling me. This is going to be so great, I thought!

“Put on the cuffs and move into the center of the room, your hands behind your back,” Mistress Alex said. The tone was matter-of-fact. Full obedience simply expected. Mistress Maxime turned, and my heart almost stopped. She was wearing the same outfit.

Where Alex’s breasts were perky, Maxime’s were huge (at least D cup or larger). They swayed gently as she walked to join Alex in the middle of the room. As I struggled to get the cuffs on while stealing brief glances at my Mistresses, Maxime must have known what I was doing.

She leaned forward, moving slightly, allowing her breasts to sway in the open air. I gulped and the two Mistresses broke into laughter as I fell into their trap! They must have been planning these outfits for a long time.

I moved into the middle of the room, cuffs securely fastened to both ankles and wrists. I knew what was coming next. The eyelets came up from the floor and I spread my ankles to position them appropriately. Mistress Alex came over to fasten each.

Maxime lowered the crossbar from the ceiling as Alex hooked each wrist to the top. Soon spread-eagled, my cock was already fully erect as I looked at myself in the mirror on the wall. The reflection of my two Mistresses filled my thoughts as their breasts swayed with the movement. I followed them everywhere as they made preparation for what was to come.

“Now, for this first lesson,” Maxime said to Alex, “we want to learn how to strike. There are only a few safety tips here. We will initially concentrate on the back and butt. First, avoid striking anywhere around the soft kidney area. These are tender and easily damaged by striking.” Her hands traced my back, showing Alex what she should avoid.

“Second, the skin of the back is thin with blood vessels close to the surface. You want to be careful with thin rods or canes. Anything that has a narrow surface. Striking too hard will raise the skin and either cause permanent scarring or deep bruising. Experiment with how hard you can strike without doing this damage. It will become a game between you. After a session, you will search his back for marks left during the session. These are fun and harmless, disappearing in a day or two. Along the way, you will strike too hard and the mark will take longer to heal. Make note of these times and avoid hitting as hard with that instrument.”

“Now let us turn to the front. Many areas are vulnerable here. Hard striking is not acceptable. That does not mean you do not strike. There are many soft bristled floggers and straps which will cause the torment you seek without damage. I will show you that tonight.”

“Last, the scrotum. The male scrotum is very vulnerable and painful. And I do not mean the ‘good pain’ as Grant loves to describe it. Avoid direct strikes UPWARD onto the ball sac. Gentle swings with soft bristles can sometimes be fun, causing him to squirm. You must be careful here. Personally, I simply avoid that altogether. Not worth the risk.”

“Questions before we move on to the fun stuff?” Maxime asked as she scooted a table into position with assorted striking utensils.

“What happens if I actually strike his kidney or too hard on the back?” Alex said in a worried tone.

“This is actually less a danger than you think,” Maxime assured her. “We control the risk by using certain instruments in certain areas. This avoids the problem altogether. Let us start with some simple striking. Are you ready, Slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She pulled the small table to a convenient position. “Now, let’s review paddles. We should use paddles only on the butt or upper thigh, not the back. They come in all shapes and sizes. I recommend buying a sample of 5 or 6. The different shapes give distinct sensations of pain and leave fun imprints on the striking area.”

She picked up a long, flat spatula with holes in the middle. “This one I bought at IKEA for 4 euros. I believe it was for pancakes or something. It leaves a delicious imprint. Watch.” She then turned toward Grant, giving multiple full arm strikes against my upper ass cheek.

Alex shrieked, getting suddenly quiet as I moaned, thrusting my backside out to welcome more strikes. I could feel my skin turning pink. Oddly, I could sense the small circles where the holes were in the spatula. Alex was not expecting the sudden strike or my curious reaction.

“You see? It is both fun and pleasurable for the sub. Don’t you agree, Slave?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress. Very pleasurable.”

She moved forward and began thrashing me repeatedly with the spatula. “You are not to add color commentary to our questions. Is that understood?” as she concluded with a round of more strikes.

I was moaning with the sudden onslaught, able to get out only a simple, “Yes Mistress” in response.

“That’s better,” Maxime said. “Now,” turning to Alex. The shocked look on her face made Maxime smile. “You see. The sub likes both for you to strike them, and for you to be in control. This is about pleasure as much as discipline. Pick a paddle from the table and see how it goes.”

Alex reached over, picking up several shapes, settling on a fraternity paddle, a 16-inch long leather number. She swung it vigorously in the air, moving behind me. Her strike was soft and gentle, barely striking the flesh. Maxime just laughed.

“You miss the point of why we are here, Mistress. Hit him with it. We are here because he likes that. Start softly, gradually getting harder. You like it, don’t you, Slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Alex swung harder this time. My moans caught her attention, so she paddled harder with each strike. My moans became continuous now as I pushed my ass at her for more. Something snapped inside her. She finally got it as she reached onto the table for a short riding crop.

“Be careful what you want, my dear,” she said, leaning in to whisper in my ear. She then stepped back and went to town on my ass and upper thighs, covering every inch with a cascade of strikes. My rear was on fire as I fell deeply into subspace, the sensation of my wife striking my butt overwhelming all resistance.

Maxime touched her striking arm gently. “Pace yourself,” she said. “You must last the whole session. I recommend 10-15 strikes per instrument. This will give enough time for the sub to regret it, yet not so long that you get tired, unable to continue as long as you both want.”

Alex slowed her pace, finally stopping. I could breathe finally. It surprised her at that moment to realize she really enjoyed this!

“Let’s move on to floggers and whips,” Maxime said as she led Alex to a wall full of every model she could imagine. My wife picked three: a basic leather, a rubber strand, and a suede.

“Each of these gives a different impact, from a loud thud to a stinging set of strands. The key here is to avoid allowing the strands to stray outside where you aim. A wide coverage can risk hitting the neck and face. Some dominants will hold the strands of the flogger together to narrow the field of the strike. This allows better control, yet the narrow strike can hit the tender kidneys. This is just something you will need to practice. Let’s start with the suede flogger.”

She pulled the strands out, arching her arm back, and struck my back. The sound was a dull thud and a grunt from her sub. “It is not painful, only heavy. Use the suede in-between more painful alternatives. This allows the sub to recover while continuing the pressure,” Maxime added. She handed the flogger to Alex, who used it repeatedly on my back.

Yes, I could see the growing confidence on her face. She can see getting to like this.

Each strike brought my grunts and a flushing of the color on my back. I was clearly enjoying it, and so was she. She alternated between the other floggers to compare the impact and my response.

“Let’s try a cane. I prefer a simple dowel rod.” She picked up a 2-3 foot wooden rod off the table. “Thin and light and unbelievably cheap. I bought this at a lumber yard for 2 euros. And it gives a very gratifying whistle followed by a painful sting. No matter how pain tolerant the submissive, this rod will correct that thinking. It hurts very much.”

Without fanfare, she walked behind me, applying two swift slashes across my back. This tone was completely different. My body started shaking as I pulled tight against my bonds. The pain was intense as I cried out.

“See,” Maxime laughed. “Even hardened masochists cannot take the rod. Want to try it?” she offered it to Alex.

“Sure,” she said. Alex took the rod from Maxime and began gentle taps to my back. Coming close to my ear, she whispered, “You say you like pain. How much do you like it?”

My head strained to turn and look at her. “Yes, Mistress,” and I smiled.

With that, she concentrated. Each strike became harder than the previous. She alternated each across my upper back and ass until she was snapping hard across every area. Stripes of red pain appeared on my back as my cries became more out of control. My body was shaking intensely.

“That’s enough,” Maxime said. “I think he is at a limit even if he does not recognize it. This is an important lesson. Some submissives lose themselves in the pain. Your Grant is one of those. We call this ‘subspace’. Essentially, these special people give themselves completely to the sensations and cannot stop. It is your job, as Mistress, to know when to stop. Look at him shake. He cannot control his hunger. You need to do it for him. Understand?”

Alex said, “Yes” and began rubbing my back with a velvet mitt. The red lines she had left behind clearly worried her.

Maxime pulled her to the side and whispered something in her ear. All I caught was something about her not able to do it as a professional.

“Oh yes,” Alex agreed to whatever it was. Her look told me she was so horny it was all she could do to stop from tearing me out of the bondage and humping me on the floor.

She walked around the front. My nervous eyes were not sure what she intended. She started rubbing my cock and balls. My shaft was throbbing with the energy of more pain than I had ever experienced.

My wife just smiled, kneeling in front of me, engulfing my member fully down her throat. She alternated sucking with twisting motions of her hand on the shaft. She knew this cock well. I would not last long with this treatment.

As she increased the pace, Maxime began paddling. Any attempt at control went out with the resumption of the paddling. I moaned and thrust my hips forward with each strike on my rear. Within moments, I grunted and came as she continued sucking. She swallowed all she could. The rest leaked out as I softened in her mouth. I sagged against my wrist cuffs, and Alex hugged my legs.

Maxime let out a laugh. “Yes, I guess he liked that!” We all laughed together. “Well, that should be it for tonight. You two can shower and then we will talk downstairs. See you there.”
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Alex unhooked my ankles and wrists and helped me into the shower. She hopped in with me and scrubbed my raw back and behind with a soft body wash. I could tell she was grappling with her own emotions. How can she get so turned on by hurting the man she loves?

I gathered her in my arms, turned her lips to mine and said simply, “Thank you, my love. It was better than I could even imagine. You are going to be a great Mistress.”

Confusion gathered on her brow. She covered it with renewed washing. I smiled knowing what she was thinking. A great Mistress. Go figure…

Maxime was waiting when we went downstairs and said simply, “Thank you for coming. We had a good first lesson. I will see you on Thursday.”

When we got back to the Hotel that night, Alex and I made tender love with me on top. I could not tolerate any weight on my back. I wondered if we had ever been closer.


9
OH, MY POOR NIPPLES!




It was a good thing we had done the tourist stuff before we visited Maxime, because the session had lit a fire in Alex’s sex drive. Her desire had become insatiable. I appreciated the sudden change because it came with a new sexual dominance of both action and style. She allowed my back and butt to heal, yet everything else was fair game!

There was a sudden change in Alex’s attitude as well. Even the enema she gave me before heading to Maxime’s on Thursday came in a dominant style, with her instructing me what to do at every step. She now seemed to understand why I would like these activities and also why someone would like to dominate such a person.

The taxi ride to Maxime’s for Lesson #2 was just as quiet as the first time. However, the sense of confidence she displayed was putting me on edge. She brought another bag with her… again not allowing me to see what was inside. I hoped it was another outfit as exciting as the first one.

The taxi stopped in front of Maxime’s and Alex became Mistress again. “Bring my bag. Hold it behind your back as we enter the door. Do not open it. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Boy, this was going to be fun, I thought. Two strong Mistresses at once!

The door opened and Mistress Maxime opened in her standard white gown, inviting us in. Such a simple frock, I thought. Somehow, she made it look sexy. All I could think about was what she didn’t have underneath. We sat at the bar, a Scotch appeared, and Alex got a frozen peach drink.

Maxime began by offering a summary of where we were. “So far, Mistress Alex has learned how to handle various striking instruments when the Slave is in a spread-eagle bondage position. Tonight, we only revisit that briefly. Instead, we want to concentrate on nipple, ball and anal stimulation. There are many ways to do these. For tonight, we will use clamps in the front and a strap-on and dildo for the back side. A side lesson will be how to fasten the slave to a bondage table. This will minimize the Slave’s movements and maximize the Mistress’ pleasure when thrusting. Everyone agreed?”

We all did, so she continued. “Very well. Grant, you know what to do. When you step into the dungeon, you will answer only with a ‘Yes or No, Mistress.’ You know better than to violate this rule now. Since you are now an experienced submissive, we will deal harshly with any deviation from this rule. You do not want to test my limits.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Go up and take your shower. Place your clothes neatly on the shelves. Pay especially close attention to your cock and anus. Go!”

I almost ran up the stairs, my heart pounding. I unbuttoned my shirt, folded it neatly, and then removed my clothing. After everything was off and folded on the cabinet as instructed, I scrubbed myself from head to toe, with special attention to cock and ass. I wanted to be clean for my Mistresses. The shower, this time, seemed to take on an added importance as if it was a part of the ritual I shared with them. My slow, careful scrubbing became a tribute to my submission.

Once dried off and ready, I turned toward the curtain and stepped through. When I pushed that curtain aside, striding into the dungeon, I again felt every square inch of my nakedness. The mirror on the opposite wall told me how much I wanted this. My cock was already leading me into the room like a Roman spear. A realization permeated my body. I so love this.
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Alex and Maxime had changed into coordinated outfits again. This time, surprising me even more. I was one lucky Slave. Each wore an identical sheer black top completely open in the front. Their fully exposed breasts swayed gently as they walked toward me, cuffs in hand.

They had on matching black bikini panties. These were clearly not normal underwear, since an 8-inch strap-on dildo protruded from a hole in the front of their crotches. I found out later that these strap-on sets had shafts to stimulate the Slave AND a vibrating vaginal plug for the Mistress!

I could only stare as they placed cuffs on my wrists and ankles.

“Get down on your knees, hands behind you,” Mistress Alex ordered. I obeyed.

They walked up to me, shoulder-to-shoulder, those ‘cocks’ inches from my face. “Pleasure us together without using your hands,” Maxime said.

I took Alex’s cock in my mouth, trying my best to suck and stimulate it, then moved to Maxime’s, alternating between them as often as I could. I could hear the soft hum of the vibrating pussy plugs. As I sucked each, their sub tried to position the strap-on to push back on the clit of each Mistress, looking to build on the stimulation from the plugs.

It did not take long. Their ragged breathing and soft moaning told me it was working. I doubled my efforts, alternating back and forth. My wife was the first to release, grabbing my hair to support herself as she came. Maxime was not far behind, groaning as the stimulation pulled the orgasm out of her. They both stood still, recovering for a moment.

“I do not know what it is about you two,” Maxime laughed. “Your enthusiasm brings out the worst in me. I have not worn outfits like these, and cum with clients in some time.” She chuckled more as she walked away.

“Slave, crawl to the center of the room. You know where to go,” Alex said, gasping the words between panting breaths.

I crawled to the center, stood, and positioned myself with feet spread and hands ready for raising. Mistress Alex came over and fastened my ankles to the floor braces and my ankles to the ceiling bar as Maxime raised the bar to spread me completely open. She then wheeled a small table over to the center, giving Alex instructions as she went.

“The nipples are sexually sensitive. Many individuals that love this activity report that the pain of the nipple torture seems to radiate directly down to the ball sac. Some slaves can tolerate tremendous pain, as does our Slave here. Still, you must be careful. Tug on the clamps with judicious pressure. Sharp pulls can be fun for the Slave, but they can also rip the nipple off the chest if you are not careful.”

She pulled a pair of Japanese clover clips off the table. The two clamps had a chain which connected the end pieces. “For example, they designed these clamps to pinch harder as you pull on them. Here, take one. Try it on your finger and see what I mean.”

Alex took one end of the chain, placing the clamp on her finger. As she pulled harder, she yelped. “Ouch. You like that?” She said to me.

“Yes, Mistress.”

They moved closer to my front, positioning the clamps just in front of my chest.

“Pinch the nipple a couple times, to harden it, then push the clover in the middle to open the clamp. Once open, simply move them to cover the erect nipple and release. They will secure themselves.”

They each did just that. The pain radiating through my chest was exquisite. Subtle at first, then raging as Maxime pulled down on the middle of the chain. I tried to move my chest to lessen the pressure. My Mistress would have none of that, pulling the chain downward until my bonds would not allow further movement. Soon, my chest was alive with sensations and, just as Maxime predicted, the pain started radiating straight for my crotch. My already stiff tool became hard as stone.

“You see,” Maxime said as she pounded my stiff rod with slaps across the head. “Some slaves respond to these well. Your Grant is clearly one of those. Try it…” as she handed the chain to Alex.

Alex took the chain and placed her face right in front of mine. “You like feeling this pain, don’t you, Slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She pulled the chain down, watching my face contort with the sensations. I kept my eyes open, drinking in the pain and pleasure of watching her stare at me. The increase in pressure eventually became more than I could absorb while keeping the stare. I closed my eyes and gave myself to the pain!

“Yes, Mistress! Oh, yes…” She pulled down sharply as I grunted my acceptance of her gift.

Alex released the chain and turned to Maxime. “He enjoys this one, doesn’t he?”

“Indeed, he does,” she replied. “Let us try the ball clamp now.” She pulled out another implement on a chain. This time, it had a mawa clamp on each end. This was a wide-mouthed metal clip with rubber on each tip.

“The secret here,” she went on, “is to make sure you use the loose part of the sac. Too close to the groin will cause discomfort without sexual sensation. Pull the bag downward and then place the clamp in the open area. Here, try it,” offering one clamp to Alex.

Alex moved to place the clamp on the ball sac, pulling sharply to heighten the excitement. Maxime completed the set on the other side of my smooth skin. The pleasure/pain pressure started slowly. Not bad, I thought. Not too painful. However, as we placed each clamp, I could feel the tingles gaining intensity.

“Now, one last item,” Maxime said. She pulled a heavy chain from the table that had a snap hook at the end. She threaded one end around the ball chain, the other around the chain connecting the nipple clamps. Then she secured them together with the snap hook. This created a loop that would pull both the nipple and the ball clamps at the same time.

“Here, try it,” she said, handing the connecting chain to Alex. “Just pull it away from the body until you feel pressure above and below.”

Alex took the chain, pulling gently at first. Then with more vigor. Maxime grabbed a flogger with plastic strands, and they worked on me in tandem. Alex on the front, Maxime on the back. The plastic strands spread the sensations on my back in sharp strikes like a dozen bee stings at a time. I moaned loudly, unable to hold back. My entire body was now alive, and my cock was hard as stone, jutting out straight from my body.

Alex experimented with hard pulls straight out, directional pulls up and down and side to side. She even tried to pull it up until the pain on my ball sac became so intense I thought I might pass out. Still, I would not use my safeword.

“His cock certainly seems to enjoy this,” Alex laughed, looking at Maxime. “Even after all this time and our sessions, I am still amazed how sexually aroused he gets. I would never have guessed that before he told me about his need.”

“Pain for him is like that,” Maxime reassured her. “It does not ‘hurt’ in the conventional sense of that word. The pain gets transformed into pleasure in the sub’s mind and that becomes sexual excitement in their body. You, my dear, are lucky as a Mistress. This one loves what you do to him and will worship you because of it. Look at his face. He is in bliss right now.”

What she called bliss, I called subspace, and I had fallen hard.

“Remember our lesson from last time? This is critical. Once the sub falls this deeply into the pain, they can no longer decide what is good or bad for them. That is your job as Mistress. You must keep your own control to protect the health of your submissive. I have seen dominants get so into what they did that the sub was unintentionally harmed. Understand?” Maxime asked.

“Of course I understand,” Alex replied. “Our job is to control the state of play. That is clear. One question. If I cannot decide, how does his safeword help him?”

“They will usually use the safeword as the sub enters unfamiliar territory, when they are feeling uncertain about how this will affect them. Once they are already deep into the thrall of the pain, judgment is no longer possible. Is that clear?”

“I think so,” though the uncertainty in Alex’s tone was clear.

“Do not worry, my dear. You are not a vicious person who enjoys hurting others. You will not go too far. Let’s move on now. Help me remove him from the bars and onto the table.”

I gradually came out of subspace as they unhooked me from the bars. Alex looked at me with a concerned expression on her face.

“Are you okay? Do you want to continue?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress. May I speak?”

“Yes,” Maxime said, nodding her approval.

“Please, my beloved. There is no need to worry. I have never gone so deep I do not know what is going on around me,” as I moved over to the table. “Got close just then, but I could always feel your presence. It is how I can release so completely. I have utter faith in your taking care of me. Enjoy the experience and let your own sexuality enjoy it as well. I love you and love that you will follow me down this twisted path.” I kissed her cheek and then leaned over the table as Mistress Maxime had taught me.


10
ALEX BECOMES A MISTRESS




Maxime walked over and showed Alex how to fasten each ankle and wrist to the proper eye hook on the table and how to position the penis and butt to allow maximum access. Even after what I had just gone through, I still thought there was something very exposed about this position. My vulnerable anus and balls were completely open.

“The wonderful thing about this type of table,” Maxime began, “is that you can do a wide variety of activities with complete access. You can use whips and floggers on his back, paddles on his rear, dildos and vibrators on his ass. Very convenient. It has the side benefit of being comfortable for the submissive. It will still leave him exhausted when we are done. This is only from spent sexual energy, not from having hands suspended in the air.” They laughed together as I tried to look around at them.

“Keep your head straight,” Mistress Alex instructed, “or we will strap your head to the table, preventing all movement.”

I did not want that. I turned my head forward and became still as Mistress Alex repeatedly pushed in on my ass cheeks with her palms, rotating them outward while fully exposing my hole. Mistress Maxime was showing her how to increase the anticipation while getting the submissive ready for penetration.

Soon, a cool drop of lubricant was making its way into my hole. Alex took a mid-sized butt plug and slowly inserted it into my rectum. The discomfort was intense as the plug reached its widest point. That soon passed as it seated.

“The anal plug is a useful tool for loosening the ring. Many submissives, like yours here, enjoy the pleasure. You must still be careful. He is an anal virgin. The ass has not learned how to adapt and open itself for pleasure. The plug will do that for us. Try this.” She winked at Alex as she was motioning for her to put her thumb on the plug, pressing in with a twisting motion.

Alex did that and giggled as I gasped with the surge of pleasure. “That works,” she laughed.

“The anal ring is very sensitive,” Maxime went on, “especially for bottoms like your Grant. The movement in and out of the strap-on will be a tremendous turn on for him. You’ll see. Now that the plug is in place, we will let the butt find a wider comfort level and move to the front. We experimented with this earlier, when he was on his knees. This will be more fun because you will be completely in control.”

They walked to the front and positioned their cocks in front of my face.

“Remember,” Maxime said, “this is being done for YOUR pleasure, not his. The submissive loves to pleasure his Mistress, which should be his primary focus. Nothing is more like this than oral sex. The only careful point is that you must allow him to breathe. Pull partially out regularly, giving him time to catch a quick breath, then push back in. You will see. A rhythm will develop as you work together. Ready?”

Alex nodded yes and pushed her cock into my mouth. I choked at first, making some adjustments until I accommodated her full length.

“These strap-ons provide a full shaft for penetration. They shaped the back end to allow you to stimulate yourself while you pleasure the recipient. Use that stimulation to your advantage. While pushing in and out, rub your clit against the nub and get into the rhythm of pleasuring each other. Enjoy!”

Maxime stood aside, allowing Alex to get into a pattern of thrusting and inserting. I eagerly sucked at the shaft, allowing her unrestricted access.

At first, Alex was tentative as she tried stimulating her clit while thrusting at the same time. Once she got the motion down, her thrusts became stronger, and her breathing more labored.

As Alex began her journey to release, Maxime lit into my rear with a narrow wood paddle that seared pain through my system with each stroke. Again, a rhythm developed, with Alex thrusting and Maxime paddling.

I could only keep my mouth open and allow the sensations to flood through my body. The binding pulls amplified and distributed the pleasurable waves of pain. My eyes stared at her bouncing breasts and concentrated brow as she used the dildo for stimulation. Soon, Alex exploded in climax, screaming, ‘Fuck!’ repeatedly.

Before she could fully come down, Maxime signaled for her to come quickly around to the back. She pulled the plug out, lubed the dildo, and signaled for her to insert it into Grant. “He is very ready,” she whispered. “While I was paddling him, I kept pushing the butt up as if I were going to push something in. He wants you inside him.”

Alex was still trying to catch her breath. She moved herself into position and Maxime helped her position the rod into my welcoming hole.

“Push in,” Maxime said. She then walked up to me, whispering in my ear. “As she pushes into you, push back against her like you were trying to push her out. This will allow her easier entry.” I looked at her, a little confused. I pushed back while Alex forced herself in.

She took a moment to allow my ass to adjust, then she resumed her rhythm. This time, thrusting in and out with purpose. Instead of concentrating on her own pleasure, this time she started humping me with abandon. I pushed back with each thrust as best I could, relishing Alex being completely in control. Pushing, pulling out, changing her pace, and her forcefulness. She grunted with the force of each thrust.

As before, while Alex supplied the pleasure, Maxime stepped up to provide the pain. She had gathered a thin stranded leather flogger and whipped my back as Alex pounded into my rear. I dropped hard into subspace, letting myself go completely. The sensations flooded through my body.

“I love this! Love to fuck you, to use you, to feel the power!” Alex repeated over and over. Each statement punctuated with a push into me. I groaned with the pleasure, pushing back as best I could, shaking as Maxime continued the whipping.

Alex moaned as her third release of the session built, thrusting in rapid motion to further stimulate herself. Maxime switched to a thin rod of some kind, matching my wife’s pace. A pleasure filled me as I felt my wife go over the edge!

Her motion slowed as she worked to regain her bearing. That growing confidence told me we would never go back. This was going to be a major part of our sex life for the rest of our time together.

I clearly loved it, and she now knew why. She seemed to love the power, the control, the pleasure she could deliver. Maybe it’s not the kind of pleasure she would have thought before this came out, yet Alex now understood that it was still pleasure. I was on some other level during these sessions, fully open and engaged. My wife liked that… seemed to love it even.

Alex had spent her whole life taking care of me and now I just wanted her to do it in a slightly unusual way. In these Amsterdam sessions with Mistress Maxime, Alex found she could live with that. As she rubbed my ass, recovering from that powerful blast, she told me with her hands that she could make it her own at the same time.
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Maxime looked at her and then down at me and said, “I think we have had a breakthrough today, have we not?” She caught Alex’s eye, and we both nodded. “You have truly become a Mistress today.”

Alex nodded her head in agreement, for the first time understanding what she meant by that.

“You felt the power and the joy. I could see that clearly.”

Then she leaned down to my ear. “You enjoy having your very own mistress, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Let’s get him off the table,” turning to me. “Go shower. We will meet downstairs for a closing conversation.”

Alex helped unhook my feet. Maxime my hands. My wife walked over to an area on the side, slipping her panties off to place the soiled strap-on in a small tray on the floor. The two Mistresses then slipped out a curtain on the other side.

I unhooked the cuffs, placed them on the table, and walked to the shower. My brain was still functioning at only half speed. Hearing my wife described by Maxime as a true mistress was filling my heart with a joy I could not yet grasp.

I had always loved this woman. Now that she has taken these first steps, my fear of telling her about this made me feel small. It turns out she could have been sharing it with me all along. How stupid not to be honest with the woman I so passionately loved and trusted.

The shower was hot and stung my back. I barely noticed. My wife was now my Mistress!

When I walked down the stairs, I found Maxime typing in her notes with Alex standing across the bar in street clothes, sipping a drink.

“Well, my submissive,” Maxime said. “How did you like your Mistress in her last lesson?”

I did not know how to respond to that, thinking the whole thing was terrific. “I thought she was fantastic. A wonder!” And I was being honest. I was both proud and amazed.


11
FINDING A NEW NORMAL




The trip home from Amsterdam was the most fun trip I could ever remember. We were both animated and constantly caressing each other. I wondered if the other passengers were secretly wondering if we should stop. I didn’t care. The joy I felt in sharing this experience with my loving wife was just too hard to hold in. We had to touch. There was a magnetism that I had never experienced before, even when we were dating.

As I parked the car in our garage at home, the reality of returning to every-day life was finally setting in. Could we incorporate this experience into our lives to enhance it, or would the pull of this kinky distraction hurt us eventually? Neither of us had an answer. It was just clear we could not go back.

One evening a month later, we started a warm fire. We made love like we had done so many times before, then talked about the future.

That night, we made some important decisions. We agreed that neither wanted to adopt any form of BDSM lifestyle, despite not being willing to abandon it altogether. So, we left it a private affair, in our own bedroom.

Regularly, we would set aside time for a ‘session’ where we dedicated a night to the joy of submission. I would address Alex as Mistress throughout those sessions and she would do all she could imagine in pushing the limits of her worshiping submissive.

I wondered if we would ever allow another person to join us, as with Maxime. We discussed this at length. Alex was uncertain she would ever be comfortable with that, but we both agreed this would be a point of mutual decision.

We had created an alternative path for us to enjoy and both of us wanted to see where it would take us. Her submissive loved his Mistress more than ever.
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1
REVEALING THE LOAN




Maybe it was my present position that contributed to the shock. I was naked, face-down, fastened securely by ankle and wrist cuffs to our bed. My wife, Alexandra, held a red paddle in her hand and was clearly ready to strike her first blow of the session. When the blow did not come, I turned my head with a quizzical look. Instead of striking, she sat back on the bed and spoke calmly.

“Grant, I have something I want to tell you and you are free to answer outside of sub-mode while we talk. I have decided to ‘loan’ you to another Mistress for an evening of her pleasure.” The look on my face must have been humorous. Alex burst out laughing.

“This mistress has expressed a willingness to continue your training. She, of course, could not do this without my permission. And you, my dear, as I looked at your very inviting ass cheeks just now, I’ve decided to do it.”

Inviting another person into a session was quite a shock for me! BDSM play had added renewed excitement to our sex lives, I thought, but this seemed something else… something more.

“You may decline, but we both know you won’t, don’t we?” she asked rhetorically. We both knew I would do anything she asked of me.

“Her name is Mistress Nadia, and she brings a very harsh view of discipline and application of pain. I thought you might enjoy that…” she closed as the red paddle sang down on my exposed ass. The power of the strike took me by surprise and I yelped!

“Weren’t expecting that one, were you?” she chuckled, as she continued to rain strikes on my butt and upper thighs. The ferocity continued with each blow, and I dropped into subspace almost immediately. Oh yes, I thought to myself, this was going to be fun.
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It still amazed me how much my life had changed since the visit to Mistress Maxime the previous year. That trip to Amsterdam had forever changed my attitude about sex and pleasure, opening me to the Joy of Submission! It turned out I loved to be a sexual submissive. I had an almost limitless ability to convert what most people would consider torturous pain into deep sexual pleasure. Mistress Maxime had given me a glimpse into these new experiences.

Alex took it to another level. I had summoned the courage to tell her after two sessions with Maxime and we had been exploring this deeper understanding ever since. Initially, Alex struggled with causing pain to the man she loved (no matter how much I said I liked it). She became stronger in our love-making and more forceful in sessions we arranged, but her fear of doing true harm was a serious block to progress. The answer had been was for Alex to visit Mistress Maxime herself.

That lesson came on my next trip to Amsterdam. Maxime took her on as both a student and a fellow mistress. Here she discovered how to strike without fear of harm and how to realize a great deal of sexual satisfaction for herself while doing so. These lessons opened a whole new world to Alex. A world we were exploring this very evening.

Alex always impressed me with the inventiveness she brought to her task as Mistress. The current session was a perfect example. Alex had come home from a shopping trip, saw me lounging in front of a basketball game and said simply, “take your clothes off, make sure your cock faces me at all times. Then, go upstairs and get the bed ready for a session. I am in the mood for some serious paddling.”

I jumped up, my eyes bouncing between the sudden arrival of my Mistress and the closing minutes of the game. The Mistress won. I forgot the TV, pulling my clothes off as fast as I could. Always facing her turned out to be a challenge as she emptied her shopping bags around the kitchen. Her grin revealed she was toying with me, making jerky, sudden movements back and forth to cause me to shift constantly while trying to undress at the same time. Oh, how I loved my Mistress.

As soon as I had disrobed, I gathered my clothes, went into the kitchen, and gave a simple bow to my beloved. ‘As you wish’ was all I said, hugging her with full emotional contact. This had become our standard action for obedience when I was ready to serve my Mistress.

We were both big fans of The Princess Bride. Long before BDSM came along, I had always used Wesley’s statement of love to Buttercup as my standard reply. Now, with BDSM, that phrase had taken on new meaning. I used it as the signal that I would obey my Mistress. It always brought a smile to her face.

The preparation for a session was an important part of the ritual. Her submissive took great care to make sure everything was right for her arrival. I cleaned up the room, stripped the comforter from the bed, folded it neatly, and placed it in a corner. I laid out votive candles to supply a soft light. Finally, I went to the closet where we kept a storage container for our toys, dragging it into the bedroom.

The Joy of Submission surged through my body as I began placing the instruments around the room. There were striking instruments on the tall sofa table we had bought for this purpose. Nipple, cock and ball toys went atop the storage box. Dildos/butt plugs lay on the towel-covered arm of the sofa. My cock came almost to full mast as the memories of each instrument drove me toward completion.

Mistress Alex did not always use every one of these, but I wanted to make sure her inventiveness had the full opportunity to express itself in whatever way she chose.

Once everything was in its proper place, I put four cuffs on the bed and a leather collar around my neck. I was ready. “Mistress, your space is ready,” I called down the stairs, before assuming the submissive position on the floor as she required. On my knees, back straight, legs spread as far apart as possible. She claimed this allowed the cock to hang free. My hands clasped behind my back with my head down.

I could hear her coming up the stairs, though I didn’t look up. What’s the purpose of being submissive if you will not obey? I loved that Alex had become my Mistress, and I vowed to do anything she asked of me.

She would often change into one of her many ‘Mistress’ outfits. Not tonight. She had something else in mind. While removing her own clothes, she told me to put the cuffs on and lie spreadeagle on the bed. “You know what to do.” Usually, she would do a nipple or ball treatment to get the evening started, but she focused her attention on paddling this evening.

My Mistress fastened my limbs to an eyelet at each corner of the bed and walked to the other side of the room. Before she began, however, she had something to say… a matter of a certain ‘loan’.

The excitement of the news seemed very real for Alex. The paddling after she discussed it was hard and repetitive. She used every instrument she could reach before finally halting with a sigh of exhaustion on the edge of the bed. Somewhere in the middle of all this, I found ‘subspace,’ that deep feeling of losing myself in the moment… of forgetting where I was, what I was doing. The waves of pain nudged me gently in that direction until my consciousness released fully into the pain. By this time, the blows covered much of my backside with pink spots of assorted sizes and shapes.

As I came out of subspace, Alex disconnected my arms and legs, turned me over, and pushed my raging cock into her very damp sex. This was not a warm, tender loving. She wanted to be fucked! All this talk and anticipation had made her seriously horny. She pushed herself on my cock and ground her clit on my pelvis. My God, she really needs this!

I helped her along, grabbing her hips and pushing myself deeper inside, my cuffs clinking as I moved. “Take that cock. Use it for your pleasure,” I urged. Her moans got deeper, more guttural. “Feel it inside you. It wants you. Hungers for your cumming. I give it freely.”

That was all she could take. The orgasm swept through her shaking body as she ground herself into my thrust.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she screamed, pushing me as deep as it would go for one last spasm, collapsing on top of me. Her breasts pressed against my chest. I put my arms around her and held her tight, caressing her hair and back as she quivered.

“Oh, my Beloved,” I said as I stroked her hair. “I so love to feel you cum, to have you grind yourself on me to orgasm. My God, I love that!” and I continued caressing. She had become one fantastic Mistress!
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She rolled off me. Her spent body cuddled tight… her breathing returning to normal.

My curiosity emerged. How had she met Mistress Nadia? She had not spoken to me about BDSM extracurricular activities. I had never mentioned it. It was hard enough for me to get my own mind around what it all meant, much less talk to someone else about whips and clamps and the joys of submission. So, I asked her.

She admitted that, in hindsight, she should have recognized all the signals I had been giving her over the years. Things like encouraging her to be a stronger presence in our lovemaking. Wanting her to suggest what she preferred and instructing me to do things that pleased her.

She had picked up some of these hints, but that was a long way from her becoming a real Mistress. Truthfully, she told me, my submissive side surprised her. This was way past fantasies about submitting to a demanding lover.

She understood it all changed for me with the visit to Mistress Maxime in Amsterdam. The experience of having my hands bound to the ceiling and Maxime testing my pain limits had taught me how much I liked the Joy of Submission.

When she went there for her educational sessions with my Mistress, Maxime taught her how to control the direction of pain, the pace of play and the Joy. She also taught her, Alex admitted, to enjoy it. Something during those sessions clicked past her discomfort, into genuine sexual pleasure. She was shocked at first, but I got so excited that it was almost impossible not to respond in kind.

After the Maxime sessions, she became a willing participant as we tried a few tentative steps, bought a flogger and some cock & ball devices. Still, she confessed to never getting past that nervous feeling.

“Don’t you remember how often I asked if it hurt?” she asked. Over and over, I recalled. I had tried to explain how I could receive sexual pleasure from servicing someone else completely. She got that part. It was the desire to be inflicted with pain that she struggled to understand.

All my attempts to explain were less than successful. It just did. The pleasure seemed to penetrate so deep inside I often startled at the satisfaction that arose afterward. She knew she needed to be less ‘nice’ and be a true Mistress. The question was how? Her sessions with Maxime had gone a long way to easing her discomfort, but she needed more.

Research was the answer. She had looked for as many books on female domination and BDSM as she could find. Yet nothing satisfied her queasy concerns. One day, near the exit of a bookstore where she had been browsing femdom titles, she noticed a rack for a weekly street newspaper. You know, the one with local club announcements and personal ads for hook-ups? She told me about looking at the personal ads for the first time.

She wondered what people said and how they went about it. One of those ads was for a local dominatrix who specialized in couples wanting to explore BDSM. She tucked the paper under her arm and walked to the car, her mind spinning with possibilities. When she got home, she called this mistress.

Then she told me the story of how they met.


2
ALEX TELLS HER STORY




Nadia was her name. When I called her, we agreed to meet at a local coffee shop the following day. It was a fun night of anticipation as I waited for that meeting. Remember the session where I bound you to the bed face-up, applied the nipple clamps on you and rode your cock while yanking on the nipple clamp chain until I came? THAT was the night. The anticipation was delicious. I came and came!

At the coffee shop the next day, she approached me at the booth I had found in the corner (I told her what I would wear). She introduced herself as Nadia and asked to sit down. I was so nervous, not really knowing what to say. Nadia seemed comfortable. She had clearly done this before.

The surprising thing, Grant, was that she looked like a typical middle-class housewife. She was attractive, but in more of a normal way. I remember Maxime as having a stark beauty, even in that white gown she wore to receive us. This woman was not like that. She was like every woman I see at charity events and in the supermarket. She was about our age, thin and very fit. One of the first things I noticed was her arms. They were almost man-ish… solid and muscular. She clearly worked out to build them up.

Wait… Oh my word! It just occurred to me how she did that work out!

“It is good to meet you, Alexandra. May I call you Alex?” she said. I nodded, of course. My discomfort was probably another thing she had seen before. “You mentioned in your call you needed some help. Maybe it would be a good place to start if you told me your story.”

“My story?” I said.

“Virtually every woman that calls me does so because she has found out her significant other wants her to become more of a forceful presence in their lovemaking. As it progresses, the woman usually discovers that ‘a forceful presence’ is not really what the submissive wants or needs. They want someone to hurt them, to pressure them to do things that they secretly want to do, but need someone else to push them to enjoy the experience. Am I close?”

I just stared at her. I guess our situation wasn’t so unique after all. “Yes, that is exactly where we are. My husband wants me to cause him significant amounts of pain and I’m struggling to understand both how to do it safely and why he wants that!”

“My guess,” Nadia said, “is that he doesn’t really know why himself. It is a feeling he has, something he feels as a need, a desire. In my experience, we seldom can trace it to something tangible, like an abusive parent or coach, something like that. My belief has always been that it is more inherent to their personality.”

I burst out laughing. “If you knew my husband, you would know how silly that sounds. He is about as strong a man as I have ever met. Physically strong, emotionally self-contained. I assure you my colleagues would find this totally shocking and out of character.”

“That is not all that uncommon,” she assured me. “Men of power feel the pressure of their position more than others might think. Giving up control in the bedroom allows them a respite from the control they must maintain in every other aspect of their lives. I went to a foot fetish party one time where powerful men like your Grant had paid to worship the feet of dominant women. For me, the pain has always been the mystery. Even after all the sessions I have run, there does not appear to be any rhyme or reason to how the submissive manages pain.”

“He tells me it starts as pain, only becoming a deep pleasurable sensation after the session gets going. And his erection gets like iron when this happens. It is clearly sexual, and deeply so, for him. I want it to become that way for me as well.”

“Let’s see what we can do about that,” she told me. “Now, let’s get back to the original request. Tell me your story. What led you to call me?”

So, I did. I told her about how my husband visited Mistress Maxime, about my trip to Amsterdam, the training sessions, and about our tentative experiments at home.

She just listened, occasionally asking for a clarifying point here and there. Mainly, she just let me talk. I couldn’t believe how easy it was. My thoughts and fears just poured out of me.

Grant, you have had a major impact on me. Here I was talking to another woman about how I can spank my husband better! Amazing. Well, where was I…

After the story ended, Nadia suggested I visit her at the place where she holds the sessions. She had apparently converted the basement of her house into a make-shift dungeon. She had an opening the following Wednesday afternoon and asked if that would work for me. We settled on the cost of her education and sessions (a bargain, I can tell you) and Nadia left.
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I apologize for never mentioning this to you. You always seemed so busy and the sessions we were having together were so much fun, it just never came up. Surely you noticed how different our play together has become over the last few months? How much stronger I have been hitting? All of that was because of Nadia.

The next Wednesday, I drove to her house. We sat for a cup of tea, and she got me talking again. What did I really want out of the sessions? Truth was, I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I was uncertain because of the genuine fear of hurting you. Plus, I wanted to enjoy the experience for myself. For this to be a fun, shared sexual act, I had to make it satisfying for me as well for you. If I didn’t, it would cease to become ‘making love.’ I did not want it to be something I did TO you. I wanted it to always stay something I did WITH you. She seemed to know exactly what I meant.

Nadia suggested we tour her dungeon, and then her first lesson would be some reading material. She gave me 4 book titles. The first was basically a ‘manual’ about female dominance, called ‘The Mistress Manual.’ She paired this with another called ‘The Sexually Dominant Woman.’ Both gave a lot of helpful instruction, but mainly spoke of BEING the dominant woman, becoming the stronger sexual person. Neither exactly fit our situation, though both brought me a long way toward finding where I would fit. The next book was ‘The Hesitant Mistress.’ It was all about teaching a woman to find her own femdom power. Finally, she gave me ‘The Ultimate Guide to Kink.’ This was more of a ‘how to’ manual with lots of ideas for role-play, erotic situations, and an understanding of why people like this stuff. I devoured these books over the next month.

I met with Nadia several times, each lesson covering a different technique or situation that would increase your pleasure and mine as well. It turned out that Nadia was an outstanding teacher. Patient, helpful, even understanding that you, my Beloved, were as new to submission as I was to domination.

Surely you noticed, over the last few months, I have become stricter in our sessions, more precise in my strikes, more punishing when you were less than obedient. As each lesson and our own sessions progressed, I came to enjoy the new things I was learning and, I will have to admit, understood for the first time why you liked it. Truth is, I came to like it myself. The ‘power’ of the Mistress experience was finding a home in my desire, and I came to cherish YOUR enjoyment of serving your Mistress. Over time, I believe I pushed harder because I was growing in my confidence as a Mistress.

When she first suggested I ‘loan’ you to her, she meant it as another lesson. Like Maxime. She would show me techniques while I took part. This did not really appeal to me. I had done that and was increasingly confident in my abilities as a Mistress.

What changed my mind was when I told her about your gay experience in college and how much it turned me on. She said she could help me with that. I wasn’t sure what she meant, but it started me thinking again of loaning you out.

Frankly, another reason I had originally rejected the idea was my concern, as a newcomer to BDSM, whether it would be too much for you and not sure how much I will allow.

It is one thing to do these things in our own bedroom. An entirely distinct thing to invite others in. No matter how small the audience. Now, after what we have done ourselves, and my growing comfort with being a Mistress, I decided the possibilities outweighed the risks.


3
REMEMBERING THE SIGNALS




As I listened to Alex tell me about Nadia and her conversations, many ostensibly unrelated events over the last six months suddenly made sense… all the equipment, for example. She had surely become interested in it suddenly. We had received a simple ‘dungeon’ list from Maxime. These included the basics: nipple and ball clamps, simple paddles, a range of floggers and leather cuffs for ankles and wrists. We found most of these on-line from BDSM supply houses, but we had gone way past those basics over the last few months.

I remembered the day she came home with new toys from Bed & Bath for the first time.

“Grant, come and look at this,” Alex had said. She showed me a black spoon-like kitchen utensil with a perforated face. It had a large surface area. Otherwise, it looked like all the other utensils that populated her kitchen drawers. A skimmer, she called it. Okay, I thought to myself, why are you showing me this again?

“Turn around and bend over,” she commanded. My eyes twinkled while I turned, offering my butt like a cheerleader strutting her stuff. She followed the mocking movement with a harsh whack of the skimmer across my backside. I jumped back in shock.

“I knew it,” she exclaimed, as she started tapping her new toy across her hand and laughing with a schoolgirl’s glee!

“That place was a storehouse of fun toys. I was looking for bathroom towels this afternoon and glanced over at kitchen wares as I was walking out. Suddenly, my mind started thinking. What we needed for our toy chest was something flat or slightly rounded, with a sturdy handle. Just about anything would do. I found lots more than that,” she giggled, as she poured the bag onto the cabinet.

She had a heavy wooden spoon. A plastic pancake flipper with a sturdy handle. A wooden pincer meant to pick up items in a buffet (but would be great on cock & balls, she thought). A small flat stick that looked like a paint stirrer. And a curious spoon with a large hole in the middle. I was not sure what that even did in cooking, though it looked like it would leave one hell of a mark when applied with conviction!

“Pull your pants down and lean over the counter,” she ordered. I complied and Alex tested each new toy, asking me if I could tell them apart. I could. Each device had a unique ‘pain signature’ that radiated in unusual ways across my rear. At the end of a session, when I am deep into subspace, I may struggle to discern differences. Here, as she wailed on my bare ass, I could discern every shape, hole pattern, and stiffness. The joy she showed from this discovery was a wonder to behold for her loving sub.

A month after that, she came home with plane tickets to New York City. She had found an on-line BDSM house with a physical store in Greenwich Village. The Leatherman, it was called. With almost no planning, we hopped on the plane and spent a riotously funny weekend looking at every BDSM shop in all of Manhattan.

After trying the toys we bought each night while we were in town, we came home with a treasure trove. New floggers with interesting strand combinations. Several butt plugs and dildos. A short crop striker and an array of clamps, chains and weights for cock & ball and a higher quality set of leather ankle & wrist cuffs than the ones we owned. I could only imagine what it looked like in the airport x-ray machines.

I also remembered innocently following Alex into a western store, thinking she was looking for a pair of jeans, only to spend the next 45 minutes laughing and play swinging long rods, crops and canes in the horse equipment area. We came home with more new toys, including a flicker whip and a leathered cane. I was sure the other store patrons had to know what we were doing. Alex did not care. She had her ‘Mistress blinders’ on.

Even the home improvement store was not immune. We were looking for a new rug for our breakfast room when Alex noticed long dowel rods in the lumber aisle. I burst out laughing as I saw Alex’s face.

Her Mistress gears churned as she imagined what she could do with those rods. We came home with three different rod sizes and a new plastic storage box. The toy collection was getting larger than our original storage capacity.
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All this swam between us as Alex finished her tale of Mistress Nadia and the ‘Joy of Giving,’ as she called it. Clearly, this was another step forward. Still, it was more than I expected. Loaning me to someone else? Someone that she knew in town? The long-term possibilities were overwhelming.

In the end, these possibilities were just what my inner submissive desired. I knew that. I remembered the times when Maxime and Alex had been bringing the Joy of Submission to me at the same time. That prospect alone caused my cock to come to three-quarters mast! I wondered what it meant to be a ‘stronger Mistress’? This was a little concerning. How much more pain could I take?

It did not matter. I knew Alex would be there to protect me. My inner curiosity about pain would supply the rest.

“You willing to do this?” she asked.

“As you wish,” my only reply. I would do anything for my Mistress.


4
THE ARRIVAL




Thursday was not the most productive workday I ever had. In fact, I should have taken a vacation day. Thinking about tonight filled virtually every minute! Meetings dragged on and documents seemed of no interest. Finally, I couldn’t stand the wait any longer. I called Alex to tell her I was leaving early.

When I arrived home, Alex had already shipped the kids off to stay with friends and was standing in the middle of the room in what I now called her ‘Mistress’ outfit. Most Mistresses would probably not think of this as a ‘Mistress’ outfit. However, she had used it in Amsterdam, and I have loved it ever since. It very much suited her breast-loving Slave.

The leather straps of the outfit formed into a web to cover much of her torso. Its key feature was the breasts. The outfit surrounded and lifted the breasts, leaving them fully exposed and free. Many a time, I stared at her swollen and bouncing breasts as she concentrated on paddling me.

As the door closed behind me, she said sternly, “Get down on your knees and remove all your clothing. Crawl over here and service me.”

My cock tingled as I got down on my knees. Removing clothing while on your knees is harder than it seems. Pressure points of pull and snag were comical, but it somehow redirected the tension of anticipation into a tangible DESIRE to submit.

I finally removed all my clothing, then crawled across the room and began licking my way up her body, holding my hands behind my back as my tongue caressed her feet. I then edged up her leg and thighs, finally spearing into a pussy that she spread open for me.

She had shaved it bare just for the occasion. It was already sopping wet. Obviously, she had been thinking about this night as well. I plunged my tongue into her, circling her clit between strokes, until her knees wobbled, and she screamed her release.

She grabbed my hair and pulled me up. “Turn around,” she said, pulling out a blindfold. Alex placed it on me, leading me to the garage by my pulsing cock. She pushed me to lie down on the backseat. My clothes were still on the floor in the entryway.

Alex put on a light blouse to cover her breasts and got in to drive. It was a short distance. She must have had a designated time, because we pulled straight into an attached garage. She got out to close the garage door and then instructed me to get out while she removed the blindfold. My cock was still half-hard with anticipation.

It was a bizarre situation; I thought. Here I was in a strange house. No clothes even around to be gotten. I was walking into a house that was owned by a full-time Mistress! My imagination was running completely wild and the growth between my legs was becoming very conspicuous.

“You seem to like this idea,” Alex laughed. “Before we go in, now is your last chance to back out. She may be rougher than I am. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” was all I could get out. The wobbling of my knees and the hardness between my legs captured the war that was going on inside me. I was being GIVEN to a new Mistress!
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Alex knocked lightly on the garage entry door, telling me to stand to the side. Within a few moments, the door opened. Alex made no sound, motioning me to enter. Well, ‘enter’ may have been strong. The door opened to the steps leading only into the basement. Special visitors never entered the house proper. Without hesitating, Alex led us down the steps into what felt like the opening of a whole new world. Clearly, Alex knew where she was going.

The room where we stood was a rather nondescript basement with laundry facilities and storage areas. I was a bit surprised. It looked like our basement, any basement. I thought this was supposed to be a dungeon? Not much excitement in laundry machines, I chuckled silently.

Alex must have known what I was thinking. She leaned over and whispered into my ear. “You’ll see. Mistress Nadia has something special planned for you.”

I did not see the Mistress of the house until we were already in the basement. We heard some noise at the top of the steps. Our heads turned almost in unison. The owner began a walk down the steps slowly and deliberately, a short riding crop rhythmically tapping at her side.

She was wearing a solid black leather outfit that showed the ample cleavage of her breasts, hiding only her nipples at the peak. Leather boots to the knees encased her long legs. Her hair fell to mid-back, bound across the top of her head. Her face was soft and inviting. We both watched her in fascination.

It suddenly dawned on me that I was standing naked in a strange woman’s house! The red of embarrassment slowly made its way across my face.

“My name is Nadia, but you will call me Mistress as long as you are in this house,” she said. “Are you ready to belong to me for an evening?” She turned and winked at Alex, who burst out laughing. They had obviously talked about this already.

Her no-nonsense, direct approach seemed to relax me a bit, producing only a weak “Yes, Mistress. Alex has given me to you for the evening. My Mistress has instructed me to service you in whatever form you desire.”

“Well, you are an eager one, aren’t you?” She laughed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Then it was Alex’s turn to laugh. “Yes, he is definitely ready. Has been for a long time. Haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress, very ready.”

Mistress Nadia arrived at the bottom, told me to turn around like a model in review. I slowly rotated in front of her. As my ass came into view, the riding crop came down hard on my left butt cheek with a sting, followed by an even harder swat to the right as it came into range. I jumped at the intense pain, continuing to turn as instructed.

Then she did something that surprised us both. She grabbed my head, leaning me forward, and started whipping my butt with the crop over and over and over. The nervous laughter coming from Alex told me of her surprise as I groaned at this sudden start to the evening.

“You have excellent pain tolerance,” she said, after the last blow rained on my reddened cheeks. “This should be fun.”
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Nadia released my head, turning to what appeared to be a wall of tools and shelving. She reached around the edge of a shelf, pushing a switch, and the shelves came away from the wall on a hinge. What appeared on the other side made my eyes bug out and, for the first time, I wondered whether this had been a smart idea.

Inside was a full-blown dungeon with every implement of BDSM imaginable. Rows of floggers, whips, canes, clamps and dildos lined the sides. The back wall was a full-length mirror from end-to-end. Benches, tables and even a St Andrews Cross lined a side area.

Mistress Nadia reached over to me, grabbed hold of my semi-hard cock and literally dragged me into the room.

“You are not as eager as when you started, are you?” All the while, her hand was kneading my cock.

“You are right about that,” I replied.

That was NOT the correct response. She squeezed my cock hard with nails inward. I jerked as if she had delivered an electric shock.

“You will address me as Mistress Nadia, or simply Mistress, and never add more than I have asked for.” The pressure on my cock grew stronger, as if to emphasize the point. “The next time I must remind you of that, the evening will come to a close and you will go home. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I will remember,” I said. My teeth clenched as I tried to absorb the sensations. This was genuine pain, not the pleasure/pain stuff that Alex did for me. This really hurt!

Finally, she let go, and I looked down at my cock, expecting to see it completely gone. It was both there and seemed to respond to this rough treatment. I breathed again and took a quick look over at Alex. She had removed her coverall and was now appearing as a Mistress in her own right.

Just as quickly, though, Mistress Nadia told her it was time to go, that she had loaned me for the night and was thus dismissed. Alex bowed slightly, leaving the room. My shock filled the room. Alex would not be here? My last security blanket fell away. After the rough crop treatment and the painful ‘mistake’ made earlier, the prospect of having Mistress Nadia use me without Alex around was quite unnerving.

I found out later that Alex did not leave at all. In fact, Mistress Nadia specialized in couples interested in expanding their BDSM boundaries. The wall mirror on the side of the room turned out to be a two-way mirror. Alex simply left the room, went around a corner, and entered a large closet with a full view of the action. Nadia had fully stocked her ‘closet’ with a comfortable chair and a full range of dildos and creams for her relief during the session.


5
THE BAR




As soon as the door closed behind Alex, Mistress Nadia turned to me, pointing toward a place on the wall. “There are leather cuffs there. Put them on your ankles and wrists. While doing it, make sure your cock is pointing towards me at all times.” So, that’s where Alex got that.

This was an incredible challenge. How was I going to do that? As I walked toward the wall, she reached over for her riding crop and gave me a serious crack across the back of my leg. “You are not pointing toward me!” she yelled, anger seeping into her voice for the first time.

I turned my front toward her and backed up toward the cuffs on the wall. The next few minutes were comical as I tried to put the cuffs on while keeping my front pointed toward Mistress Nadia. She walked around the room gathering equipment. I did not point toward her ‘enough’ a couple of times. She stepped in and gave me several solid whacks with the crop. She wasn’t messing around, that was for sure. Discipline meant something specific to Mistress Nadia.

Eventually, I got the cuffs on, but not before several large red bands covered my butt and legs (even one across my stomach). I looked up at her and said, “I am ready, Mistress Nadia.”

“Good,” her only response.

She then instructed me to move into the center of the room and spread my legs apart. I knew this drill, positioning my legs for the spreader bar. She pulled the bar into place and connected it to each ankle and to sockets installed on the floor. This made my legs completely immobile.

Then she ordered me to bend over and grab my ankles. This was a little awkward since she spread them so far apart. I barely could grab my upper shin. Cool lubricant allowed a good-sized butt plug to be squeezed into my rear opening. I felt the ring expand and the welcome fullness follow. Once inside, I relaxed again. I loved the feeling of a plug in my ass… always had loved it. My cock tingled with the knowledge of what was to come.

She told me to stand up and hold on to the steel bar above my head. It was low for the fastening. Only a few inches separated the bar from the top of my head. She fastened each wrist cuff to a latch at the far end of the bar. This spread my arms, and I waited anxiously for the tightness.

Without question, one of my favorite things about being a submissive was bondage. Being made completely immobile while things were being done to me added immensely to the thrill. I loved to pull and jerk at the bonds. Each unsuccessful pull would send a jolt of excitement through my body.

She had this devilish look on her face as she walked over to the wall. She turned a knob and a small motor purred softly. The entire bar rose. Quickly, this position stretched almost to my limit. My legs fully extended and arms pulled so tight I thought the sockets would come loose. This was bondage plus.

I pulled and jerked with almost no movement possible. The combination of the butt plug and my tight bondage made my cock completely rigid! I had always loved the delicious anticipation!

My eyes kept following her as she moved efficiently around the room, getting everything ready.

“Are you comfortable?” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Not too tight?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Make sure you tell me if your hands get too cold. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Let’s see how you like these.” The hands behind her back delivered up a strange utensil that looked like a standard clamp, but it was long, with multiple clamps at the spine. She called them ‘zipper clamps’. Nadia kneeled to the floor and fixed this line of small clamps to the center line of my ball sac.

The pain started slowly. Not bad, I thought to myself. Not too painful. However, as she placed each clamp, I could feel the tingles gaining intensity.

“Now, two last items down here,” she said to herself. She took a string and quickly tied a cock ring around the base of my erection and ball sac, somehow avoiding the clamps. Obviously, she had done this before! I then looked in the mirror and almost laughed at the whole contraption surrounding my cock. It hurt, but not too bad, and I relaxed. Big mistake!

Her next move was to hang a weight on the ball clamp. The tingle became a sharp point of pain. Another and another clamp found its position. My whole middle was suddenly alive with the sensations flooding up from my scrotum.

I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling the pressure of the weights as my ball sac stretched and pinched. I felt the pleasure build as well. My cock was almost painfully rigid as the pulses of pain swept through my crotch. I closed my eyes and allowed the pain to sweep through my body.

“Let’s move on now,” she chuckled, while watching me absorb the flow of pain. Mistress Nadia reached over for a nipple clamp. This was one of the flat-ended kind that look like surgical instruments. There were two connected by a relatively heavy chain. She positioned one, then the other. By this time, I could not hold back any longer, moaning from deep within. My entire body was now alive with sexual excitement; my cock hard as stone as I rocked back and forth, pulling tightly against my bonds.
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I was in the closet clapping my hands softly. This was just what I had wanted. I could watch Mistress Nadia do her work, learning her techniques, while absorbing the sheer pleasure that Grant took from the session.

Even now, after all we had done, I remain amazed at his ability to convert that much pain into pleasure. His rigid cock told most of the story, but it was also the look on his face. The pain had to be incredible radiating up from his balls. He clearly LOVED the sensations… found it both stimulating and satisfying. His face told me everything I needed to know. He was in a state of bliss. I finally understood why he called it the Joy of Submission.

As I watched him wriggle under Nadia’s control, I appreciated how the distance also allowed me to evaluate his reaction almost clinically. I would never have pictured this sexual path for our relationship, would certainly never have picked it on my own, but now that we were here, I found enormous satisfaction in the act itself.

Mistress Nadia was good, loved what she did. I knew with confidence, however, that I could provide my husband with this level of pleasure as well. I prided herself on how strong I could be. At first, it was an act, a show I put on for my needy submissive’s benefit. Now, I had BECOME the role, felt the power of the talent I had discovered in myself.

Bringing my true love such levels of pleasure, even in an off-beat way, had become an immense joy of my own. Playing on Grant’s ‘Joy of Submission’, I called this the ‘Joy of Giving’. I simply loved watching him squirm under her application of pain. Our sessions commonly got me so wet that it was difficult to continue. My sex throbbed with the need to be fucked. Each stroke of my lash would send pleasure to my crotch as he thrashed in my ecstasy.

In the back of my head, I wondered what it would be like to give up control in this way; to capture the Joy of Submission myself! Could I do that? I had no interest in all the pain he loved so much, but could I allow someone else to control my every move during a session, to push me into this kind of bliss? A fascinating idea, I thought, running through the possibilities…

Yes, all these possibilities had left me in dire need of servicing, I suddenly realized, looking around for something to satisfy this powerful desire. On the table, a rather odd-shaped vibrator beckoned.

The pale purple business-end vibrated softly as I moved it to my pussy. I was already so wet the penetration was smooth and almost brought me to orgasm as I teased the entrance, pushing against my lips and glancing off my clit as I moved it up and down the slit.

I slouched further down, crotch now hanging out over the edge of the chair, and moaned as the yearning that started somewhere in my tummy pulsated through my body. In the back of my mind, I hoped the closet was soundproof, but didn’t really care at that point. I needed to cum!

I moved the dildo up to rub my clit, slowly but forcefully. I buried two fingers from my other hand into my hungry opening, looking for the g-spot as I stretched the walls, allowing the vibrator to continue its assault on my clitoris.

As the sensations built, I pulled my fingers out, reached over, and picked up a large, realistic looking rubber cock, impaling myself on it. Coordinating the push on the clit and forceful penetration into my sleeve was hard at first, but I soon got into a groove. My pussy walls stretched and throbbed with excitement as the dildo found new depths and the vibrations on my clit pushed me toward release.

I pumped the dildo in and out, needing to be fucked hard, to feel that release. My pussy consumed the dildo, wanting it, milking it, needing to feel the penetration.

Then I saw Mistress Nadia’s head move down toward Grant’s bouncing rod and I came in a ball of orgasmic fire.
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Mistress Nadia did something totally unexpected. She knelt in front of me and started sucking on my cock. In the mirror, I could see her positioning the action to allow maximum viewing of the mirror.

At first, she licked me up and down. Soon her mouth fully engulfed my rigid member in a smooth motion as her hand yanked on the clamps covering my ball sack. This combination of intense pleasure and excruciating pain was just too much for me. My legs wobbled, and I started moaning loudly. Each time she would fully engulf my cock in her warm mouth, a loud groan, almost a scream, would come out of my mouth.

But this wasn’t enough. After a few more sucks, she reached up and started pulling the chain connected to my nipple clamps. If I thought it was intense before, this pressure seized me. The pain in my nipples seemed to have a straight line to her warm, sucking mouth and intense ball torture.

Mistress Nadia jerked on the chain each time her mouth would engulf my cock, a coordinated attack that forced the groaning into a full-throated yell.

“Yes, Mistress,” I yelled. In between groans and panting, words just seemed to pour out of my mouth. “Yes, Mistress.” “The pain is luscious.” “Suck my cock.” “Pull on that chain.” I could not stop them.

She let that go for a minute. Slowly, she stood up and said: “We will have no more of that.” She walked to her wall and brought over an enormous dildo, with a big head and realistic looking scrotum.

“Suck on this,” she ordered. “If it falls out of your mouth, I will cane you until your skin comes off. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I could barely get the words out.

She shoved the huge thing in my mouth, and I set to work figuring out how to keep it in there. While I was sucking and biting the cock in my mouth, she set back to work sucking my cock, resuming the nipple chain pulling and, this time, matching that with tugs on the weights connected to my scrotum. Every inch of my body was alive with sensations now. Even the cock in my mouth was serving as a source of pleasure to balance the pain.

She sucked with a rhythmic motion, coordinating the tugs, sucking, and pulling. The pressure in me grew as I suddenly realized she was going to suck me until I came!

I struggled to keep the cock in my mouth as her vigorous plunging pushed me over the edge, thrusting my hips forward as I spurted into Nadia’s mouth. She continued to suck on me, taking in every drop until I was totally spent. Only the firmness of the bar held me aright as I sagged against it.

With one final yank on both the ball weights and nipple chain, she stopped her actions. She took the dildo out of my mouth, slowly undid the nipple clamps, and then removed the ball clamps.

“Well,” she said. “That was a good beginning.” Beginning, I thought?

By this time, my legs were wobbly. I was depending on my arms to hold myself up while my senses returned. What an experience! It was an excruciating blend of pleasure and pain.

Not for the first time, I wondered what Alex was doing. Later, she told me the story of her umpteen orgasms while watching me moan and groan under Mistress Nadia’s ‘administration!’ Apparently, we both had a wonderful time!
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The next few minutes were a much-needed break. She lowered my arms, released me from the bars, and asked how I was doing.

“Fine.” I answered. “More than fine, actually. That was indescribable. Such a combination of pleasure and pain. I am always amazed at how much I love this.”

She quickly reached around and gave my backside a sharp crack with her crop.

“I did not ask for a dissertation. We are not doing this for your pleasure,” she smiled. “We are doing it for mine. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.” We both knew the half-truth of that statement.

“That’s better. Now, let’s talk for a while. Want a drink?” She reached around the door’s edge, pushing a button. Within a few minutes, a hand came out from a door, delivering a drink for the two of us. I could not see who it was. Mine was a nice single-malt Scotch! Obviously, Alex had kept Mistress Nadia well informed. I found out later it was Alex at the door.

“Now, tell me about your pain threshold,” she said simply. “Before we go on, I need to have a better understanding of how far you will take this. You are free to speak openly.”

I thought about this question for a minute. Alex and I had discussed this many times since we had begun our BDSM adventures together, never really coming to a satisfactory answer.

“Frankly, Mistress. I do not have an answer. Exploring how far to go is undoubtedly why we are here right now. But there are a few limits. I do not mind bruises and scratches after the session is through. However, I do not want to have any permanent reminders. This means no skin tearing and blood to form a scar. I dislike having my balls whipped or struck. It freaks me out more than hurts. I also do not want to be blindfolded. I am a very visual guy and part of my joy in the experience is watching it happen.

“Otherwise, no one has ever pushed me beyond a pain threshold I couldn’t handle (except for when Mistress struck my balls). I do not know if there are limits in other areas. Really! I sometimes feel uncomfortable saying this, but I love to be hurt in this manner. It satisfies something deep inside that I genuinely enjoy. My experience so far has been the-more-the-merrier.”

“Really?” Nadia laughed.

“Really, really!” I returned. “I believe Alex gave me to you this evening because she was unwilling to push it much further and knew that someone else would have to do it. You can’t blame her. She loves me. No matter how many times I tell her I enjoy it, the act in her eyes still feels like a hurt. This creates a conflict in her that is hard to get through. May I ask a question, Mistress?”

“Of course, this is open discussion,” she replied.

“What have others done? Did they have limits?”

“Most people could not have done what we did earlier,” she said. “That was actually more pain than most could withstand. I started sucking on you because I got so turned on having you shake and enjoy it so much. You were so wrapped up in the sensations, you probably did not notice my finger bringing me to a fine orgasm.”

“Sorry, Mistress. You are right. I did not notice it. Too much was going on.”

She chuckled lightly. “I understand completely. I have been on the receiving end a few times. It can be pretty intense.” I almost said, ‘no kidding, you?’ only controlling myself at the last moment.

“Now, let’s see if we can bring those limits just a step or two higher. Shall we?”

“Yes, Mistress. I would enjoy that very much.”


6
THE TABLE




“Remove the string from your cock and then move the table you see over there into the middle of the room,” Nadia directed. This was right in front of Alex’s closet to allow maximum visibility. I untangled the string and moved the table with some grunting and puffing. It was surprisingly heavy.

“Now,” she instructed. “Lie on top with your butt hanging over the side. Put your face inside the hole. Don’t worry. This is not a blindfold. I am going to bind you to this table and do not want to injure your neck. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I got up on the table, made some adjustments so my cock would hang over the edge as well, then settled into my new position. She attached each cuff tightly to eyelets and then took straps from inside the table… one across the top of my shoulders, another across my waist and a final one that pinned my legs against the side of the table.

She strapped me down firmly. I pulled and jerked, trying to find a weak spot. Nothing was there. I loved it. My head rested lightly in the hole at the top. My eyes were just high enough to see what was going on.

“Good,” Mistress Nadia laughed. “Fight those bonds. It will make it more pleasurable later.”

I suddenly remembered that the butt plug was still in my ass as she pulled it out, dropped it in a pail, and then went to the table for a larger one, thicker around. My eyes got very wide as I contemplated how smart it was to have the discussion recently completed.

She lubricated the new plug and then pushed it gruffly in, stopping only so the largest ppart stretched my ring to its fullest extent. It hurt going in, but, as always, filled me with that classic ‘fullness’ I had always loved.
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I could see the discussion, but not hear what they were saying. It was all I could do to stop from opening the door to listen in. The surprise sucking and clear orgasm that Nadia had experienced during the session had taken me in an entirely new direction. Maybe it was okay to relax and enjoy this after all.

My concern from the beginning had been a mix of propriety and excitement. It wasn’t exactly that ‘good girls don’t do this.’ It was more ‘what if someone found out?’ When I first started BDSM with my husband, I could not relax enough to really enjoy the experience.

Some of it was fear of hurting him, but another part was embarrassment. I would look at myself in the bedroom mirror and almost laugh at the ridiculous outfits and implements. I would look at this person on the floor, knees spread, cuffs attached at his back, collar on his neck. Unbidden thoughts of ‘who is this guy and what has he done with my strong, virile husband?’ filled me.

Yet, when we interacted outside the session, he seemed happier and even more virile than I could ever remember. His normal confidence, almost arrogance, had softened into comfort with himself without that arrogant edge.

He touched me more often, bought me flowers, asked my opinion with more regularity, even paid attention to my emotional needs subtly. He had never done that in the past. There was a genuine flowering of our relationship.

Over time, the embarrassment faded as I became more comfortable in my actions and saw the electric impact it had on his sexual pleasure. Truth be told, I had found a large measure of my own sexual pleasure along the way.

Watching Mistress Nadia cum while sucking on him confirmed that my reaction was not only natural, but almost to be expected. This WAS exciting. My love was on fire. His entire body shook with the sexual energy that was being created. How could I NOT get excited by that?

Even when we had sessions at home, I would wait downstairs while he went through his ritual of creating our makeshift dungeon. The anticipation never failed to dampen my sex. His ritual had become my own.

Now I was becoming restless. The session was playing out exactly as we had planned, but I was finding myself impatient for the major surprise. My moment was coming. I got up, adjusted my Mistress outfit, putting the strap-on in place. It was a unique model that stood out firmly from my crotch for maximum penetration, but it also had a nub on the bottom that seemed to fit exactly over my clit.

I used my hand to stroke the ‘cock,’ stimulating myself while I stood in front of the two-way mirror, watching the two come down from the excitement of cumming. The steady push of my stroking quickly pushed me over the edge as an orgasm ripped through me.

Oh yes, I was so ready.
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“Now, my new submissive, let’s see what you can take.” Nadia pulled a flat paddle from a nearby table and started using it on my bottom. There was no pause, no break after a certain number. She struck the entire backside over and over and over. She spared nothing. Butt, legs, hips, everywhere she could find a plump piece of flesh.

I lost count after 20 strikes. Nadia hit extremely hard. It turned out I had bruises all over my ass the next day. Perspiration was dripping off me as the heat continued to build down below.

She stopped and asked, “Well, how was that? Had enough?”

“No, Mistress. Please continue.”

She laughed loudly and with a steady ‘very well’ went at it again. This time, though, she struck with a riding crop, making a dance of the instrument’s sharp, directed pain and the paddle’s wider impact. I began bouncing back and forth, fighting the bonds, and thrusting my ass out (as much as I could) to meet each blow.

“You do like this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This time, I did not even try to count. I just let the waves sweep through my body with each blow. With little else going on, my mind fixated on the pain of the moment. It really hurt! My mind kept saying over and over: be careful what you want, for you will surely get it!

She finally stopped and said, “That’s enough. Let’s move on.” Then she picked up a mid-sized flogger and began the process all over again. This time, she used the flogger to whip every square inch of my back.

Several times, the character of the pain changed, so I assumed she changed whips. My mind was so gone with the Joy of Submission that I could not have told you when the change occurred.

Occasionally, she would take her hand, or her knee, and move the butt plug to excite my ass. I would jerk every time and moan loudly.

“You certainly have a sensitive ass,” Mistress Nadia said. “I think we will have to do something about that, don’t you?”

“As you wish, Mistress.”

She stopped the whipping, made some motion I could not make out, and a moment later, Alex entered the room with her favorite strap-on fully erect in front of her. She had been here all along, I suddenly realized. My heart simply leaped with this news.

“Are you ready to get fucked, my submissive?” Alex taunted.

“Yes, Mistress. Very much, Mistress.” The need to be fucked screamed inside me, especially by her right now. I thrust my butt out as far as it would go, telling her how much I wanted her.

Alex pulled the butt plug from my ass and then positioned her lubricated ‘cock’ into position, thrusting forcefully inward. I grunted loudly as I felt the penetration. Her submissive loved to be fucked by his real Mistress.

My Mistress drifted in and out, building to a rapid-fire penetration/withdrawal. At this moment, I wished I were not so tightly bound, because I wanted to push back against her thrusts (she always seemed to enjoy that).

Just as we were getting into a groove, Mistress Nadia began whipping my back again… this time much harder than before. She had moved to a thin rod that absolutely stung as the pain radiated in small narrow bands across my back.

The combination of the fucking and the action of the rod were too much. I moaned deep inside. “Fuck me,” I yelled. “Stick your cock in me. I love to feel you fuck me, Mistress. Harder, harder.” Mistress Nadia was not happy about this action.

Mistress Nadia stopped whipping, returned with the crop, and slapped me sharply across the back. Alex never stopped her motion.

“Well, just as we had suspected,” she laughed. “You will need something to keep your mouth shut.” She reached over, hit another button on the door, removed the strap across the top of my shoulders, pulling a latch on the table. The front section supporting my head fell. I popped my head up in surprise, wondering what was happening, when a guy walked down the steps and into the dungeon. My cock was already at half-mast.
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“I have been watching you from the window,” the man said. “What you need is a hard cock!”

“As you wish, Master.” It was all I could think of to say.

Alex started thrusting harder, and the man stuck his cock in my face, ordering me to suck it. I now knew this was Alex’s price. The price of the ‘loan.’ It was HER fantasy to watch me suck a guy. We had even talked about having one fuck me while she watched, but I had never gotten up the courage.

One event that started them on this new sexual journey had been my tale about an incident in college where I had received a blow job from a guy (and sucked another at the same time). This got Alex so boiling hot, she practically raped me in response. Ever since, long hours of discussion had followed about Alex’s resulting fantasy.

She wanted to watch me suck a cock; to watch me be sucked by another man; and finally, to place me firmly in bondage and watch that man give me a vigorous fucking. It made her so wet she would impale herself on my raging cock and grind her pussy to multiple orgasms. We had talked about reenacting that moment so she could experience the thrill firsthand. Now it was going to happen. This was her moment. She was the Mistress once again.

My mouth opened, and I started vigorously sucking the head, trying desperately to get the whole thing in my mouth. His girth was just too wide. The Master thrust forcefully forward while swaying his hips. This buried the cock as deep as it would go down my throat. His thrusting member pinned my head, and I fought the gag reflex.

Alex started moaning herself, and I pushed back on her as she pounded into me. The activity became a frenzy of lust as Alex and the Master pushed into my openings.

My breathing became difficult as I tried to accommodate both ends. I had fallen fully into subspace now and simply rode the sensations as the two had their way with me.

Finally, Alex groaned and put her arms on my back after a shattering orgasm. Her breathing was ragged and the ‘cock’ in my ass seemed to vibrate as her body absorbed the full impact of the orgasm.

Alex then looked at me sucking the cock and said, “You liked that, didn’t you? Sucking and fucking is your place in the world, I think. But I want you to be fucked some more. You need more fucking, don’t you, my sub?”

I could not respond with words, Master’s cock filling my mouth now, so I did a minor nod. Yes.

“Good,” she said. “You are about to get royally fucked.”

Master suddenly pulled the fully erect cock from my mouth, moving around to the back. Alex moved away, taking a flogger she had apparently selected in advance. Master moved up behind and, with one thrust, buried his enormous cock up to the max. I grunted loudly at the impact. This was the largest thing I had ever had up my butt, and I now knew why Mistress Nadia had left that butt plug in for such a long time. My ring needed to be very relaxed to take this monster.

Master started slowly moving back and forth, steadily increasing the pace. Mistress Alex then started flogging me with as much force as she could muster. I watched as her breasts flopped with each blow. In the meantime, Mistress Nadia had put on a strap-on of her own and shoved it deep into my throat.

The experience was incredible for me: a real cock thrusting into my ass; Mistress Nadia pounding into my throat; and Mistress Alex whipping me as hard as she could. Within moments, both Master and Mistress Nadia began their descent to orgasm.

I could feel the rush of his cum spraying the walls inside me. Moments later, Mistress Nadia seemed to shake all over as the orgasm washed through her. Mistress Alex was simply whipping to her heart’s content, feeling the power she loves.

Finally, all movement stopped, and I collapsed on the table. Both cocks moved away, and Alex loosened my bindings. She started laughing and everyone else joined in.

“Now that was fun,” she said. I could not have agreed more.


7
MISTRESS GETS HER OWN




After the laughter died down, Master left the room. The rest of us sat around the table recovering from the activities of the last hour. I had been whipped, spanked, paddled, and fucked harder than ever before. My butt and back were as sore as after any session with Maxime, yet I was so calm inside it was scary!

I excused myself to go to the restroom, while the Mistresses stayed to talk. Truth was, I did not have to go. I hunted down the man who had fucked me and worked up a plan to surprise my wife.

My wife loves surprises if they are on someone else, I thought, but we would really surprise her this time. A brief discussion showed he would go along with my plan. I returned downstairs, still naked. My clothes were on the floor back at our house.

We continued talking when the door flew open. Master walked back into the room with a huge grin on his face. He was naked except for a small pouch that held his cock and balls in only the thinnest coverings. His appearance shocked everyone in the room, except for me.

“I think there is someone in this room that needs to be fucked today,” Master pronounced. “We have already done our submissive. That leaves only one other. You!” He pointed to Alex, then ran over to pick her up and pushed her face down on the table. In the meantime, I had been arranging the straps. When she arrived on the tabletop, I quickly threw the straps over, pinning her on the table.

“What is going on here?” she said meekly. Her protest was too weak to matter. The quivering in her voice betrayed that she was not all that upset. The first strap was at her waist. I completed holding her in place by wrapping one around her legs. Then, at my leisure, I slowly put a cuff on each wrist and ankle, fastening each to the pin on the table. There she was spread-eagled on the table. Her sex was completely exposed for all to see and touch.

The only problem with this position was that it covered her breasts. No nipple clamps were in the cards in this position.

Master began unsnapping the crotch of her Mistress outfit, and Alex’s breathing got ragged. Her pussy had already been the subject of several dildo runs for the day. It turned out. I could see it was wet and puffy as Master pulled aside the Mistress outfit to expose both openings. After what I had been through, I could not help but marvel at the sight in front of me. My cock stirred for a second time.

Mistress Nadia stopped the whole thing, wanting to make sure Mistress Alex was in complete agreement. “This is a shop for consenting adults only,” she said. “Are you willing to be the Slave for a session, Alex?” I could tell. It was all Alex could do not to scream out, ‘Please, fuck me!’ Her pussy juices were already dripping down her dangling legs.

Instead, she borrowed one of my lines: “As you wish, Master. I am willing, but for tonight only!”

“Very well,” said Nadia. “I will come in as I see an opening. In the meantime, you gentlemen enjoy your submissive.”

I was the first off the block. All during the discussion, I had positioned myself in between her legs. As soon as Nadia gave the okay, my tongue dove right for her dripping snatch.

That first touch made Alex jerk sharply. I did not think she was expecting it so soon. My tongue moved from her clit, up one side to the base, then back down the other side to the clit again. Her lips opened with the touch. As I moved back down to the clit, I gently sucked it, swirling my tongue around the now ridged nub.

In-between licks, I would use my fingers to spread her open, the cool air touching her inner lips. She gasped each time I did this and then my tongue would plunge as deeply as it would go inside her hungry opening, wiggling my tongue until her moan told me I had hit just the right thrust. I repeated this process until Alex exploded in a monstrous orgasm.

Master, in the meantime, pulled his covering aside, shoving his cock in her mouth. I tried to match the movement of his head so that his thrusts would match the movement of the tongue.

I walked over to the equipment table and pulled out the paddle that had been so effectively used earlier in the evening. I knew that this broad-faced paddle would give a solid impact, but not hurt very much. I handed it to Nadia and said, “Mistress, if you please, I think she needs a paddling.”

Nadia was more than happy to oblige, taking the paddle and beginning a careful coverage of Alex’s entire butt and upper legs. She did not strike as hard as she had on me, yet the blows were firm and consistent. Alex’s body jerked with each stroke. I just stood to the side and watched the skin grow a rosy shade of pink.

Master, however, would not be denied. His cock remained in Alex’s mouth as she tried to concentrate enough to continue sucking. Soon, his cock was hard once again, and he aggressively pushed Mistress Nadia out of the way.

“This pussy needs to get fucked.”
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We all broke out laughing at his macho posturing, yet I could see the deep need in Alex’s eyes. They had taken on that glassy-sheen she always had as sexual bliss approached. Clearly, all this activity had made her hornier than words could convey. Besides, it had been many years since she had taken a cock this big. Her pussy lips were pulsing with desire.

I reached over and began stroking Master’s cock. “Yes, you really love dick, don’t you, my love?” She was craning her neck, trying to see what I was doing, so we moved over to allow her to watch me do the stroking.

When she saw me stroking him, a low, deep moan escaped from her throat and she began begging. “Yes, please fuck me, Master. I need to be fucked right now. Please do not wait any longer. Stick your dick inside me.”

With that, I placed the condom on his cock, eagerly waiting at her hungry opening, moving it up and down the slit a few times (to moisten it up). Alex kept moving her ass to capture the cock inside her. I wanted to tease her, not letting it go in. She whimpered. “Please, please, do me. Do it now. I want to feel it inside me.”

I nodded my approval and Master plunged the full power of his monumental cock into her with one stroke. She exhaled sharply. I wondered if she had an almost instant orgasm because she shook all over. He moved slowly at first as she ground her cunt into his thrusts to maximize the penetration.

Meanwhile, Mistress Nadia received the next instrument in the surprise. Alex likes a particular flogger, one that does not sting as much. This flogger had strands that were made of soft leather. A more pleasurable thud of pressure than pain. The total sensation still added up to a solid whipping. She had tried it on me a few times, and I knew Alex would like it as well. I noticed earlier that Mistress Nadia had one of those floggers. She took it in her hand with a smile and treated Alex more roughly this time.

We lost Alex to the lust. Master was thrusting like a mad-man, stretching her pussy to its limits. Nadia was whipping her fiercely, covering her back with stroke after stroke. I was standing above her head, with my thumb and index finger of each hand, pinching the outside of each breast. This put my face right even with hers and we stared at each other. That glassy look she gets when the ‘lust’ comes to stay was as shiny as I had ever seen it. Her face was clinched as she welcomed the sensations.

To me, this had always been a curious aspect of her pleasure. Just before orgasm, Alex gets a look on her face that, for anyone else, would be considered a ‘painful’ expression. Yet, she gets it as she moves up the orgasmic mountain.

She looked deep into my eyes and said, “Let me suck your cock, Master.”

I was more than happy to oblige, moving my already rigid member to her mouth. This is the way we stood when she and her tormentor began to cum. He pumped furiously into her cunt. Mistress Nadia was whipping her on the back and butt. And I was pumping into her mouth while pinching her tits.

Master grunted and jerked sharply as his cum sprayed into the condom. Alex began shaking and stopped sucking. It was too hard to concentrate. The orgasm began at her base and you could see it move through her body.

Alex allowed the cock to drop from her mouth as she simply collapsed on the table. Her need was not close to being satisfied.
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Mistress Nadia began massaging Alex’s back with soft strokes while I massaged her head. Master massaged her butt and legs. I thought it was over, but Alex had not finished. She reasserted herself as Mistress. “Slave, move to the back and stand between my legs. Master, come around here and stand at the front.”

We both quickly obeyed, curious to see what she had in mind. Master began slapping her face with his soft cock, and then she tipped her head slightly (all she could do) and said, “Please fuck me in the ass. I need more.”

“Gladly” was my only response, hurrying to the equipment table. I lathered up my cock with lubricant, grabbed a footstool to get in the right position and then returned to lubricate her back passage. With each stroke of the lubrication, she would thrust her bottom back at me, pleading for penetration.

Positioning myself above, I slowly entered her incredibly tight sheath. We had done this before, but her ass was still as tight as ever. It took me a full minute to push my way fully inside. Alex let out a guttural moan and began lapping hungrily at Master’s cock. Mistress Nadia just watched from the side.

I began the motion slowly, allowing her rear to adapt to the unfamiliar presence. With each inward stroke, she would thrust back against me. More… more… her ass was saying. Fuck me harder!

Soon, I was pumping away vigorously, and she became lost again in her lust-filled internal world. Gradually, Master moved to sit next to Nadia as I brought Alex to climax after climax before finally cumming myself.

She playfully squeezed my cock with her anal ring, as I pulled out of her and sat down on the floor, spent of all energy. Mistress Nadia got up and began unbuckling Alex from the table. Once she was loose, she came down to the floor, sat next to me, cuddling close. She was now as tired as I was.

Truly, her surprise had become a surprise.

I could not wait to see her next idea.


8
COMING HOME




The evening of play had ended. Alex and I thanked everyone involved and went back up the stairs. My wife gave me a blanket she had brought along since my clothes were still on the floor of our living room. I shivered slightly as my hot and sore backside touched the cool leather seat.

“Well?” she asked. “How did you like being loaned for the night?”

“I especially liked the ending,” I said. “You really enjoyed being the Slave for a day. Maybe that is something we should explore on our own.”

“We’ll see,” she answered, skeptically. “It was enjoyable. Not sure I would like it to be a steady part of our play. I enjoyed letting go of the responsibility, but I appreciate the power aspect of being a Mistress. Controlling where we go and the pressure you feel has become a major part of the fun for me. Like a fancy meal of some unique ingredient, good for an experience. But for me, being a submissive is not likely to become part of our regular diet.”

“One other thing,” she looked at me sternly. “You stepped way over the submissive boundary tonight. Never do that again without my express permission in advance. Is that clear?”

“You are the Mistress,” I laughed. “I will do whatever you want. You seemed to enjoy it, though. Kind of fun giving up complete control, isn’t it? Maybe you now know why I like it so much.”

“There is freedom to let go that way, isn’t there?”

I shook my head in complete agreement, sitting back as memories of the evening’s pleasure caused my entire body to tingle. I especially remembered the joy I felt when she reentered the room late in the session.

Alex had truly become every bit the Mistress I could ever want. Even if she occasionally invited others into our play, SHE was my true love, my true Mistress. I gave myself to others as a tribute to her, for her pleasure as much as my own.

“Did you ever think we would find so much sexual satisfaction this late in our marriage?” I asked her.

This introspective question caught her a bit by surprise. She shrugged her shoulders. “No, I can honestly say that has been as surprising to me as how much I enjoy the play itself.” She told me of the realization she had come to in the closet earlier. How she had grown confident in her skills as a Mistress. How much she had grown to like the sex and feelings of power. She even told me about her new name for it… the ‘Joy of Giving.’

I chuckled softly, seeing the connection to my own Joy of Submission, but Alex was not done.

She told me how she loved watching me squirm under her application of pain. How turned on she now became, expecting a session. How her sex frequently throbbed with need as she thought about what was to come. She told me how each stroke of her lash would send pleasure to her own crotch as she watched me thrash in my ecstasy. In short, she loved being a Mistress for me.

My chuckle became a full laugh. “I cannot tell you how happy I am hearing you say that.” I wrapped the blanket tighter around my body. “You are my Beloved. I love to do this with you, will do anything you ask of me… as long as you are involved. I learned this first from Maxime and a second time with Nadia when you left the room. The sex is nice, but the ‘Joy of Submission,’ the fulfillment, comes only from you. Sharing my pleasure with you is what makes it a loving experience for me.”

She just smiled as we pulled into our own garage. “Better wrap tight. It will be cold getting out.”

I laughed along and opened the car door.
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1
THE SETUP




Alex

“Mark Vandersteen! Good to see you again.” I said, greeting him with a warm embrace. “Where have you been? I haven’t seen you at the meetings in some time. Thought you might have dropped off the Board.”

“Good to see you as well, Alex. No, I’m still here. Just been busy with a project at my company. It included a bit of international travel. Put me out of commission for several months. Have I missed anything?”

“At the Farmington Foundation?” I laughed. “Madge believes we need to change the color scheme of our logo. It will completely rejuvenate our image; she keeps saying over and over. We spent virtually the entire meeting on it last month!”

“Sorry I missed that riveting discussion,” he laughed along, adding dryly. “Maybe I should have joined by conference call from Hong Kong.”

“You should have…” I giggled, gently touching his arm, leading him into the meeting. “Mark, by the way. If you have some time, see me before you leave. Grant and I have been talking about you lately. I want to ask a couple of questions.”

That certainly got his interest. He said he would and took his place at the Board table.

Truthfully, I didn’t hear anything at that meeting because my mind was too preoccupied with what I was going to say to Mark later.

The entire sexual journey I had begun with my husband, Grant, so many months ago had started with my husband telling me about a gay experience he had in college. Grant described it as the first time he discovered the Joy of Submission.

For me, it has become the source of many hours of fantasy and stimulation. The image of him servicing two guys at the same time never failed to get my sexual engine revving at full speed. Even now, as I looked around the Board room, slightly embarrassed, I squirmed in my seat, trying to stop the growing arousal. Did anyone notice?

In the end, my mind would not let it go. I remembered Grant had a friend in college, Owen Gallagher, who was part-owner and chef at a local hotel. Owen’s business partner back then was the same Mark Vandersteen that turned out to share a position on the Farmington Foundation board with me. An amazing and fortuitous coincidence, I always thought.

The story of Mark giving Grant his first gay blowjob and Owen pinning his arms in place while he did it has been haunting me ever since.

I knew that, for Grant, it was his first taste of the Joy of Submission that he always remembered. As they stripped him of control, the sexual energy went straight to his crotch. Without thinking, Grant responded to this dominance, straightening his legs to allow easier access.

Mark had positioned himself between Grant’s legs. The image of that cock hanging in the air, while my husband stared at his friend, never fails to bring me to instant arousal. Grant describes his giving up complete control and would have done anything they asked. He had unknowingly made his first fall into ‘subspace.’

When Owen had taken Grant’s hands, positioning them down each side, and instructed him to lift his butt, placing his hands underneath. Grant had obeyed. He had stared wide-eyed at Owen as he pulled his own pants down, stroking his already rigid shaft.

Watching all the sucking had left Owen in need of service himself. He knelt, using his hand to turn Grant’s head toward his waiting cock.

“Open wide,” I could imagine Owen saying. Ever since, I have repeated that exact phrase to Grant every time I used my various strap-ons and dildos on him. Each time, my mind imagined Owen pushing his tool toward Grant’s waiting mouth.

It was Grant’s first cock then, but I had made sure it was not his last. The first was always special, and I was sure he had gone after it with all the gusto he could. He was an excellent submissive in that way, I giggled to myself.

As my mind played this scene through to its conclusion, I was afraid I would have to leave the meeting to find my pocket rocket. My crotch was on fire and needed to be serviced.

At some point, they directed a question my way, and I moved past the imaginings to refocus on my part of the presentation, but the conversation with Mark loomed in my thoughts.
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I was never sure when I decided to put the whole thing together again. Luckily, I knew Mark from the Farmington Foundation Board, though he had never mentioned this incident to me. It always made me laugh every time I recalled the conversation with Grant about why Mark never brought it up.

All my Mistress sessions seemed to feature many opportunities for Grant to suck my ‘cock’ and to fuck him until I came in a frenzied orgasm. God help me, but I loved the excitement of that part of the sessions.

I had even organized a dress rehearsal in the session with Mistress Nadia. She had a friend that went only by the name ‘Master’ with a very handsome tool. During the session, he both ‘forced’ Grant to suck his rod and then fucked him while I watched.

Okay, I’ll admit it. I also came several times while I plunged my fingers into my sopping crotch as I heard Grant moan each time Master plunged into him. It was most gratifying! In the end, Master fucked me as well (but that’s another story).

This dry run tested whether the reality would be as good as the fantasy. Oh yes, very much so!

Now, my plan for re-living the original experience might come to fruition. It was time for the next step. I was going to ask Mark to join us for the re-enactment and, if possible, get Owen to join as well. If Mark did not think adding Owen would work, then I would ask him to suggest an alternative partner.

Still left to be decided, as the Board meeting ended, was how to ask him. This is not something you just bring up with anyone. It would have to be handled with significant care. I selected a restaurant nearby that was well lit and very public. No one would think we were rushing off to a liaison in this location.

After the meeting concluded, I gathered my papers and Mark approached.

“Well, things haven’t improved since last month,” he laughed. “I often wonder if that woman even knows the mission of the Foundation!”

I shook my head in total agreement. “Let’s get a cup of coffee at Tilson’s next door. I could use a little pick-me-up after this one.”

“Sounds good,” he said.

As we walked, he told me about his big international project and why it had him so excited for the future of his company. It impressed me. Mark had gone from owning a small-town restaurant/hotel so many years ago to becoming the CEO of a chemical concern with offices all over the world. It was a wonder the Foundation ever saw him at a meeting. I figured public service was just another part of his being CEO.

We entered the restaurant, ordered coffee and Mark suddenly got quiet, finally asking, “Alex, you said you wanted to talk to me about you and Grant. Anything in particular?”

Oh, yes, I chuckled to herself, something VERY particular.

“Last month,” I began, “Grant and I were having a conversation about his college years and your name came up.” I paused a moment to let that sink in.

“It did?” he gulped, wondering whether he should have agreed to this coffee. I could see the thoughts in his head. ‘Surely, she wasn’t referring to the time when he and Owen used Grant between them,’ he must be thinking.

“Yes,” I laughed. “It was a most enlightening conversation. After all these years on the Foundation Board, I can’t believe you never told me about knowing my Grant.” My leering look at him with mocking raised eyebrows caught his attention. “Really knowing him, as it turned out.”

Mark gulped again, taking a sip of coffee. “Oh my God! I can’t believe he told you. Please understand, Alex, it was a onetime thing. I have never tried to contact him since,” he said defensively. “I don’t want to have a problem with this. It was so long ago. Are we going to have a problem?” lowering his eyes. “I am so embarrassed…”

“Don’t be, please, Mark. No worries,” I smiled, noticing the sudden change in his expression. “I am not upset. Not at all. On the contrary, I actually found the story very… stimulating.”

“Stimulating? I guess I can see that. After all this time, finding out he had a kinkier side must have been… very interesting,” he chuckled. “In my defense, the experience was not exactly something you bring up with your friend’s wife. Don’t you agree? It would have been tough to bring it up in casual conversation.”

“It probably would have,” I started laughing, “though it would have been a fun exchange. I can hear it now. Good to see you, Alex,” I joked, “and, oh, by the way, did I ever tell you about the time I had sex with your husband?”

We both laughed out loud. Other patrons looked our way as I shifted my position, and he took another gulp of coffee. This was kind of fun, I thought. A smile creased my face.

He could only stare, becoming even more confused. What is this about? Why is she mentioning this after all these years?

“Truth is, I found it… very stimulating,” I continued, staring straight into his eyes.

“You did? Now I am curious.”

“Mark, I didn’t bring this up to make you uncomfortable. That was not my intention. I just wanted to let you know, in case you were ever feeling awkward around me because of the past.”

“Truth is, Alex, it would never have occurred to me that Grant would tell you. It was so long ago and, frankly, so out of character for what I know of Grant today that I thought he would leave it in the past. One of those ‘things’ that happen in life,” using his fingers to show the quote sign. “I guess I was mistaken.”

“I guess you were. Can I ask you a personal question? And now that this is in the open, I hope you will be honest with me.”

“Of course, not much to hide now.”

“Are you gay?” she asked, matter-of-factly.

He almost choked on that one. “You weren’t kidding personal.” He paused for a moment, clearly wondering how far he wanted this to go; how honest he could be…

“Well, Alex, truth is… no. I have never really considered myself such. The term for my orientation, I believe, is bisexual. I love sex in any form and enjoy both sides of the coin, so to speak. You seem very curious about everything. Do you want to hear what happened that night with Grant?”

“Oh yes, please!”

Now it was Mark’s turn to chuckle. He seemed surprised I enjoyed this stuff.

“He must have told you about my stereo. My uncle had died, giving me some money. I spent a sizable chunk of it on this outrageous audiophile system. I know Grant is really into music now and has a nice stereo of his own. He was into it just as much back then, but then he didn’t have the money to waste on a stereo like I did. I shared this space with Grant’s friend, Owen Gallagher, though I guess that must have been part of his story.” He laughed, clearly remembering the loft space they shared.

“Grant would come over to listen to music on weekends. The curious part is that, while he listened, he would lie on the floor in this amazingly… open position. Even back then, I recognized a submissive pose, though I don’t believe Grant did. For him, it was just comfortable. He would lie right in the middle of the speakers and close his eyes while the music played and spread his knees completely apart with his feet pushed up to his butt. After several weeks of this, I mentioned it to Owen. You knew Owen was gay, right? He’s quite open about it.”

“Of course,” she assured him. “Grant has been good friends with Owen since high school.”

Mark went on: “Anyway, Owen also recognized the submissive nature of this pose and so we hatched a scheme to see what Grant would do. The rest, you know. He seemed to like it, though I did not have time to find out. As soon as Grant’s part was… over, I saw the time and realized I was late to pick up my sister at the airport. Was she ever pissed! I was over an hour late! And I had the worst case of blue balls I have ever had,” as he erupted with laughter at the sudden memory.

I turned several shades of pink before twisting my head to hide my excitement.

“In fact, the reason I am telling you all this is that my Grant and I have been experimenting with dominance and submission after he went to Amsterdam. He wanted to explore his…”

“Alex, this has been an enlightening conversation,” Mark interrupted suddenly. “But I need to go. I have a conference call with our Beijing office in another hour, and I need to get ready. I hope this history with Grant will not change our working relationship on the Board, or our friendship.”

“It will not,” I quickly responded. “In fact, that’s why I brought it up. I wanted to make sure that it wouldn’t. I’ll pay for the coffee. You get to your call.”

They got up, hugged. Mark looked at her closely before separating with a wry grin. “And I hope you have fun with your explorations.” His smile told me he was sure they would find a willing participant with Grant.

Though his eyes told me he was still a little confused about why I brought this up. As I watched him walk out, that confusion pleased me. I had planted the seed. I’d let him think about it now. By the next meeting, he’ll want to know how the explorations had gone, allowing me to offer the invitation. Yes indeed, my plan was coming together.


2
ALEX ON FIRE




Grant

Her pussy was on fire. It needed some immediate attention. What had gotten into my wife? She was in full Mistress mode now!

As she walked in the door of our home, before she even said hello, she ordered me to go upstairs and get a sucking dildo out of our toy box. By the time she got upstairs, she barked at me. She wanted me naked on the bed, playing with myself. I was to be sucking on that ‘cock,’ my knees spread with my feet against my butt. I knew the position well… it was one of her favorites. As always, I replied simply, “as you wish, Mistress.”

She gave me a few minutes to get everything setup, then walked upstairs, shedding clothing as she went. Her fingers found her clit, and she teased it mercilessly as she walked in the room.

I was on the bed, positioned exactly as she had instructed. Knees spread, feet touching my ass, hands massaging my now rigid cock as I sucked vigorously on the dildo. My ‘sucking’ dildo was one we had found in New York City on a toy buying trip. Made of rubber, it looked and felt like the real thing. I didn’t know at that moment that her imagination soared as she watched me, thinking about me doing it to Mark!

By the time she reached the bed, yanking her panties down, she impaled her sopping wet pussy on my rod, cumming almost instantly!

She leaned forward, continuing to grind her clit against me. She took the cock from my hand and began gently ‘fucking’ my mouth with it; her face only inches from mine.

“Imagine this is Owen leaning over,” she said, struggling to maintain her concentration under the pressure of her body screaming with lust. “Imagine him pushing his cock into your mouth. You waiting hungrily for him to cum?”

The sudden start of the session and her apparent excitement at what was happening pushed me quickly to the edge of release. Her language took me the rest of the way. She could feel the power of my thrusts building and increased the circular pace of her grinding as she repeatedly worked the cock in and out of my mouth. I sucked away as we came together in a shower of orgasmic intensity!

She collapsed in my arms, tossing the cock to the side. I held her gently in my arms, caressing her hair and body.

“Wow, that was intense,” I said. “What got you so riled up?”

Alex rolled off me, lying on my side, her head nestled on my shoulder. “I really needed that,” was all she could say until her breathing returned to normal.

“Don’t get me wrong, I am definitely NOT complaining, but this was intense even by OUR standards!” I chuckled. “Did something happen that got you so horny?”

“Yes, it did,” she said. “After the Farmington board meeting today, I had coffee with Mark Vandersteen.”

“What?” I shook a little, suddenly nervous about where this was going. “Why?”

“I have been thinking about your first submission story from college. You know how that gets me so hot.”

“I know it does, but so? That was a long time ago.”

“It was. Still gets me going. Here’s the thing, all this great sex in recent months has left me wanting to watch you do it… just like that!”

“Jesus, Alex… with him?” I pushed myself to sit up, staring at my wife like she had lost her mind. “He didn’t like the first time. Why would he want to try again?”

“He told me about that,” she said. “Not liking it was not the reason for his sudden departure. Apparently, just after you came, he remembered he was supposed to pick up his sister at the airport. He was late and had to split. That’s all.”

“Who cares? That was over 20 years ago, Alex. Jesus, I can’t believe you talked to him about it. I thought we agreed to always discuss outside partners BEFORE including them.” I got out of bed, walking into the bathroom, splashing water on my face. What am I going to do now?

Alex walked in behind me, putting her arms around me. We stared at each other in the mirror.

“Do not worry, my love. He does not think badly of you, or about the incident. And neither do I. Quite the contrary, it excites me so much I came home and impaled myself on you. Why don’t you want to do it again? You seemed to like it the first time?!”

“Of course I did, but special moments like that cannot be repeated. You know that.” I turned in her arms and embraced her.

“I don’t want to repeat it, Grant. I want to make it a new experience for us to share. You are the submissive, remember? When Master came into our session with Mistress Nadia, you seemed to enjoy his dominance. Why would this be any different? Mark could play the role of Master! It would be fun and a fresh experience for me! Maybe we could talk Owen into joining. Watching the three of you together would be extremely exciting for me. You know that!”

Things were certainly going fast, I worried. Releasing her, I walked back into the bedroom, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“You would like that, wouldn’t you? But Owen? You have gone out of your mind! Owen and I are not lovers. We’re just friends. We never did it again. You know that. It was a onetime event. How could I ask him to play now, after all these years?”

She sat next to me, her leg draped over mine.

“You wouldn’t need to, I will,” my wife said confidently. “Well, actually, my plan is for Mark to do it.” She started giggling.

She laid back on the bed. Her draped leg fully exposing her crotch to my hungry eyes, cum still dripping from her sex. My hand almost instinctively moved to caress her outer lips, to tease her clit with a slow, circular motion.

“Your plan?” I asked, all the pieces suddenly coming into place. “Oh my God, did you already talk to Mark about this?” I jerked my hand back. This was unacceptable. As anger flared, I suddenly regretted ever telling her about it!

“No, my love. Of course not.” She stroked my side from her fully exposed position. “That part of our agreement is sacrosanct. I would never do such a thing without your consent. I did, however, ‘feel him out’, in a manner of speaking,” her giggles beginning anew. I could see her sex jiggle as she laughed.

“What does that mean?” I said, still mad, but her position was making it increasingly difficult to keep my concentration.

“I told him I knew about it and that it was not a problem. He even told me his side of the story. That’s how I found out about his having to pick up his sister.” With her opposite hand, she reached down and started fondling her clit, pushing it around while teasing me with a quick spread of her lips. Her finger finally settled into the same slow circular motion I had started.

“You won’t be mad at me, will you?” she teased, shaking her leg against me, brushing my cock with it.

“No, you know I can’t stay mad at you. I sure hope you know what you’re doing, though. Playing in our room is one thing, even bringing in a professional Dominatrix, another. But inviting friends into that bedroom brings an entirely different level of emotional and social risk. I give you my consent. Just be careful. Now, about that pussy!”

I pushed her leg up and buried my face in her open sex. At the very least, I smiled inside, as my tongue made its first plunge into her opening, it sure stokes my wife’s sex drive!


3
THE PLAN COMES TOGETHER




Alex

Every year, the Farmington Foundation holds a charity ball to raise money for its principal cause: education. The ball always features rich people in formal attire, a great dance band, lots of silent auctions and, of course, kids giving presentations about how Farmington initiatives had helped them. I was a past chairperson of the event. Grant typically came along as my ‘plus one.’ This year, we were just attendees.

I was glad I had limited my involvement this year. After the successful ‘conclusion’ of our conversation about my New Experience plan three weeks ago, I was eager to put the plan into action. My lack of direct responsibility gave me the opportunity to concentrate on the true mission of the evening: Mark and Owen.

The ball turned out to be the next chance I had to move my plan forward. Mark would be there, of course, since he was on the Board. And I made sure Owen Gallagher had received an invitation to sit at a mutual friend’s table. With alcohol likely to flow freely, I expected to end the evening with the two of them at least considering my proposal. Now if only I could get Grant to relax.

My husband was clearly nervous about the whole endeavor, despite his acquiescence. We were very secure financially. Nothing would change that, but the social ramifications could be deeply embarrassing and long-lasting. I understood that as well. Just need to be careful.

Here’s the truth. I wasn’t nervous about it. Not really. I brimmed with confidence. My inner Mistress was asserting itself on multiple levels, professionally and personally. I had won several new advertising contracts recently because of a new level of confidence and assertiveness that the clients found attractive. This new fearlessness convinced me the risk was manageable.

Now where was Mark? I wondered, as I made my way through the gathering crowd.

“Hey, Alex,” Mark called as he approached from behind. “The Foundation put on another winner this year. Sure hope it translates into open pockets!”

“Me, too. How have you been? Get that situation with Beijing straightened out?”

“Well, as good as it can be. Government officials are such central players over there. You end up spending an inordinate amount of time opening more and more channels. Seems like all I do is attend meetings with officials. My lot in life, I’m afraid.”

As they chatted, I saw Grant standing in a cluster of patrons, trying to keep some connection to the immediate conversation. I smiled to myself, knowing his attention was on Mark and me across the room.

I was serious about my plan. Despite his misgivings, I had convinced him to be the submissive in this matter as well. He trusted my judgment, confident I would know whether it was going to work and how far I could take it. I winked at him. He seemed to visibly relax. Everything will work out, that wink told him.
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Grant

I excused myself from the small group, accidentally tripping into Owen Gallagher as he moved toward the bar.

“Please forgive me. I’m so clumsy…” suddenly noticing who I had stumbled into. “Owen? Man, what are you doing here?” He gave me a big bear hug. “I didn’t know they involved you in the Farmington cause.”

“I’m not… not really… but Sally Matthews called and asked if I would be a guest at her table. Aren’t you friendly with the Matthews? I do a lot of business with her firm every year. It was the least I could do.”

“Well, it’s a surprise, but good to see you. We have missed you since you started your consulting practice. Hope all is going well.”

“Very well. Thanks for asking. We are on track for our best year to date. Only year three, so keep your fingers crossed,” he laughed. “Say, isn’t that Mark Vandersteen talking to Alex over there?” He leaned in, giving me a teasing punch on the arm. “Remember that night we had with Mark? Pretty hot, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was.” I chuckled, massaging my ‘hurt’ arm, playing along. “Lots of fun. Do you ever think about it?”

“All the time. You were a great submissive that night,” Owen asserted. The bell went off to announce that dinner was being served. “Think you might have missed your true calling,” he winked at me as he made his way to his table. “Let’s connect after the meal. Be good to catch up.”

I acknowledged I would, turning toward Alex. Alex could not pull herself away from the conversation with Mark. First Mark, now. It reminded me of the ancient Chinese curse: “May you live in interesting times.” It looked like my time was going to be interesting, if nothing else!

As I approached our table, Mark looked up and gave me a big smile. “Grant, good to see you. Been awhile.” Alex came around and gave me a hug, using her hand to designate where we were sitting.

“It has been a while,” I replied. “Hope everything is going well.”

“Too well, I’m afraid,” Mark said. “I have been way too busy. Barely able to breathe, it seems like. But it has been a time of big expansion. So happy with our direction. I guess it could be worse,” he laughed.

“We have been having an interesting conversation,” Alex broke in. Oh, that word again, I thought to myself.

“What about?” I asked innocently.

She looked around to make sure no one could hear, then bluntly said, “Mark apparently has a lot of experience with BDSM. Did you know that?”

“Experience?” I almost choked. Too fast into it. I can’t believe she did it so quickly. “Is that right?” I finally choked out.

Alex got that ‘Mistress smile’ on her face.

“Long history may be strong,” Mark said, “but I have played a few sessions, one of them with you, as I recall,” winking at me. “Alex tells me you two have been experimenting yourself in recent months and that you seem to enjoy it. Tell me about it.”

Other guests made their way near our table, so I said simply. “We’ll have to discuss this at a later time,” reaching around to help Alex get into her chair as I sat down myself.

The rest of the meal was typical table banter. I wondered how everyone managed to keep BDSM out of the conversation. It was certainly heavy on my mind, and clearly on Mark’s & Alex’s as well. I kept looking over at the Matthews’ table. Owen was deep in conversation with a woman sitting next to him. One time, as I looked his way, Owen glanced back and tipped his head at me. Maybe Owen had it on his mind as well?

On many levels, I couldn’t believe this was happening. The thought of BDSM action was thick in the air… at the Farmington Foundation Ball, of all places. True, my wife had discussed this with me, but it seemed to me an odd place for moving such a plan forward. Maybe it was the formal attire, the gala setting, and the oblivious patrons. Or maybe… just maybe… the party was supposed to be about this, and I had just crossed into some alternative universe where an entire subculture exists.

Regardless, I had seldom seen Alex more animated or more in her element. She was alive with energy and projecting a raw sexuality that even I had never realized existed. Whatever she had in mind for Mark and Owen was worth any price I would have to pay if it brought her this much joy.
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Alex

After the last speech given and testimonial made, the patrons started milling around. I went to work on the last phase of my plan. First up, see if Mark was the right choice. Before the conversation started, Grant excused himself to seek Owen.

“Why this interest in something that happened so long ago, Alex?” Mark’s tone told of his curiosity and interest. We were continuing the conversation from before dinner. “It was fun, I will admit, but mainly to test Grant’s submissive tendencies. The sex was just sex. Your Grant is a first-class submissive. He fell into sub-mode quickly.”

I started laughing. “Grant discovered this desire on his own after visiting a Mistress in Amsterdam. Truth is, it surprised me when he first told me about his visit. Since then, I have discovered how much it can bring to our lives together… this desire of his. You spoke of submission like you knew something about it. Are you into… the lifestyle… I think they call it?”

“Not really active in the lifestyle. I have had several sessions with young ladies who tend to the submissive side. This Joy of Submission you speak of can be extremely exciting as they cum under your guidance, don’t you agree… Mistress?” He slowed and then emphasized that last word, staring at me.

I returned his gaze, treating it matter-of-factly. “Of course, Grant’s cumming while in full subspace is one of the most exciting things I have ever witnessed. His whole-body shakes, especially when bound tight.”

“I am not an expert,” Mark went on. “I have collected a few toys, like vibrators and cuffs and a couple nipple clamps. Submissive women seem to love those. That’s about it. Does Grant handle that kind of pain well?”

“Oh yes, he loves it. More importantly… I found I enjoy causing him that pain as well. The nature of his desire and obvious pleasure from the pain becomes infectious. You cannot help but get more excited!”

“Have you ever thought about…”
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Grant

I glanced back at Alex and Mark, deep in conversation, wondering at that moment whether I should have stayed to listen. No, I thought, Alex needs to put this together on her own. This is her game to run. I should let her do it.

My focus was on finding Owen. We had been friends since high school, and I was curious to see how he was getting on. It did not take long to find him. He was still at the Matthews’ table listening to Sally go on and on about who knows what. I caught Owen’s eye and then stepped up to interrupt. “Hello, Sally, would you mind if I borrow Owen for a moment? I want to introduce him to a business associate.”

“No problem. We can catch up later,” she said.

“Thank God!” Owen exclaimed, as he leaned into me. “That woman was going to bore me until I said something I would regret later.” We walked up to the bar, got a cool adult beverage, and found a quiet spot in the main hall.

“So, how have you been, my friend?” Owen inquired. “After you sold your company, I thought you would retire, but Sally told me she and Alex were quite close and that you were busier than ever. What happened to the golden parachute?” he chuckled.

“Can’t let it go, I guess. The business is still growing, and my package included larger sums if the business grows an additional fixed percent in three years. Besides, I’m not the quiet, retiring type. Can you see me plugging away in some garden at my age? No, retiring did not suit me.”

“I can see that. Still, the money has given you some opportunities to explore other areas of interest, hasn’t it?”

“Sure, but my areas of interest are not that expensive. Mainly, activities that Alex and I share.”

“Oh, that’s nice. Good to have something you can share. What is it, square dance? Quilting? I know it’s not gardening!” he laughed out loud.

“Not sure how much I should say,” I said, “but we have seen a resurgence in our sex life together. We spend a lot of time doing that nowadays.”

“An old married couple like you two? I was sure you would be in separate bedrooms by now!”

Owen was really having a fun time with that one, giggling and using all kinds of raised eyebrows to pretend shock at this ‘scandalous’ news.

“Well, out with it,” he chuckled. “What is the source of this sudden interest? Testosterone pills? Viagra?”

“No, nothing like that. Truth is…” My tone got quiet and more serious. “… I discovered the Joy of Submission. Alex has become a first-class Mistress and I do whatever she asks of me.” I couldn’t believe I just told my friend that.

This time, the shocked look on Owen’s face was real. “No kidding?! You and Alex? I can see that, though… Our one time together in college showed your tendency. You almost instinctively fell to submission that time. But Alex? Hard to imagine her in black leather, wielding a whip with you bound to the wall.”

“I am frequently surprised myself at how things have turned out, but I can assure you, she is a great Mistress and knows a lot about dishing out pain in pleasurable quantities.”

“Well, I’ll be damned. Who’da thunk it?” Owen chuckled.


4
TENTATIVE AGREEMENT?




Alex

“You want to do what?” Mark said. The shock penetrated the surprise. Suddenly, all the conversation of the last two weeks, and the intensity of my interest, came into specific relief. This was my point all along, the reason I told him I knew about it. That was now out in the open.

“I want you to help me dominate Grant,” I whispered. “And I would like to watch some male-on-male action while Grant is under submission… you know, re-live the session you had with him so many years ago.”

“Wow, I thought that’s what you said. Are you sure that’s a good idea, no matter how much fun it might be?”

“Grant and I have discussed it several times. He has agreed to take part. All these activities we have done have mainly been for him. This… THIS session… will be for me. Something that I want for myself. Truth is, Mark, it gets me so hot I can barely control myself. The way Grant describes it, I see something like what you did with him back then. Heck, let’s see if we can’t get Owen to join as well.”

“Owen Gallagher? Just like before?” Mark stared at me in wonderment. ‘This woman has gone off her rocker,’ clear on his face. “Alex, surely you know that Owen and I are not an item, never have been. I have not even spoken to him for many years. He was not exactly my biggest fan after I pulled the plug on the restaurant so many years ago. That session with Grant was our only time together, and I never actually touched him. We did it to get Grant to submit, not because of some attraction we had for each other.” He took a gulp of the wine he had left from dinner.

“I know all that,” I assured him. “It would still be fun. Might be good to heal the break you two had back then. Why drag something like that around? Owen is a business guy now. He understands the reason you closed the restaurant… he told Grant as much. It was losing money!”

This must have been news to Mark. Welcome news, but did little to lessen his uncertainty.

“Look over there. Grant is talking to him now.”

Mark looked across the room. There he was, chatting away with Owen Gallagher, like the old friends Mark knew they were.

“What do you think THEY are talking about?” she whispered.

“Okay, okay. You drive a hard bargain. I’ll think about it. Let me know what Owen says. Maybe I will need to call him someday soon.”

“Maybe you should.” I waved as he began his way out of the banquet room.
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Grant

Glancing over at Alex, I wondered how her side of the invitation was going. I wasn’t sure I was making much progress with Owen, but at least he wasn’t offering overt resistance. As I saw Mark get up to walk away, Alex signaled ‘two-thumbs up’. I guess things went okay. Now I need to close the deal.

“You know I told her about the incident in college, don’t you?” I said in a matter-of-fact tone.

“No, you never told me that.” This took my friend completely by surprise. “How come she never mentioned it all those times I have seen her?”

“Because I told her only a few months ago. We haven’t seen you for over a year.”

“True enough, that. How did she take it?”

“This is the funny part. It got her so hot I thought she was going to grind my prick off. She came and came. Ever since, she has used it to get her excited while we make love. She shoves dildos down my throat until she cums in a monstrous, full-throated roar.”

I got quiet for a moment, staring at him. “Truth is… she would love to do it for real. Maybe you and Mark could come back for a return engagement.” I covered the straightforward proposition with a light chuckle. “You never know…”

“Not sure about that,” Owen said, with obvious uncertainty. “We have not been friendly since he closed the restaurant on me. I said some things I shouldn’t have. Hell, I knew it was losing money, but I loved doing it. Should have been more respectful of how much he had dumped into a losing effort. He won’t want to talk to me again, much less share a cock!”

Owen burst out in full-throated laughter, the absurdity of it finally sinking in. “Grant, I can’t believe you just said that. Were you being serious? You want me to join you and Alex in one of your sessions?”

“Yes, Owen, we are serious. Don’t depend on me. I’m the submissive in this duo. You need to talk to Alex. I also recommend you call Mark. If not because of this proposition, then because you shared a formative experience together. Don’t drag those hard feelings around. You’ll be happy you settled it with him. Understood?”

“Maybe your discussion with Alex can come sooner. She is walking this way now.” I pointed to her as she wove through clusters of Foundation patrons.

“Should I wait for her?” Owen exclaimed, suddenly nervous.

“Yes, please. If you are at all interested in our discussion, it would be best to listen to what she has to say.”

My wife finally made her way to our location in the main hall. We had found an alcove with a small table and chairs. Both Owen and I stood and hugged her in greeting.

“Good to see you again,” Alex said. “Haven’t seen you since you opened your new practice. Hope it’s going well!”

“It is. Wait a minute,” Owen pondered as a few puzzle pieces suddenly came together. “Sally called me unexpectedly two weeks ago asking me to attend the Ball as her guest. I know how that came about now, don’t I?” he said, staring at Alex.

“I might have had some influence on her choice,” she said, giggling, giving him one of those innocent ‘who me?’ looks that conveyed something closer to ‘guilty as charged’! “We hadn’t seen you in a while and I knew Grant was eager to see you again.”

“Sounds to me like more than Grant was eager to see me. Are you really serious about what Grant has suggested?” His eyes bore into her as he tried to interpret every small bit of body language.

“Not sure what he has said, but if it includes reenacting a certain incident of some years ago, so I can watch, then the answer is yes. I would like that very much. Grant was doing it because I asked him to, isn’t that right, Grant?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That phrase seemed to jerk Owen’s head toward me all on its own.

“Mistress? You call her Mistress all the time now?”

“No, of course not, only when we are discussing certain… topics. This is one of those, don’t you think?” I smiled, glancing over at Alex. “Isn’t that right, my love?”

“Yes, it is,” Alex replied, caressing my leg with her hand. “Are you interested?” looking at Owen.

“My God… you two! You don’t waste any time. I haven’t seen you in over a year and you drop this bomb on me. It is certainly intriguing… I must say… but I am going to have to think about it. This is an enormous leap for all of us, especially if Mark is going to be involved. I am going to need a little bridge-rebuilding there before he wants to see me naked again!”

“We understand,” Alex said. “That’s why I spoke to him separately. He essentially said the same thing. He would think about it. One surprise for me was that he said he hasn’t spoken to you because he thought you were mad at HIM. He doesn’t hold any ill-will toward you. Maybe this suggestion can help in resolving your issues with Mark…” her voice trailed off, signaling the end of her point. “Well, we need to get going. Grant, can you go to coat check? Get our coats and my bag.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said and walked off, but going only a short distance. I wanted to hear what she said.

“A little surprised, are you?” Alex asked Owen, as I hid behind a pillar to eavesdrop.

“More than a little, I would have to say. ‘Openly shocked’ might be a better description. Frankly, I am not shocked that Grant discovered his Joy of Submission. He had that written all over him a long time ago. Alex, having you join him… that is a major surprise. Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I am doing this ‘of sound mind and body’,” she giggled. “It has been my plan from the beginning. If you are interested, you are most welcome. We will not push you to take part in any of the BDSM activities we enjoy, but it might be a novel experience for you to do it with someone like Grant who so openly… how do I say this… enjoys it. You’ll see. His Joy of Submission is real. I think you will find it most interesting and exciting. It gets me going!” she offered.

“I’ll get back to you shortly. Should I talk to you or Grant?”

“Either will work, but in the end, you will need to talk to me about planning. Grant will not be involved there. He will do what we say.”

“Oh, right. You’re the Mistress. I keep forgetting that part. Still… it sounds funny. Don’t get me wrong. I am not questioning your abilities, but we have known each other for many years. Harsh, whip-wielding Mistress was never the way I would have thought about you!”

“I will not be hard and whip-wielding with you. No risk there. Maybe, though, after you see the way he responds, you will want to do a little ‘whip-wielding’ yourself. I think he would like that.”

I rushed off to grab the coats, my heart pounding. She had actually done it, asked them both to take part in our little game. Could I do it? Open my submissive side to my friends, allow them to see me naked and in cuffs, eager to be used? We had known each other a long time. How would this change that relationship?

My thoughts were swirling as I returned with the coats.

“We’ll talk more,” Alex closed, giving Owen a hug goodbye. He shook hands with me, watching us make our way out. His shaking head and smile told me the story. He wondered if he should go to more of these events. It was definitely NOT the boring affair he thought it would be.


5
THE NIGHT ARRIVES




Alex

The doorbell rang. “Better get it, my dear. I think you know who it will be and what you need to do.”

We had been languishing all afternoon. My husband tried distracting himself with work and putting together a cabinet in his office. I was not doing as well. A succession of books, magazines, TV shows and business memos did little to lessen my anxious anticipation. Visions of cocks swam in my head, over and over and over.

First to fall into place had been Owen. He called me the very next week and said he was in. He had apparently called Mark the day after the Farmington Ball. They had dinner and settled their past issues. He thanked me for making that possible. He had missed his friend over the years, surprised each thought the other was the one mad. I supplied the catalyst they needed. Owen also told me that Mark was leaning toward taking part as well.

That call came a few days later. Mark was a little more reluctant because he didn’t want our session to interfere with our working relationship on the Board. I assured him I was comfortable with my dominant side and would hold him harmless. Though, I chuckled, there may be an occasional eye-catching in a meeting that brought shared laughter no one else would understand. With that, he seemed to relent and agreed to join.

We set a date for three weeks from then. It was the first time all four of us would be in town at the same time. Today was that date.

My submissive and I had been talking about this almost non-stop for the full three weeks. How would it go down? What would we do? What was allowed and not? Now it was time to do.

Grant had already pulled down every blind facing outside of our property. After the doorbell rang, he stood up and walked over to me.

“It is time. Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked. His question revealed an uncertainty about how to proceed.

“I am,” I said, standing up and unbuttoning his shirt. As each button came undone, I spoke to him, then… “We have agreed on what is allowed and what not,” I said, kissing his ear… “You can trust me as your Mistress to abide by that agreement,” kissing his cheek, his neck.

I pulled the shirt off his shoulders and began on his belt. “You are free to stop at any time, but until you say stop…” I went down on my knees, unbuttoning his jeans, pulling the zipper down, and his jeans over his hips. “… as my submissive, your Mistress commands you to do what I say in every particular. Is that understood?” His underwear followed. Grant stood completely nude in front of me; his crotch was only inches from my face.

“As you wish, my Mistress,” was all he could say. “I choose to submit to your will.”

“Okay then, go answer the door.”

He walked over, looking out the window into the driveway. They must have come together. Only one car was there. He looked out the keyhole to make sure it wasn’t a neighbor or someone else, then pulled the door open. His face turned crimson as Mark and Owen saw him standing there, totally nude.

“You certainly are ready,” Mark laughed. As he walked by, he pinched Grant’s nipple, giving it a hard twist. Owen just walked through, shaking his head, walking up and giving me a hug. Grant’s clothing sat in a pile on the floor near where I stood.

“Arranged this for us, did you?” Owen asked me, pointing to the clothes and Grant.

“Actually, it was more for him than you. He needed to make that decision to submit. Once made, he will be ours for the night. The clothing was his choice.”

Grant walked over and stood beside his Mistress, awaiting further instructions. Both Mark and Owen stared at him briefly, then shrugged, apparently accepting the situation for what it was.

“What’s next?” Mark asked.

“Grant,” I answered, “go down and get the play area ready. We will get ready ourselves and come down shortly. I want to see you on your knees in the required position. Go.”

The two guys just stared as their friend bowed slightly to me, descending to the basement.

After he left for the playroom, Owen looked over at me. “This is really happening,” he said. It was a statement, not a question. “What was the deal with having him answer the door naked?”

“Submission is a journey, not a destination. Each item of clothing that was removed took him further down the path to subspace. His being naked when you were both fully clothed signaled to us all that he willingly gave himself as our submissive for the evening. It was a journey he HAD to make so he could submit to us. It sounds a little hokey, but it works. More psychological than sexual, I suspect. Don’t you agree?”

“Sounds psycho, alright!” Owen burst out laughing. We all joined in. “But extremely hot,” Owen continued. “My cock almost went full mast when he opened the door! This is going to be some night.”

“Anything we need to know before we begin?” Mark asked.

“The key is that he is a submissive, not a slave. He does not HAVE to do anything we ask. He submits to it because he wants to. At any time… and I mean this… if he says no, we stop. But here is the important part. If he says no, we stop completely… cease to play and come upstairs. It is total submission or nothing. That’s the deal. Understood? It must be that way. He has to feel like he MUST submit… that he is somehow being ‘forced’ to do this stuff, even though we all know he is doing it because he likes it. And we do it because we like it.”

The guys laughed. Mark knew what I was talking about. I could see it on his face. Even with his limited BDSM experience, he understood the power exchange was key to the experience. Owen just shook his head. Psycho indeed!

“There are three basic rules,” I told them. “First, no leaving permanent marks by hitting so hard it scars him for life. Second, no marks of any kind on visible areas like face, neck, arms. Those take days to heal, and we want this to remain private. Third, neither Grant nor I like humiliation. I don’t want him cleaning toilet bowls or licking the bottom of your feet, or you calling him sissy boy, or anything like that. No matter what happens in that room, he is your friend and my husband. Treat him that way.”

“Finally, I am not part of the package. I may choose to take part, I may not. You are going to see me in various stages of undress. I hope you enjoy the views, but do not mistake that for an invitation to do anything. I am the Mistress here. You two are here to dominate Grant. If I decide to play with you two, in any capacity, it will be by my choice, and my choice alone. Are these understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” they both said in unison, as if they rehearsed it. Owen and Mark looked at each other in shock, bursting out laughing.

“You really have gotten good at this, Alex,” Mark said. “I look forward to seeing you in action.”

“Now,” Owen interjected, “you mentioned something about having special outfits for us to wear…”


6
PREPARATION




Grant

Iwas having trouble concentrating. The reality of what was happening caused my entire body to tingle with anticipation. I used the routine of ‘set-up’ to slow my beating heart and tingling cock. I had work to do and needed to get to it.

We had always used the basement of our home as a dungeon for these sessions. Unfortunately, this was an active part of the house. It needed to be transformed into a play area by rearranging furniture, setting proper lighting and candles, taking the BDSM equipment out of its hidden locations and putting just the right music on the stereo.

I considered music an important part of a typical session. Music too soft did not fit the harder core parts of the evening. Music too hard did not allow recovery when needed. I had created multiple custom playlists to make the mood right, even created a separate playlist for the setup phase, which I always did alone.

Setup was almost a ritualistic part of the session. I always did it in the nude. Initially, I was nude because my Mistress told me to do it that way. Later, this simple act of taking off my clothes became a first step into ‘subspace.’

Methodically removing my clothes was the first overt act of obedience. I was making a conscious choice to give myself to her, to offer complete control in whatever way she wanted. This prospect always left me almost breathless with excitement. Tonight, it was even more so because my Mistress had taken off those clothes and the guys had seen me nude before I came downstairs.

I placed everything around the room in as convenient a way as possible for my Mistress. First up was always nipple and cock implements placed on a separate small table within easy reach of where I would be bound to the ceiling. Then an ankle spreader bar would be placed just below the ceiling eyehooks. Finally, paddles, whips, crops, canes, belts, brushes, dildos and most of the other ‘implements’ went on a large table which dominated one side of the room.

I covered a massage table located over to the side with a euro sham bought specifically for this purpose. Towels strategically placed around the room, with massage cream and personal lubricant in the open, completed the arrangements.

Cuffs for ankles and wrists were finally placed in the center of the sofa. I always put them on before she came downstairs, but I wanted them convenient.

The nervousness tonight made me check everything a second time, just to make sure it was perfect for my Mistress, and our guests. Then, after putting the ankle and wrist cuffs on, I got into my proper submissive position to accept them as they came down the stairs. This was with my ankle and wrist cuffs fastened to each other behind my back, left-to-right, right-to-left.

I was on my knees, trying to be as straight as I could get, but the pull of the cuffs behind forced my legs up and back to bow, leaving my cock strutting out in front of me. This is the position that my Mistress requires of me when she arrives. I was committed to obeying her every desire before I even started.

As usual, anticipation was already settling into my brain. My cock tingled as I imagined all the things that were about to happen. Anticipation of what was to come often left me with a raging hard-on as I waited.

I had been the active slave of my wife for some time now, visiting our make-shift dungeon frequently. I longed, once again, to feel the pleasure/pain that she had become so good at delivering, but this time would be different, a new experience. This time, my Mistress was bringing partners along to help with my ‘administration.’ My hard-on had already risen as I heard a noise on the stairs.
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I stayed in my required submissive position. Nothing was going to stop it now. At first, my eyes pointed toward the floor, as the sound of footsteps descending the stairs sent electric waves of excitement through me.

Each echo of a step made me think of the long hours of discussion about Alex’s fantasy, her desire to watch me suck a cock; to have me placed firmly in bondage and watch that man give me a vigorous fucking.

It made her so wet she would immediately impale herself on my raging cock and grind her herself to multiple orgasms. Now, it was going to happen, and not with just one. She was bringing two.

The door opened. All pretense faded as I strained against the cuffs to catch a first glimpse, causing my cock to strut out prominently. It was already at three-quarter mast! My eyes went wide when I saw the three of them enter.

My Mistress was in a black sheer blouse with thin black panties. Her breasts were clearly visible as they bounced inside the see-through material. Black stockings that stopped at the upper thigh with a delicate band of lace covered those gorgeous legs. Her feet were encased in tall black boots.

I knew those boots well. She wore them when the session was going to be particularly punishing. I suddenly wondered if they had helped her get dressed for the occasion! My cock edged even closer to full hardness.

Mark followed her down the steps. He was bare-chested with a black leather vest revealing his broad, hairy chest and powerful arms. She had given him a pair of underwear that were… unique. Made from black leather, they had no back (just straps across the hips) and in the middle of the ‘pouch’ a hole conveniently displayed his soft cock.

Mark took advantage of this feature, and his cock hung languidly from the opening, his balls held tightly against his body by the leather. This sight sent another round of tingles through my own groin as I strained to maintain my position. Both strutting out and carefully balanced on my knees.

Owen completed the trio coming down the stairs. He was completely naked except for a leather thong that enveloped his cock & balls. The thin pouch did little to hide his clear excitement. That cock was already pushing against the leather, extending away from his body.

His only upper-body adornment was a leather necklace that held a small charm on the front, his ass cheeks fully exposed. While Mark was a large, muscular man, mid six feet and built like a middle linebacker, Owen was thin, about my height, without the muscle mass of Mark, but he looked chiseled from stone. His frame was hard, shaped to perfection.

The excitement was obvious to all as they approached me in the middle of the room.


7
DÉJÀ VU ALL OVER AGAIN




Alex

Iwalked up to my submissive, caressing his face with my breasts, the sheer material flowing smoothly over his face. The strain on the cuffs became intense as he tried to press his body against my lush melons, but I pulled back and told him to lie on his back. The cuffs forced him to lie in the same position as the original event: hands underneath, feet against his butt, knees spread, fully exposing his cock. His eyes were drinking in his Mistress’ beauty. I was so excited my nipples were rigid against the transparent fabric of the sheer blouse.

“Well, boys,” I said in as sultry a manner as I could muster. “You know why you’re here!”

I walked over to the sofa, carefully placed a towel to cover the middle section, pulled my panties down, and sat with my legs spread toward Grant. My fingers gently massaged my clit as I readied myself.

Quivering with the excitement, I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. All the planning. All the efforts to convince the guys. It was all coming together for this one moment. I could feel the moisture already gathering in my sex as I stared at my husband lying on the floor, cock hard and flopping with his movement. I smiled down at him, so happy. He’s as excited as I am!

“Yes, we do,” Mark just laughed, as he moved between Grant’s legs.

Owen positioned himself at Grant’s mouth. His cock already protruding out of the thin material of his pouch. I smiled as Grant stared at it with his mouth half open.

Sexual tension hung in the room like a cool breeze out of Amsterdam. I stared at the scene in front of me, saying simply. “Please… someone… suck a cock! I have been waiting a long time for this!”

Grant, unable to make the first move, broke out in a belly laugh. This spread like an infectious virus until everyone in the room was laughing. The sexual tension ratcheted up another notch.

“That kind of broke the mood, don’t you think?” I said, in-between my exasperated laughs. Yet I desperately wanted to get things started. I got down on my hands and knees. My breasts swayed with each movement forward.

I moved to Grant’s side and engulfed his cock down my throat as far as it would go. The first two or three swallows were almost exaggerated in my forcefulness. I slowed to begin a real blowjob, my eyes never leaving Mark’s face. ‘Want to share?’ my eyes implored.

Mark just smiled as he leaned forward.

Mark licked up one side, I up the other. Our tongues danced with each other. My husband’s cock seemed to visibly vibrate under our dancing warmth.

“Hey, I’m not waiting any longer either,” Owen said, as he pulled the pouch aside and pushed his cock up to Grant’s mouth. “Suck me, big boy!”

Grant simply stared into his eyes and gave his most welcoming smile. “As you wish,” was all he said as he opened his mouth to show his agreement. Owen pushed forward with a sigh and began slowly fucking his face.

Soon I gave full control to Mark, returning to the sofa. Legs spread toward the action and hands returned to the gentle clit massage. Now this is more like it!

As my fingers circled my clit, I watched the scene unfolding. Mark on his knees giving Grant what looked to be a first-class blow job. He had clearly done this before. Owen was pumping vigorously into Grant’s mouth, his inner Master asserting itself.

“Yeah, suck that cock.” …push… “You love to do that!” …push… “He loves this, doesn’t he?” He was looking at me on this last. I could only nod in agreement.

A sudden concern occurred to me. “Wait, don’t make him cum. I have other things in mind for that first go.”

Our submissive did not know what I meant by that and didn’t care. He simply gave himself into subspace, trying to service the cock in his mouth while trying, as best he could, not to give in to the sensations at the other end.

Shortly, I gave myself the first orgasm of the night, cumming with a loud cry. The lust of the visuals overwhelmed my usual need to shut my eyes as I came.

“That’s enough,” I said. “I don’t want him to cum yet.” As they pulled away from Grant, I instructed them to help Grant back to his knees. “Those cuffs will not allow him to get up on his own,” I assured them.

They helped him up, then settled in on either side of me. My legs draped across theirs, fully spread for my husband to see. Grant’s cock remained extended in front of him. I reached forward, giving that shaft a quick swat, leaning back as it bounced actively in front of him.

I wanted to be on display for my submissive, practically naked, with two nearly-naked guys sitting next to me. Indeed, his Mistress had come a long way in the last few months. I wanted to show him how far I had come.

Pulling back, I told him to sit facing the sofa. My hands reached down and began massaging the cocks sitting next to me. Mark took this as permission to touch me back. He fondled my breasts as I slowly milked their rigid members. Owen just adjusted his position slightly to allow me at an easier angle. His cock was already rigid, poking out of its leather casing.


8
EAT ME




Grant

Those eyes were burning into my brain as she ordered: “Eat me!”

I left my sitting position, giving the required response. “As you wish.” My hands were still fastened to my ankles. The crawling see/saw motion to get there made everyone laugh until I buried my face in her crotch.

My tongue started slowly, pushing her vaginal lips apart, moving in circles to open her passage. As I made my way deeper, penetrating her love canal, she moaned as Mark’s lips crushed into her face. Their hands were all over each other as the multiple sensations built their needs into a frenzy.

I could sense the activity above me, but would not look up without my Mistress’ permission. My tongue continued its work, massaging and pleasuring her now totally open golden gate. It did not take long for her to cum again as her back arched with Mark pinching her nipples. I could feel the pleasure coursing through her body in waves.

The desire for me to look up was becoming intense when, suddenly, Mark got off the sofa, his rigid cock sticking out of the hole in the leather pouch. I had to look to see what was going on, opening my eyes above her pubic patch. She grabbed my hair, shoving my face back into her crotch.

“I did not give you permission to stop,” she commanded. Using my hair as leverage, she pushed down hard until my tongue began pushing at the opening once again. Where was Mark, and what was he doing?

The answer came soon enough. Mark grabbed my hips, adjusted my ass so it was poking out. He must have surveyed the table, looking for something to use. I heard something spinning in his hands a few times as he considered the choices. The first blow threw me completely off balance, though I knew that one very well. It was a large-faced paddleball racket with a unique pain signature.

The force of the blow smashed my face into Alex, who only responded by pushing back harder with her hips. I relished the sensation, going at my wife’s opening with renewed vigor.

As Mark rained the swats one after the other, Owen just sat and stared at this sudden change. He had seen some BDSM porn and even tried a little bondage once, but this was an unfamiliar experience for him. It fascinated him, watching his friend get so much pleasure from being paddled and continuing to eat Alex at the same time. While Alex continued to gently fondle his cock, Owen just sat back and watched the scene unfold.

In the meantime, Mark peppered the exposed rear with strikes, covering my ass with red marks. The pressure of the blows pushed my tongue deeper and deeper into my Mistress until she exploded into a powerful orgasm; already her third of the night.

Alex pulled my hair, lifting my head out of her crotch. Her face was flush with the pleasure she had just experienced. “Get ready for some cock,” was all she said. She wanted more.
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It was all she needed to say. I knew exactly what was coming next. She removed her leg from across Owen and signaled for him to stand up in front of her husband, telling me to unfasten my hands. She wanted to watch some serious sucking.

Alex and Owen had clearly arranged this first event of the evening in advance, but I was uncertain what was coming next. Truth is, I didn’t even try to figure it out. Sex under my Mistress’ control had proven to be a joyous ride of new experiences and pleasures. During a session, I wanted only to give her complete sexual control and had long ago opened myself to her.

But ‘get ready’ meant only one thing at this moment: sucking cock. I unhooked my hands and, still on my knees, moved closer to where Owen was now standing. My head was almost exactly even with Owen’s hard shaft protruding out of the leather pouch. Alex reached over, pulling the pouch down to his feet, and waved the cock in front of my face.

“Ready for the real thing again?” she asked.

Alex moved over and grabbed the back of my head with both hands, pushing me onto Owen’s waiting tool.

“Suck that cock.”

She had trouble getting the words out because she was so excited to finally have her fantasy come true. “Pleasure him until he says stop.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I was holding my breath in anticipation. All the talk and planning was finally coming to this… my pleasuring an old friend.

I looked up into Owen’s eyes. My friend’s face was red with lust, the eyes burning back into my own. Yes, they said to me, do this! I am ready.

Reaching out to massage the ball sac, I dipped my head across the crown, breathing lightly on the sensitive slit. My hand moved to fully grasp the engorged digit, stroking it while my tongue lapped at the tip.

Owen moaned and pushed his cock closer to my mouth. “Suck it!” he said. “Don’t wait another fucking minute.”

Looking up at Owen, a twinkle of teasing in my eyes, I licked down the shaft, sucking each ball into my month, using my tongue to fondle them.

Owen’s breathing became more ragged, his frustration becoming obvious as the sensations flooded up his systems. Finally, he could take no more, signaling to Alex! She grabbed my hair in one hand and Owen’s shaft in the other, forcing it into my waiting mouth. My laughter teased the shaft as I sucked it as deep as it would go.

Owen was not very thick, but his cock was long. I gagged a bit while I adjusted to the insertion, unable to take in most of Owen’s manhood. My Mistress had practiced with her strap-on cock several times, yet this was quite different. His cock throbbed hotly, pulsing to its own rhythms.

I struggled to breathe, as Owen thrust deeper, using my throat to massage his erection. I pulled my head back, concentrating my sucking on the sensitive head, using my hands to stretch the sac straight down while plunging my mouth down the entire member in one coordinated thrust.

Owen was sure excited by all this. Each thrust into my mouth seemed more forceful than the one before. His rigid tool was clearly enjoying the stimulation. I wasn’t far behind. My own cock was fully extended, and the erotic sensation was so intense that I felt myself falling into that glorious subspace I loved and hungrily sucked, relishing the feel of both the cock in my mouth and the pressure of my Mistress on my head.

The reaction was electric. Owen started fucking my face repeatedly, exclaiming, “Yes, suck that cock. Eat it. Make me cum! Fuck yeah!” I struggled to keep my balance as I gave up control to these new Masters, feeling the power of each plunge as Owen worked himself into a frenzy, his cock hard and ready to blow.

“Are you sure you want to do this now?” Mark broke in, resting his hand on Owen’s arm. “The night is young.”

“I don’t care,” Owen said, pushing the hand away. “I’ll cum multiple times. Do it, you cocksucker! And I want you to swallow it all!”

I could sense he was close by the pounding rhythm of his thrusts. Suddenly, Owen stopped all movement and screamed out, “Oh yes!”

Alex held my head in position and Owen released his seed deep into my throat, moving back and forth until he delivered the entire load. I swallowed repeatedly, trying to take it all. Owen’s breathing was ragged as he came down from the rush, pulling the shaft out of my mouth, finally collapsing on the sofa.

My legs were shaky, but Alex helped me stand up straight and gave me a long kiss. This was one of the ‘power kisses’ that shot electric bolts of pleasure through my body. She grabbed the back of my head, forcing her tongue into my mouth. I simply gave myself to her. The pleasure was complete. I looked into her eyes and could see the joy of her own experience.

The fantasy that had haunted her for years had finally happened and the glassy stare told me all I needed to know. She was deep into her own lust. I plunged my tongue (and Owen’s cum) into her waiting mouth, tasting the salty gel in transit.

Her eyes suddenly opened wide as she realized what I had done and sucked my tongue deep to say ‘thank you’ for the gift. She had seen me suck on the cock. Now she had proof of the success. We collapsed on the sofa in each other’s arms.

“Well, well,” Mark said, laughing. “That was intense.” He sat down next to me, stroking the hard cock that I was trying to get comfortable. “You really like to suck cock, don’t you?!” he said, using his hand to pull the raging cock away from my body, stroking it lightly.

“Oh yes,” was all I could say, as I leaned back on the sofa, Alex falling into my arms.

I just chuckled, knowing from the hard cock and flush face that Mark liked it a lot more than he thought he would.

Suddenly, Mark got on his knees on the floor and took my rigid member in his mouth, teasing me with alternating licks and sucks.

“Yes, you do,” Mark was trying to get me near release, “but I do not think it is time for cumming yet. Do you two?” looking at Owen and Alex. They shook their heads no. “That’s what I thought. Time to see what this sub can take. I have heard he has great capacity for his Joy of Submission. Let’s find out. Are you ready?” he asked both me to gain my permission and to Alex/Owen to get them ready.

It was a strange experience being dominated by three people, but I was seeing why one would like it. I was already moving down into ‘subspace’ and loved knowing I was going to arrive there soon. “As you wish,” was all I could say, nodding my head in acceptance.

They giggled, and this cascaded into a huge belly laugh all around. The moment of laughter allowed the intensity of the feelings to pass, and Alex clearly agreed it was time to move on.


9
FINDING SUBSPACE




Alex

Itold Grant to hook himself up. Grant’s legs were already shaking from the first bit of contact, but his hunger to experience more moved him toward the center of the room.

‘Hooking himself up’ meant being fully exposed in the X position. I had placed eyebolts in the center of the room, both far enough apart that Grant could barely reach to hook them. Under these bolts, I positioned a large dowel spreader bar.

Grant moved to place the bar behind his heels, then leaned over and hooked his right ankle to the bar. The next leg took some stretching, but it finally was in place. He moved around a bit until he had properly positioned the bar (and his ankles), then hooking each wrist to one of the ceiling bolts.

When this was over, his every joint was feeling stretched, and I relished the tingling his body so clearly displayed. I always let him stay in that position for a short while. This time, though, with new partners, I placed the blindfold over his eyes and let him ‘hang’ in the darkness. His front and back were exposed at the same time.

Both of his masters stood and stared as he pulled tight on his bonds. They marveled at how he reacted to this position. His repeated movements clearly sent bolts of sexual electricity into his groin, further building the sexual tension that made his legs vibrate. His cock stood fully extended in front of him. ‘Oh, yes,’ they both laughed. He really DID like this.

I could only nod in agreement. I had given Grant a wondrous array of pleasure and pain in this position. After the first event, he knew he was going to like it tonight as well.

I gave my visitors a seminar on front implements, whispering those instructions just loud enough that my sub could hear. I was showing them each item, explaining what it did, and then finally settled on one to start with… a clamp called a ‘Japanese nipple clamp.’

The J-clamp had two complex mechanisms attached to each other by a mid-weight chain. The designer made it to tighten harder on the nipple when pulling the chain. I showed them how to place each one, being careful to attach each to the full nipple (otherwise it would come off when pulled).

I smiled as the waves of torment moved through Grant’s chest. This torment started there but did not stay. I knew what came next. The soft tingle began in his crotch and grew. The Joy of Submission was just beginning. Once both clamps were in place, I pulled a few times to make sure they were snug, inviting the Masters to do the same. He felt the steady increase in pressure and pulled fiercely on his bonds as he enjoyed the torment washing through his entire torso. Bondage and torment. Oh yes, I knew he loved that.

I abruptly began tapping on his balls. Each strike of my hand was harder than the one before, causing sharp pain to course through his middle. His whole body jerked with each tap. Experience had taught me he could not take much of this, so I stopped, even though this was my favorite part. I loved to torture my sub’s cock and balls.

But first, I had to fully expose the balls. I reached over to the table and grabbed a shoestring that I used to completely encase his balls. The string was used to lift and separate. Plus, the string circled the base of his cock and balls, holding them up in the air. I had been working on this technique and loved to practice on him.

Once complete, I gave his balls a few more taps. The pain, this time, was intense, yet the bondage of his manhood seemed to turn the same action as before into a pleasure/pain action. He thrust his cock forward, hoping I would do it again. Instead, I held back, wanting to tease him.

Second, genuine pain needed to be applied. For this, I enjoyed using a “zipper”. This is a mid-weight chain that has 7 small clamps attached. Maxime had used this on him to great effect, causing me to buy one for my own use. I gave one end of the zipper to Mark, instructing him on how to apply it. The last half was Owen’s turn as he completed the placement.

The next thing our sub knew was intense pain as they placed the first clip on the far upper right side of the bag that was stretched tight by the string. They attached each clamp until all seven created a “zipper” across the breadth of his bag. The pain was intense.

I loved this first few minutes, tapping and yanking on the zipper chain, alternating these with sharp pulls on the nipple clamps. Both actions sent fresh waves of pain through his system.

The front was almost complete. The last step was to attach the two implements together. Grant was swaying back and forth on the ceiling, feeling the power of the bondage and the torment of the pain.

I took a heavy chain with a loop at each end. The chain ran through the J-clamp chain, then weaved through the bag zipper below. This time, I did something a little different. Rock climbing carabiners were used to join the ends together, but I shortened the chain. Whenever Grant straightened up, the nipple chain would cause agony down below by pulling the zipper against his bag. If he lowered himself to relieve the bag pain, his nipples would feel the full weight of both chains. This created a see-saw movement as he tried to balance the twin torments.

Unfortunately, it also gave him control over the pain. I giggled as I saw Grant rocking back and forth to maximize the discomfort. I popped the side of his head.

“Don’t do that. I am the only one doing the controlling.”

“Yes, Mistress,” was all he could get out as I started tugging on the chain, pulling both bag and nipple to full pressure points. The sensations scorched his middle.

A hand pushed the chain aside and Owen fully engulfed Grant’s cock in his mouth, followed by a hard crack landing on his ass. Mark had picked up one of the riding crops and began whacking his rear.

Incredible! I loved watching Owen suck him, while my nipple and cock torture tormented his front and Mark stung his rear. He pulled tight on his bonds and fell hard into subspace as wave after wave of the Joy of Submission pushed through him.
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PUSHING HARD




Grant

Ishook in my suspension, loving the flow that consumed me. Mark was just getting started. He must have arranged a line of striking instruments on the table and used them on every part of my back. They used all the toys we had collected over the last two years. From spoons to sticks of wooden dowels, Mark made his way through the lot, pushing me with strikes harder than anything my Mistress could do. I fleetingly wondered if the strikes permanently marked my skin. By this time, I didn’t care. I had fallen deep into subspace.

Owen wanted to get in on the fun. He released my cock, stepped around Alex, giving her freedom of movement as she continued pulling and stretching the chains. He picked up a soft leather flogger and asked Alex if he could use this on the front. She whispered to him, “Yes, but be gentle. You don’t want to rip the clamps off or damage that lovely tool.” Her hand bounced the handsome wood sticking out in front of me.

Owen shook his head in understanding and began a spinning motion, allowing the leather tips of the flogger to tease his submissive with each rotation. The soft strands of leather jiggled each clamp and chain it touched, sending shocks of pain through me. My tormentor rotated this over my entire front, bouncing my extended cock repeatedly.

Mistress allowed her sub the Joy of Watching, reaching over to untie the blindfold.

Even though the light was soft in the room, the sudden brightness made me blink in surprise. I focused on Owen in front of me, surprised to see the concentration on my friend’s face. He was working ridiculously hard to make sure he tormented every inch of me.

I glanced a look at Alex. She was just standing on the side, smiling.

She stepped closer, whispering in my ear, “Having fun yet?”

I just smiled, nodding an affirmation, as I closed my eyes to surrender once again to the Joy of Submission. Mark and Owen concentrated on their tasks. I was exploding with waves of pleasure/pain as the paddling and flogging combined with the pressure from the nipple and cock clamps. My legs trembled, a low moan escaping my throat. Mark stopped paddling and looked worriedly at Alex.

“Should we stop?” he said with concern. “Are you kidding?” she said, rising from my cock. “We are just getting started.”

Without hesitation, Alex reached over for another paddle and joined Mark in alternating whacks on my rear and upper legs while Owen kept his spinning torment on the front. I pushed my butt out for more, but the chains on the front kept my movement tightly constricted.

Alex stopped and went to the table for something different. She picked up a long cane and Mark selected a thick red spoon-shaped paddle. Then they began again, alternating strokes.

I lost complete track of time as I floated in subspace while the pain washed through me. Mark and Alex kept changing instruments, trying new things in novel places. Occasionally, she would reach around and give some tight pulls on the chains. I groaned with pleasure.

Eventually, I came out of subspace when my hands got cold. This was a sure sign that I needed to come down.

“Mistress, may I take one hand down?” I asked. This was our pre-planned signal that I wanted to continue, but my hands were losing circulation. If she wanted to continue, I would alternate taking my hands down so the circulation could return.

Alex knew what this meant, granted me permission, helping me unhook my left wrist. Usually, I could do this on my own, but the pressure of two Masters had left me shaky and weak.

“Please remove this from my cock,” I plead. Eventually, even the Joy of Submission must give way to reality. I could only take so much. Now came the bad part. The body required a price for ecstasy this intense. The zipper had to come off my bag.

This pain was not the ‘good’ kind, either, filled with pleasure/pain and sexual energy. This just fucking hurt like hell and I knew it was coming. Alex hooked my wrist back to the ceiling to allow me some support, then asked Mark to rub my ass with his hands and Owen to hold my cock out of the way with the other.

She first untied the shoestring, then all 7 clamps came off one after the other. She was trying to be as gentle as possible, but the searing pain leaped through me with such intensity my breath caught, and my body shook uncontrollably. A deep groan came from my throat as I pulled hard against the bonds supporting me.

When it was over, I said softly, “Wow, that hurt.”

Mark just laughed. “Are you kidding? After all that paddling and whipping, you say this hurts?”

“This is the worst pain of have experience,” I said. “It feels like a wild dog has clamped onto your balls and is chewing away. Incredibly vicious. Really, this is the only pain that bites into you with such ferocity. The previous part is so great… it’s worth it.”

Mark just shook his head. He still hadn’t quite figured out this BDSM stuff.
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Mistress had figured it out… She told me to unhook myself and get on my hands and knees. She had other plans. She unfastened my hands from the ceiling, leaving my feet attached. “Bend over and place your hands on the floor, your ass in the air.”

I did as I was told. The spreader bar kept my feet far apart, exposing my ass completely, as I moved to a V-position on the ground. I wiggled my ass suggestively at Mark and the room exploded with laughter.

Alex stepped up with a mid-sized butt plug and lube. I felt the cold drip of the lube as she inserted a finger past the sensitive ring to spread the lubricant. She inserted the plug slowly, halting the progression just at the maximum width of the flange. Watching my butt cheeks tighten at the growing discomfort, she seated it the rest of the way. Her knuckle jiggled the base, sending waves of pleasure through me.

“I think he likes this. What do you guys think?” Alex said, as she continued stimulating me through the butt plug. I could only moan louder. The chain from the nipple clamps jiggled as they hung from my body, further increasing the flood of sensations. As Mark reached from behind, stroking my pulsing cock, Owen tugged on the nipple chain. It was all I could do to keep this position.

“Let’s see if he can support himself in this position while we paddle him. Want to try that?” Alex asked, clearly to the guys. The butt wiggle told her all she needed to know about my willingness. She knew I was ready for much more.
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She reached over to the table for the large-faced paddleball racquet Mark had started with and invited the guys to pick something for themselves. The racquet supplied a very satisfying popping sound when it struck the plump flesh of my ass. Mark chose a flogger with strands that had small plastic balls in the length of the strands. Owen found a thin woven-leather belt.

They circled me like an Indian war party in an old western, and then at Alex’s direction, started in. They struck me in an alternating cascade of strikes over my upper legs, buttocks, and back. With each strike, the butt plug would jiggle, increasing the pleasure of the strike. I once again gave myself to subspace, pushing my ass back at each blow.

As it became clear I was both enjoying the paddling and wanted more, the guys hit with more force.

Mark’s flogger was a curious instrument. The thin plastic strands brought intense, sharp pain with each stroke, but the small plastic balls that were interspersed along each strand intensified the sensation while blunting the force against the skin. It had the curious feature of leaving almost no marks on the skin.

I had always said this flogger was the most painfully intense of all we owned. Mark was clearly enjoying the forceful motion of his action. I shook with each blow. This seemed to drive Mark to hit harder.

Alex winced at the power of each blow, wondering whether it would take skin off. She touched Mark’s arm to signal for him to stop, then reached over to run her hand over my back and buttocks. The skin was barely red. She chuckled and signaled for him to continue. Mark rained blows systematically across my back, then moved to legs and ass.

The woven belt Owen had selected was basically good for only one thing… the ass. He stood in the proper position and began beating. Every once in a while, he spoke a phrase, seemingly to himself. “You have been a bad boy.” <whack> “Somebody needs to teach you a lesson.” <whack> Each would bring laughter to the group. Though I was so deep into subspace, I could only react with grunts and moans.

Alex wanted to let the guys continue their work, so she got down on the floor next to me, reaching in to stroke my rigid cock. The groan coming from me told her all she needed. As the guys increased the intensity of the blows, she wanted to know how I reacted to cumming while being struck.

Her stroking became rhythmic and focused. I muttered loudly, my head bobbing up and down. She worked to keep her focus as she pulled me toward release.

She looked up at the guys. With a single nod of her head, they both began striking with renewed purpose, pushing me deeper into subspace. She continued stroking my cock, finding a pace to match the rhythm of the blows. It did not take long. I moaned deeply, howling as I exploded into Alex’s outstretched hand.


11
A MUCH NEEDED BREAK




Alex

The group took the next few minutes to relax and recover from their exertions. I went into the restroom to wash the cum and lube off my hands. Owen collapsed on the sofa, exhausted. Mark did not seem to be phased at all. He took time to straighten up the ‘toys’ and moved casually to the sofa.

Grant sat back on his heels, his head gradually coming out of subspace. He looked around at Mark and Owen. Even now, he was struggling to come to terms with what had just happened.

“One thing about BDSM activity,” I smiled, watching him come back to us. “You get a good workout!”

Mark was a fitness nut, not even winded. He sat relaxed on the sofa, watching Grant with eyes that spoke of a deep understanding and appreciation of what he had just experienced. Grant nodded his head at him. He returned the nod.

They all turned toward me as I appeared from the bathroom. My sheer black top showed still-hard nipples and my panty-less crotch glistened with liquid dripping down my inner thigh. My ear-to-ear grin told everyone all they needed to know. I had really enjoyed the session so far.

Only Owen appeared tired. All the paddling, whipping and cumming had used up all his energy. He laid his head back on the sofa as he breathed deeply. “Wow, that was something,” he said. Everyone chuckled with him.

“That was an understatement,” I said. “Did you enjoy it?” Looking at Grant.

“Yes, Mistress. Very much. I hope it was what you were looking for.”

“Another understatement,” Alex laughed. “Mark, you’re just getting started. You not tired yet?”

“I’ll admit it has been a good beginning to a workout, but I have plenty of energy left. Besides, I am the only one that hasn’t cum yet. We need to remedy that,” glancing at Grant.

Grant moved off his heels, moving toward Mark, thinking this was a signal that he wanted Grant to suck him off, but Mark signaled him to stop. “No, sit back down and relax. We have lots of plans for you yet. We reserve this cum for another location. Don’t you agree, Alex?”

“Indeed. We have one of the most important rounds yet to go. Owen, you look bushed. Not going to help in the final round?”

“I might,” he said, “but this has been more exertion than I have done in a long time. I definitely need to get back to the gym!” he smiled.

Everyone laughed. Grant couldn’t help but wonder how he kept that thin shape if he didn’t work out.

I nodded my head in acceptance. “Join in as we bring our fun to a close… any time you like.”

We spent the next few minutes with banter that allowed everyone to come down from the overt sexual high of the session. I was surprised that it was going even better than expected!
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Finally, I was ready for the grand finale. “Mark, help me get the massage table into the center of the room.” Mark jumped up and did most of the work as we positioned the massage table near where we had just strapped Grant to the ceiling. I spread the Euro sham over the top and instructed our sub to get on the table, leaving his cock and butt hanging over the edge.

I smiled. Grant knew what was coming next. He knew the ‘location’ that Mark had in mind earlier… his rear opening. That face told me other things. He had to be concerned how his ass would take it without ripping since Mark’s cock was as physically imposing as Mark himself, long and wide. The butt plug that had been in place all evening would help some. Still, he was clearly nervous as he obeyed me, positioning himself on the table.

This table had been custom made to his exact dimensions. It was long enough to allow him to be fastened by the eyelets on the legs with his ass hanging over the end, but short enough that his head was near the front of the table for his Mistress to have easy access for inserting her ‘cock’ into his mouth. It was also slightly narrower than a standard massage table. This allowed his hands full extension as I fastened his legs to the table.

He spread his wrists on each table leg, allowing me to fasten the cuffs to eyelets on each side. He then shifted back until the cuffs held him tight, positioning his legs so the ankle cuffs could be fastened to the table supports. This was a common position for us. His Mistress loved using it for both paddling and as easy access for my strap-on.

I stood back, admiring my work. “He looks about ready. What do you guys think?”

Mark took off his pouch, finally releasing his cock and balls from the grip of the leather. He rubbed his cock all over Grant’s face. “You ready for this, my man?”

“Yes, Master,” Grant replied, in-between attempts to capture the cock with his mouth and tongue as Mark kept it just away from his attempts.

“None of that,” Mark teased. “You’ll get plenty of that later.”

By this time, Owen had to get involved. He pushed himself off the sofa and wiggled his knuckle against the butt plug still held in Grant’s rear. The waves of pleasure caused Grant to moan as he pulled against the table, his cock at three-quarter mast.

“I think he is definitely ready,” Owen laughed. “Anxious even, I would say.”

Everyone agreed as I walked over to the equipment table and grabbed the strap-on harness Grant had put together as part of his set-up. I positioned the long but relatively thin dildo in the middle of a leather harness. This allowed the wearer to control the angle of penetration while applying as much pressure as desired on her clitoris. Grant knew I frequently came multiple times while humping him. I walked in front of the table, pushing Mark out of the way.

“Here is the way we are going to do this, my dear.” I stepped into the leather straps and positioned them on my hips, displaying my handiwork in front of Grant. The dildo protruded in front of his mouth on the table as I finished the adjustments.

“That’s about right. What do you guys think?” I waved my ‘cock’ in front of Mark and Owen. They whistled and clapped their approval.

“We have warmed your rear with paddling and the plug,” I continued. “It is now time to give it the real thing. First, I will use my tool to get you ready. I will do this as long as it pleases me. You will suck on Mark while I am doing this, making sure he is nice and hard for the next round. He will then use his handsome tool,” giving Mark a wink, “to find his own release. He will have as much time as he wants and/or needs. Is that understood?” As I finished my monologue, I placed the dildo within inches of his mouth.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The anticipation was eating at my sub as he stared at his Mistress and my ‘cock’ only inches from his mouth. He wanted it. Wanted it badly. He loved to suck my ‘cock’ whenever he had the chance.

I loved it, too, always having very strong orgasms as he pushed the dildo back against my clit. A vision of an earlier session came to mind. I was lying on my back on the bed, my ‘cock’ bouncing above my hips. Grant was in-between my legs, sucking on me while he pushed the strap-on against my clit. Having that much control gave him the feel of a real blow job for his Mistress.

I moved closer to his mouth. “Let’s get started.”


12
EVERYONE GETS THEIR FILL




Grant

She pushed her ‘cock’ into my eager mouth, roughly shoving it down my throat. I struggled to adjust to the sudden penetration. My eyes looked up at Alex, worshiping the look of Joy on her face. She had truly become a powerful Mistress in her own right.

She grabbed my face, holding me in position. I pulled on the wrist cuffs, shifting my position slightly. This allowed me to push back on the ‘cock’ as Alex began thrusting; each push stimulating both of us.

I smiled as Mark and Owen watched in wonder as the Mistress began a well-practiced routine of mutual pleasure. The transformation in Alex amazed them both. In the last few months, she had transformed from a gentle and considerate member of charitable boards into a demanding and fierce Mistress aggressively pushing her ‘cock’ into my welcoming mouth. Her breasts flashed against the sheer black fabric of her top with each thrust. The total concentration on her face told the entire story, I thought.

She was as much a Mistress in this moment as I was a sub. I admired her ability to segment this part of her life and find the Joy of Submission that her sub so loved. One thing was for sure. She was good at this. And I worshiped her devotion.

Mark, not being one to stand aside for all the action, walked around to the equipment table and found a thin rod with a feather duster at one end. He was not sure what to call it, but he was sure the thin plastic rod would hurt like hell when applied with purpose.

He waited for Alex to provide a forward thrust and then began swatting my ass with force. I jerked with the sudden impact. Mark knew he had chosen well as a sharp red line formed across the exposed cheeks. With each thrust, he covered my ass with line after line of impact.

Before Mark could completely cover the total surface, the waves of pain and intense throbbing from each stripe finally broke through my concentrated sucking. My fall into subspace was complete as my ass danced with the rhythm of the blows.

I pulled tightly against the bonds, trying to release the pressure of the pain, but it was not enough. I began shaking almost uncontrollably. My cock strained as wave after wave of pain sought a release. Again, it was not to be. Every strike sent another shock through my system. The shaking grew stronger. Mark worried he had pushed me too far.

A worried look came over Alex’s face as she held her hand up, silently telling Mark to hold back.

I continued shaking even after the last stroke fell. My body still expected the blow that did not come. Breathing came harsh and ragged. Finally, the shaking subsided, and my breathing returned to normal. Alex began rubbing my head, whispering in my ear.

“I guess we now know how far is too far. Let’s see if we can move on.”

I nodded my head weakly. “Wow, THAT was intense,” I whispered back.

Alex moved around, telling Mark she wanted to trade places. Mark moved to replace her at the front. Mistress moved to the other end, shaking her cock from side-to-side, entertaining the guys along the way. As she ran her hand along my inflamed ass, she moved into position between my legs, using gentle strokes.

With each, she would spread the cheeks, exposing the butt plug as her thumb pushed gently upward. She did this until I responded to her massage. She knew this moment would come. The intensity of the pain would give way to pleasure in my mind. It always did.

Alex understood this was my gift, this ability to absorb pain and turn it into pleasure. And she knew I could not resist the pure pleasure of anal sex.

Mistress spread the cheeks and pulled out the butt plug, lingering at the widest part to see if I was ready. I moaned as the waves of pleasure built. Satisfied, she pulled it out the rest of the way. She reached over for the lube and generously coated my exposed opening and her strap-on dildo. Yes, I was ready! She nodded for Mark to get to work and positioned her ‘cock’ at my hole. Mark laid his already hard cock against my face, inviting me to take up the challenge.

Alex positioned herself and simply lunged forward. I let out a guttural moan as my rectum welcomed her with ease, burying herself deep in my rear channel. As that moan came out, Mark placed his cock in my newly gaping mouth and thrust the other direction as well. They filled me coming and going!

Each began a rhythm of thrust and counter-thrust that kept me in constant torment from pleasure. Her thrusts pushed the fullness deeper into my ass, while stimulating her own clit as she moved the base in an experienced way.

I knew my Mistress would find the rhythm that suited her needs, so I concentrated on Mark’s enormous cock pushing its way down my throat. My tongue followed the length of his shaft as it entered, then I sucked with abandon.

My cock was rigid with passion as each wave of pleasure pushed into me. Owen took advantage of that. He reached around Alex, stroking me with practiced grace. This may have been the proverbial ‘bridge too far’. I panted as the waves of pleasure built toward my release.

But that wasn’t to be, not yet. Alex came with an explosive cry. I pushed back as hard as I could with each thrust, adding to the intensity of the peak. The sheer volume of the release took Mark and Owen by surprise. They both stopped their own actions, watching her as she slammed into me until the orgasmic waves receded. She supported herself on my hips with both hands, her gasps of breath returning to normal. I could only chuckle to myself as I continued sucking on Mark’s now rigid member.
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Mark laughingly swatted the side of my head. “Stop admiring your handiwork. You are going slack on the front end.” I had apparently lost concentration on the task as I celebrated my Mistress’ climax!

I renewed my vigorous ministrations on Mark’s tool, but as soon as Alex pulled out, she signaled for Mark to move into her position. Mark was ready. He thought his wood protruded out as rigid as he could ever remember.

I laughed. His tool was certainly impressive. Having seen many of them at the gym, I knew his was very “handsome” indeed! Mark did the same side-to-side as Alex when he walked back. This brought another tide of laughter as he moved back to position himself at my now gaping hole. Yes, Mark was ready.

Alex walked over with the lube. She made a perhaps incautious decision to ignore the condom sitting next to the lube. She knew I would want to feel the surge of cum as it flooded my rear passage and figured, if anyone were going to be ‘safe,’ it would be health-nut Mark.

“Have fun,” she whispered in his ear as she gave Mark’s tool one last generous stroke of lube and positioned its tip at the entrance.

Then she did something impulsively that surprised everyone. She grabbed Owen’s hand and walked around in front of me, got on her knees in front of his cock, engulfing it in her mouth as she gave the signal to Mark.

My eyes almost bugged out of my head! Though I suspected no one was more surprised than Owen. It had been a long time since a woman tried to do that to him!

I did not have time to dwell on it, however. Mark’s cock pushed directly into me. I let out a grunt at the renewed fullness. This cock was enormous compared to the earlier occupant. It stretched me more than I had ever experienced, but the extended warm-up was so complete that I felt only the deep pleasure lavished on my love canal.

There was also something else different. Despite the enormous size, it was warm and flexible, unlike Alex’s hard latex strap-ons. I could feel the heat as it pushed into me. As Mark moved back and forth, I felt him flex inside me. With each move forward, Mark would alternate a push with a spreading motion of my ass that magnified the stimulation.

I felt the growing urgency in Mark’s thrusts and tried to match each with push-back of my own, but I was having trouble concentrating as I watched Alex go to town on Owen. The sight was mesmerizing.

Owen’s face was still in shock, but his tool was showing no such misgivings, growing handsomely rigid under Alex’s expert treatment.

I tried to continue watching, but the sensations growing in my rear became overwhelming to my senses. I gave way to the pressure. My breaths coming in gasps and moans. I gave myself to the intrusions, feeling Mark grow more frantic with each thrust. He was getting close.

Alex must have been watching because she increased the pace of her own sucking. Owen would not last much longer, either.

Mark’s release came suddenly with a powerful thrust. At that moment, I felt something I had never felt before… the splash of cum on my inner wall. It was warm and sensual in a way I had not even imagined. Each spurt seemed to touch me deeply.

Mark and I groaned together as if in a chorus. Owen followed shortly thereafter, groaning loudly as if he wanted to join the chorus. Alex released Owen’s cock, fell back on her butt, an enormous sigh of relief escaping her.

Owen had to lean forward like a basketball player late in a game. His hands found his knees, gulping for air.

Alex impishly touched the tip of his cock. She knew this drove me crazy. Sure enough, Owen jerked a step back, exclaiming, “Are you crazy?” The room exploded with laughter.

Everyone but Alex had been in that exact position many times. I had often wondered why the head was so ultra-sensitive after cumming, but also why it gave Alex so much pleasure to shock me that way.

I often teased her about giving me a heart attack doing that! It only made her play with it more. This was especially so when she tied me down while I came. She would twist and bounce the head until I felt like I was going to pass out. Amazingly powerful sensations.

Mark pulled out of the gaping ass and began the process of clean-up. Strategically placed ‘baby wipes’ were convenient nearby. He cleaned himself first, then me, drying each with a towel. He then collapsed back onto the sofa.

“So, finally,” Alex exclaimed, “Mark is tired! I knew we could do it. Right, boys?” They all began ribbing Mark about what a wimp he was… a wuss… a lazy bum. The laughter grew as the tensions of the evening eased out of the room.
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Alex got up off her seat in front of me, unhooking the cuffs. She took one side, Owen on the other. My Mistress knew I would be a bit wobbly when I stood up, so she went around the table to offer some support. She helped me get over to the sofa to sit on the towel she had used earlier in the evening, right next to Mark. Owen collapsed next to him as well.

“What a night!” she said, surveying the naked mass of male flesh in front of her. She took her top off, joining the nakedness and placed herself in-between my legs. Her butt hugged my cock.

“You know,” she said. “It occurs to me that one person in this room needs another round. Isn’t that right, my love?” Alex reached around behind her, grasping my rigid cock in her grasp. “What do you think, guys? Should we reward him for a job well done?” looking at each side. They both nodded their heads in agreement.

Alex then sat up just above my lap, reached between her legs and positioned my cock at her sopping wet opening. “Only thinking of you,” she said as she winked at the two guys and plunged herself down onto my shaft.

I just leaned back, resting my head on the sofa as Alex ground herself down on my tool. She knew this would not take long. She reached for Owen and Mark’s hands, placing them on her breasts. “Tweak them, I like that!”

They both complied, gently pulling and twisting each nipple as she worked on me. She was right. It did not take long. Only a few minutes went by before I moaned toward my release. Alex picked up the pace, and the guys increased the pressure on her nipples.

I finally grunted, “Oh my God!” and forcefully thrust myself upward as my cum sprayed Alex’s vaginal wall. Her own orgasm came moments later as she jammed herself down as I came.

With that action, she leaned back on me, my cock still inside her, fully exposing herself to everyone in the room, but did not care. It was her last act of release.

“Well, guys, what do you think?” Her head turned to kiss me as I turned my head toward her. “Worth the trouble?”
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