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    1 / Unsatisfied (Brooks) 
 
    “What is it with you lately? Been watching porn or something?” Terra asked, a heavy sigh accenting her frustration. “Can’t we just have a calm evening together without making it all about sex? For one night, at least?” 
 
    “Come on, babe… we haven’t made love in over a week!” I said. 
 
    “A week? Oh my god! A full week?! Jesus, Brooks, such deprivation! Give me a break…” I did not miss the sarcasm. 
 
    Her look of exasperation tore me apart. A break from what? From making love to me? Am I that bad a lover? My own quizzical expression must have caught her attention because she sighed again, came over to me, standing near the kitchen counter, her hand on my arm. 
 
    “Is it that bad… making love to me… some kind of duty for you?” I asked. Even I could hear the pathetic pleading in my tone. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Brooks… It’s not you. It’s me.” I could tell this was a lie as her eyes moved away from me, trying to hide her feelings. I was really getting worried now. “I just haven’t been feeling in the mood lately. Maybe I’m starting the change…” 
 
    “The change? Menopause? Terra, you’re only 33 years old! Little early for that, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I don’t know what it is,” she replied. “The kids? Work? Too many activities? Something… just not in the mood lately. I’m sorry, my love.” There was another one of those deep sighs and avoiding eyes. She knew exactly what it was! “We can, if you want to.” Her pleading looks of ‘please don’t insist’ worse than her saying no. 
 
    “No… no… it’s ok,” I replied, though my frustration was clear in my tone. “Do we need to schedule play-dates? That’s what Ken & Jackie do. I talked to Ken about it at the gym last week. They have a standing arrangement with her parents to take the boys every other Saturday night. That gives them the entire night to do whatever they want.” 
 
    “Maybe…” Terra said. “Mom would certainly enjoy having more time with the grandkids. Not sure about Dad though…” 
 
    We both chuckled at that one. Terra’s father enjoyed the grandparent experience, but since his recent retirement, he has been the first call recently for hauling them to practices and lessons, and adding that to the other babysitting requests… He has openly expressed dismay about who had the kids. Didn’t they already have theirs? This half-joke was wearing thin with Terra of late, but we received the message. Could only push that venue so far. 
 
    “Not sure if scheduling will make any difference,” she said. “I have been so ‘not in the mood’ lately, I doubt a schedule would change much.” 
 
    “Well… you let me know if you can squeeze me in,” I said, my anger now getting the best of me as I stormed into my office. I could hear another of those sighs as I left the room, but I didn’t care. This had been building for weeks. We needed to talk; we both knew that… about what is going on… how we can adjust… 
 
    As I stewed at my desk, my main concern became how to stay close without physical intimacy. It had always been so important to me… to us. I had always thought so, at least. We still slept together naked, even with young kids in the house, often shower together, and have always had an openness about sharing that our friends marvel about. Still… life without sex at all? How long can that last? I can already feel my frustrations growing. 
 
    We were married 8 years at that point, meeting just after I completed my Masters in Architecture degree at State U. Terra was 5 years younger, had just finished her undergraduate in Education. She was currently teaching middle school English, despite our now having three kids (two boys and a girl), all of which came in rapid succession, and under the age of seven. This combined with my career… 
 
    Oh, wait… sorry for my rudeness in not introducing myself. I should have done this at the beginning. My manners are terrible sometimes. My name is Jensen Brookmeier, but ever since I was born, everyone has called me Brooks. No idea why. Related to my last name, I guess. Even my mother calls me Brooks. Weird, right? 
 
    I am an architect at Smithson, Weiss & Brookmeier. SW&B specializes in large venues, mainly arenas and stadiums. We had risen over the last 10 years to become the best in the business, winning top awards all over the country. 
 
    The challenge with architecture is the project-nature of the business. One week I am home every day at 4 in the afternoon, almost bored. The next working 90-hour weeks as a design or bid comes due. I thought Terra accepted this aspect of my work cycle. Maybe not. All the time I spend at the computer working on designs may wear thin for her. 
 
    But never wanting to have sex with me? It’s not just my work cycle. Her being busy was the problem as well. Working, raising kids, a husband too focused on the next project… 
 
    This realization struck me as my thoughts focused on what I could do to lessen her burden and allow some time for us. Clearly, something needed to be done. 
 
    I could already feel her passion dissipating, though she had lost none of her attractiveness to me. Her long brown hair, so wavy and gorgeous, highlighted an oval face with shiny blue eyes that captured my soul when I first laid my baby browns on her. Three kids had left its mark on her petite body, with slightly wider hips, but hours in the gym had kept that to a minimum and left one benefit: her breasts were larger now than the 34C beauties that had captured me as a young man. 
 
    Now, at 38, I was wondering where we would be in 8 more years. Her resistance to having sex with me was not new, just more strident of late. After each kid, she had become less interested, less accepting of our needs. I must face it now. They are MY needs, not ours. She was on the pill now, so new kids weren’t the issue. Now it was about our relationship. 
 
    The problem, I knew in my heart, was me. I am a 6-foot lanky guy, more bookworm than athlete, wearing tortoise-shell glasses, with a medium-sized ‘tool’… she always called it her ‘Little Brooksy’… was not prone to long-lived erections when I was inside her wonderful sex. Not premature, exactly, just not lasting as long as she wanted. 
 
    Lately, I had even been struggling to make her cum. I used foreplay and oral sex to get her ready, but just as she was warming to my thrusting, I would explode and deflate. This always left her groaning in frustration. I knew this, just wasn’t sure what to do about it. I wore condoms when we were younger, before we got married, trying to slow the sensations. This helped a little, but when you combine small tool and quick cumming, that’s not a prescription for sexual satisfaction of my partner. Lately, she seldom even allowed oral sex to get her started. 
 
    That night, she never came into the office to talk. I came out about 11:30 and found her already asleep in our bed. Worse, she was lying on her side, her back to where I was going to be. A simple message that advances were not welcome.

  

 
   
    2 / The Pot Simmers (Brooks) 
 
    All that week and the next, we hardly spoke to each other. She was busy with school, grading papers, and the kids. I absorbed in the new plans for an arena in Nevada. I knew we needed to talk, but how to get that conversation started was beyond my understanding. 
 
    My friend Ken, who ran operations for SW&B, had suggested adopting his and Jackie’s model of scheduling time. That way, intimacy would remain a priority amongst all the busyness. Terra had blown that idea away, like it wasn’t even up for consideration. If she weren’t interested at all, why would she be interested at a specific time? She had a point… 
 
    During that period, I made a quick trip out to Nevada to discuss the location for the new arena with local officials. It seemed a straightforward job. The planned area for the venue was reasonably flat, so no special considerations for landscape. Instead, my design used glass and local stone to make it look like the arena grew out of the landscape, not placed on it. A traveler coming down the highway was going to come over a hill and see this ultra-modern structure seeming to spring from the floor of the desert. This innovative design won us the contract. 
 
    All the while in Nevada, I kept remembering the great times we had when we were first dating. It took every ounce of courage I had to approach her after the speech at the State U Foundation Ball. We went for coffee that night, got together the next weekend, and had been in love ever since. We made love so much during those first two years; it seemed like neither of us could get enough. It was here that we noticed my cumming too soon. She seemed so patient then, working with me to slow down, use different strokes to be less stimulating, used a condom, worked on my oral skills. It all seemed fine. 
 
    I hate to make it all about sex… our relationship is much more than that… but even with the performance issues, she seemed happy with where we were. Then we had the kids! What a blissful moment that was, when our first son was born… so full of promise for the future. 
 
    And it was! The next five years would easily go down as the happiest five years of my life. Two more kids came. We were humping like crazy people, growing closer every minute. Then something happened. I don’t know… something significant. After the last child was born, she seemed to have had enough with childbearing, wanted to take a break after three kids in seven years.  
 
    Even then, we cuddled and held each other, even did some fun things by tying each other up, while doing sexual things. I liked that more than she, but we had so much fun, giggling as much as we came! Our relationship was so strong we were ready to face any obstacle in the future. Now this… 
 
    In my current state of mind, traveling to Nevada was not helping. All the ads for escort services and titty bars emphasized how my needs were not being met. I spent one whole evening in a gentlemen’s club with an Assistant to the Mayor for Special Projects. Don’t you love government titles? He was quite enthusiastic about the club experience. And I’ll admit, there were very handsome young ladies plying their assets to the men at the club, most breathtakingly beautiful with large breasts. 
 
    I don’t know… titty bars had never been my thing; just not me. These clubs always left me more frustrated than entertained. Frustrated because of not being able to touch any of them and frustrated because of the waste of time. I simply was not interested in cheating on Terra to take one of these lovelies to the many back rooms where extracurricular activities were welcome… for a fee. After the first few minutes of the joy of watching free-swinging breasts everywhere, I would inevitably get bored. Tonight was no exception. Soon I was back to thinking about my situation. 
 
    My mind kept going back to the last argument. Come on, Brooks, you KNOW the reason. She seldom cums when you make love. There is always that final frustration for her. When she accepts the end while being left without a release of her own. How many times can she do that before finally saying no?! 
 
    How could I not have sympathy for her? I loved this woman with my very soul. I could only imagine how frustrating it would be for me to pump away at her and never cum! She needs to cum when we make love. The problem was, I no longer knew how to make that happen, especially with earlier successful techniques like oral sex and foreplay no longer available. 
 
    Yet even though I understood the issues, that helped little. We had been struggling even to communicate about the problem for a long time, ever since our third child was born. We started several times but quickly got off on ridiculous tangents about something completely unrelated. 
 
    When I first started working as an architect, I worked for a boss that would ask about a project, then moments later would argue about some bit of minutiae like wall facings or cost of cement accents, totally outside what we were originally discussing. I left that job when it became obvious the guy was incapable of making decisions. 
 
    The same would happen with Terra. We spent so much time arguing about these other points, we never seemed to get back to the important stuff. Maybe… we both knew how intractable the problem had become, that we were no longer willing to risk our entire relationship on something with no resolution. 
 
    In my reflection on this trip, I think the latter is the culprit. She knew that declaring me a worthless lover is unlikely to be resolved by anything short of divorce. Neither of us wanted that. At least I didn’t. But the way things were going, her frustration growing stronger by the day, this seemed more likely as an outcome. 
 
    Plus, my own desires were interfering as well. I was in Nevada for three nights. During two of those nights, after my regular call to talk to the kids and Terra, I was back in my hotel room, on the Internet, trying to find an answer. No solution to my situation with Terra seemed obvious. Inevitably, I would end with looking at porn, or reading the erotic stories I loved. 
 
    All these sessions seemed to end with me looking at BDSM, of men being tied to frames, or benches, or beds, then abused something fierce with whips, floggers, canes, the works. I would beat off to explosive orgasms at the very thought of being the guy in the middle of all that pain. 
 
    I had no idea whether I would really like this painful treatment. It’s one thing to watch or read about it, while beating off to explosive results. An entirely different concept to have someone actually hitting you with a cane! Many guys love being treated this way. The Internet is full of guys (and gals) discussing how much they love doing this to each other. With no experience to back it up, I just knew I would be one of those. I wanted to submit to my love, to have her abuse me in the worst ways. I really did. I could feel it so clearly. 
 
    This led me to more stories where the husband would give himself to the wife, to be abused however she saw fit. How could I tell Terra this was what I wanted, even needed? I hardly understood it myself. 
 
    She already thinks of me as a selfish lover. Requiring her to abuse me in this way seemed the ultimate expression of selfishness. I couldn’t imagine she would enjoy doing it for herself! It would just be another thing to add to the list of her duties, as if opening her legs to my thrusting wasn’t bad enough, considering she seldom enjoyed the experience. 
 
    That’s another thing that made the whole situation so frustrating. I knew the problem, but did not know how to fix it. 
 
    One story I found had a wife in a similar situation to Terra. The wife went out on her own, even when the husband rejected the idea. They didn’t divorce, but the wife found outside lovers to satisfy her sexually, then would come home afterwards, offering to tell the husband what she had done. He rejected the idea completely, even moved into the guest room, unwilling to sleep with his cheating wife. 
 
    But, after each outside encounter, she would come home, making the same offer. Finally, he listened, and the wife gave him every detail. They ended up fucking like rabbits that night. She didn’t care that he came quickly because she had already been satisfied. These sessions were for the husband to retake ‘ownership’ of her pussy, the wife told him. 
 
    Soon, he actively involved himself in every session, helping her get ready, picking out outfits, finding potential partners online. He even went to watch several times. He had become an active cuckold to his hotwife. 
 
    Maybe this is what we need to do, I wondered, become a hotwife/cuckold couple. Allow her to go out on her own. She would enjoy that, I was sure, but my own insecurities always got the best of me, whenever I thought about this. I couldn’t get to the next step in talking to her. 
 
    Every time I would get close to bringing it up with her, my native jealousy and insecurity would take over. I knew I could not handle that… her going out on her own. What would prevent her from dumping a loser like me altogether once she had found a guy with the magical dick that gave her what she needed? 
 
    Over the last few years, as my wife’s inability to cum under my care got worse, my feelings of sexual inadequacy had grown even stronger. Adding regular partners on the outside would only further demoralize me. I knew, with one of the few certainties I had, that this was the last thing I needed. 
 
    Yet my sexual desire for her remained strong. I would approach her, ask to make love, be rejected, and then spend the rest of the night pouting. After several nights of this, she would eventually give in, and the cycle would start again. I knew how destructive this was to our relationship, but I didn’t know how NOT to ask. I still wanted to make love to the beautiful woman I married. 
 
    After returning from Nevada, I stopped asking. I wasn’t a rapist. I had no interest in forcing my wife to make love to me. I would LOVE to have her force me to perform sexual acts, but that I could not bring that up. Sexual courage was never my strong suit. 
 
    For the next several weeks, we hardly spoke to each other. She remained busy and the project in Nevada could always use more attention. We hardly touched each other. After the kids went to bed every night, I would go to my home office to work, and she would grade papers in front of the TV. We had discovered a way to exist without facing the real question that was eating away at the base of our marriage. We both knew a talk was inevitable, but I was afraid of the negative outcomes we knew might arise from that conversation. I read in a book this was a pattern with a lot of millennials. They were too afraid to even ask for what they want in case they couldn’t have it. 
 
    That was me, for sure! Everything will work out, I kept telling myself…

  

 
   
    3 / Is There an Answer? (Terra) 
 
    He just won’t let up! Every day seems to get worse… his constant pouting about sex was becoming intolerable! Can’t he just watch porn and beat off like every other husband?! 
 
    I had an after-school conversation with another teacher during this period. Susie told me she was close to moving out of the house, asking her husband for a divorce. I expressed my sympathy. She came back that sympathy was misplaced. A good thing, actually. 
 
    “What?” I asked, surprised at her attitude. How could divorce be a good thing? 
 
    “We haven’t made love in almost a year,” Susie replied. “Our youngest is in high school now. I have talked to her about my frustrations. She understands. Jerry is a terrible lover. Lies on top of me, grunts a few times, then gets off. I can’t take it anymore. They finished us on the sex front, I finally told him.” 
 
    “What did he say?” I couldn’t imagine Brooks taking such a bold declaration very well. 
 
    “Surprisingly… he was ok with it. Didn’t really enjoy it, anyway. Really… he told me he did it because he thought I wanted to.” 
 
    “Did you want to?” 
 
    “Yes, very much, but not like that. I need to get taken… hammered with a glorious cock until I explode with a climax that makes me see stars.” 
 
    My face must have turned bright pink because Susie got quiet suddenly. “Sorry, too much detail, I guess. Sorry if I embarrassed you.” 
 
    “No problem, really. I was just surprised at hearing my own frustrations coming out of a woman your age.” I wasn’t sure, but I had to think she was in her 50s, at least. 
 
    “What? You think older women don’t have desire? A lifetime of no satisfaction has built up inside of me. But you’re right, age is a factor in my choice. I will soon be too old to even get a man to make love to me. I have a powerful thirst for sexual contact, my dear.” 
 
    I was grateful she was laughing, as I suddenly realized she could have taken my comment differently. “Sorry,” I said, “just reflecting on my situation.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Susie asked. “You have a problem too?” 
 
    “Not like that… exactly. Brooks is a great man, good with the kids, dedicated to the family, and wants sex all the time.” 
 
    “What’s the matter then? Sounds ideal to me.” 
 
    “I just never cum when we make love.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “He tries… he really does. But he… releases before I can finish, then seems to lose interest. We’ve done some foreplay to help, but I never seem to get to completion for the session.” 
 
    “Have you spoken to him about it?” 
 
    “Of course… but not really. I don’t know how to tell my husband, who clearly loves me, that he’s a terrible lover. I love him too much to do that to him.” I was giggling a little at that point, the second glass of wine making the absurdity of having this conversation with my middle-aged colleague even worse. 
 
    “I recommend you talk to him,” Susie said. “You don’t want to allow the frustrations to grow like I have, ending up alone in your 50s. The only reason I didn’t leave long ago was because I was afraid of living alone. Now, I’m so frustrated, the idea of living WITH is even worse! Is that what you want?” 
 
    When I left the bar that night, my future petrified me. Luckily, Brooks was in Nevada. After I sent the babysitter home and got the kids to bed, I pulled out my trusty large dildo and gave myself a couple of powerful orgasms. At least, I could still give them to myself! 
 
    After I relieved my sexual stress, I pulled out my iPad and read some erotica. I had recently been favoring hotwife stories, often wondering if Brooks would accept that for me, but I knew in my heart he wouldn’t… too insecure. He has told me multiple times over the years that he was lucky to snag me, a girl ‘way out of my league’, he would say. 
 
    That was not a confident man willing to let his wife go out for some new cock, even if she needed the release. And I didn’t want to divorce him, truly loved the guy. Early in our marriage, I tried to coach him on technique and how to pleasure me. He got better… ouch, I’m really getting crass about this man, the man I say I love. 
 
    Yet, I can feel the power of my sexual thirst growing. I keep going back to the stories of hotwives that went to a club, picked up a guy, went to his hotel and got pounded by his hard cock half the night. Maybe I was more like Susie than I wanted to admit. 
 
    These hotwives would only go home when the guy couldn’t get it up any longer. When they did, the husband would already be asleep. The hotwife would snuggle up against her cuckold husband while cum dripped out of her sex, the lover’s smell still all over her body. 
 
    I longed to be that person, to feel a new man’s sexual power drain my desire, to fiercely meet his thrusts with my own, crying out with each climax. 
 
    Who was I kidding? That would never happen… Brooks would never agree to that, and I wasn’t willing to cheat on him. Plus, I knew they were just stories. I doubted this kind of thing ever happened in real life. I might as well be jetting between planets in a sci-fi movie! 
 
    The second night Brooks was in Nevada, I took the kids over to my mom’s for dinner. Dad was at a church men’s group. While the kids were running around, I had a conversation with her about their marriage. My folks seemed so in love all the time. I asked her how she kept it so fresh. They always seemed so together. 
 
    Mother looked at the family room to make sure the kids couldn’t hear. “Your father has a magical tongue,” she giggled conspiratorially, like she was saying something she shouldn’t. 
 
    I gasped as her giggling got louder. “Oh, yes. Very talented. Years ago, we used to fight about sex all the time. At first, he wanted it more often than I did, then I wanted it more. I guess this is a normal cycle, as women often seem to grow in desire as they get older. There were some pretty grim discussions as we moved into our late 40s. Wasn’t sure if we were going to survive as a couple.” 
 
    I gasped again, this time touching not just on the embarrassment of my mother talking about sex, but for the change that would have meant for my life. I was only in grade school at the time. I was sure happy they worked things out. 
 
    “What did you do?” I asked. 
 
    “We worked it out. I can’t tell you what we did. Just resolved itself with time. Remember, Brenda Muhly, my friend that taught at Roosevelt Middle?” I nodded. 
 
    “Her husband struggled with expectations in the same way you are describing. They had several long conversations about the issues. Turns out, he enjoyed making love to her but wanted her to take charge. He no longer wanted to handle the responsibility of satisfying her, so he became what she called a submissive. He agreed to do everything Brenda asked him to do, just as long as he wasn’t responsible for the ideas.” 
 
    “He became a submissive?” All I could recall of submissives were people leaning over, being whipped with clamps attached to sensitive body parts. I couldn’t imagine… 
 
    “He was not one of those that liked to be tortured, apparently, but she would tie him down a lot and use his tongue and cock for her own pleasure. It worked, she said. He got extremely hard when she would treat him this way. The way she described it… so much fun…” She started giggling again, her own face turning slightly pink. 
 
    “I can’t believe you never told me that story before…” 
 
    “Terra… not something you talk about with your daughter. Besides, I’m already feeling a little guilty for violating her privacy. When you were young, you would make puke-like noises with your mouth whenever we would kiss, repulsed at the very idea we would have sex. Why would I have a conversation with you about a friend’s sexual practices? It surprised me she would tell me!” She was smiling openly now, clearly amused at my embarrassment. 
 
    “How did that work? She just told him she was taking over?” 
 
    “Not exactly. The way she told me, it happened gradually. They would do something. Then she told him what she wanted. He would do it. Eventually, she noticed he liked that, wanted her to tell him what to do all the time. This is when they finally had a lengthy conversation about it. He confessed his own desire to be submissive. It really got him excited. She agreed to become his Mistress. They have been loving sex together ever since.” 
 
    “Hard for me to imagine Brooks being like that. He’s always so strong and… I don’t know… manly!” 
 
    “Last week, we went to lunch. Not sure why, but I asked her how the sessions were going… she apparently called the sex ‘having a session’ when her husband was acting as a submissive… Anyway, she told me this long story about coming home from work so ready to… have sex, she walked in the door, ordered him to take his clothes off in the living room. He did not hesitate. She used her mouth to get him hard. As soon as he was, she grabbed a hold of his tool, dragged him upstairs, ordered him to take her clothes off, tied him to the bed, and used him as long as he lasted. Not sure why, but she said he lasts a lot longer in that position.” 
 
    By this time, I was shaking my head. The amusing imagery of my mother asking about another couple’s session was just too much… 
 
    “I guess that was more information than you were looking for…” she laughed. “The thing is, Terra, being open to your husband’s desires and needs is the key. I can see why Brenda went in that direction. If your father wanted that too, I would whip the shit out of him every day, count on it! I would do anything for your father. As he has done many times for me. You might find… in the end… that the two of you can reach a place you BOTH enjoy. It’s that merger of desires that is so great for us and could be for you.” 
 
    It was like a window in my heart. She was right. I needed to talk to Brooks, tell him what I was feeling. Maybe our problem is miscommunication. I wondered if he had a secret desire that I ignored in the same way.

  

 
   
    4 / The Truth Revealed (Brooks) 
 
    After my trip to Nevada, Terra suddenly seemed interested in resolving our sexual pressure, arranging for her parents to take the kids for that Saturday night. I thought that meant she wanted to play, but what she really wanted to do was talk. 
 
    We needed to clear the air, she said, finally have that ‘talk we both knew we needed’. I hoped to put it off, if possible, in case the conversation was not positive for our relationship. 
 
    It was worse, at least that’s what I thought at first… We were sitting in the living room at opposite ends of the sofa. The tension was palpable. After exchanging some pleasantries, she finally got down to the point of the ‘meeting’. 
 
    “We cannot continue like this,” she told me. “This constant badgering about sex whenever you want it has got to stop.” 
 
    “Don’t you like making love to me anymore?” I asked. The need could not have been more desperately displayed on my sleeve. 
 
    “No… I’m sorry, Brooks, but the answer is no,” she said, my hopes crashing on the shores of her bluntness. “I don’t really like it… have not cum with you inside me for some time. Surely you know that.” 
 
    “Never cum? I eat you… use my finger… you cum, don’t you?” I was whining now. Inside, I knew she was right, but did not know how to respond. 
 
    “Just didn’t want you to be disappointed, my love.” She was trying to let me down easily, but I was not having any of that kindness. I needed to have a regular sex life. Something had to be working, right? 
 
    “Nothing?” I asked. “Nothing I do has been getting you off?” 
 
    “I like it when we cuddle at night… watch a movie together… go out to dinner or with friends… You are a wonderful companion and friend, great with the kids, good provider. I love you dearly. You have many admirable qualities.” Ouch… I cringed at that one. “I hate to break it to you after 8 years, but being an excellent lover is not one of them.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know how else to say this, so I’m just going to be blunt. I have struggled to do it with you at all lately… It’s always the same… a little kissing, finger smashed into my sex like trying to get some flint started for a fire… sometimes your tongue pushes my clit the right way, but you give up so quickly… eventually I just lay back and let you do me… it doesn’t take long. Then I rollover and go to sleep, thankful only that you aren’t able to get it up more than once a night.” 
 
    Oh my God… What to say to that? I could feel the red blush covering my face. My wife had just given me a smackdown for the ages! After 8 years of marriage and dating two years before that, she tells me this. I had no clue. How self-unaware am I? 
 
    I stood up abruptly, walking into the kitchen, shaking from that horrible assessment of my inadequacies, saying “Do you want a drink?” on my way out. 
 
    “Sure…” She stayed seated, I guess trying to collect her own thoughts, thinking I would come back. But after a smackdown like that, I knew this would not be the play night I wanted… Now I wondered if we would ever do it again! 
 
    I needed some liquid courage, fixing her the gin & tonic she prefers, a whiskey rocks for me, and then stood there for a few minutes trying to gather whatever jumbled thoughts I had. 
 
    What had just happened? Everything I thought about our sex life was a base lie! A total fabrication… at least on my part. I knew she struggled to cum, but never cum at all? For years?! How could I even respond to that? Worse, how could I have missed such an obvious clue? 
 
    She came into the kitchen, picking up her glass, raised her drink for a couple of sips, then leaned back against the opposite side of the cabinets. The steel in her eyes was like nothing I had ever seen before. I was already leaning against the kitchen cabinet, or I would have taken a step back. She was clearly committed to the course she had started. 
 
    “I’m glad this is finally in the open,” she said. “Now that the truth is out, I can be totally honest with you. Brooks, you need to understand how much I love you. I really do. We have built a great life together, with three wonderful kids… I don’t want to do anything that would interfere with that.” 
 
    I cringed at hearing those words. If that smackdown wasn’t an announcement of interfering, what was? Still, I knew there was worse coming. That last statement had ‘but’ written all over it. 
 
    “But I need something more from our sex life. I need to feel the joy of an orgasm again, to have a man take me with his stiff cock and pound into me until I scream with release. I know now that will never happen with you.” 
 
    “Jesus, Terra… not letting me down easy, are you? Why don’t you take the knife out and cut my dick off while you’re at it?!” 
 
    The coldness of her steely smile sent shivers down my spine. This is it, I suddenly thought. We’re splitting up. Tears formed in my eyes. I took a couple more gulps of my drink, trying to cover the terror I was feeling. Everything I had assumed about my life was being ripped into tiny shreds by this woman… who still professes to love me. Anger was growing. 
 
    “I know what you are thinking. All this is a cruel way to tell you we are divorcing. Nothing could be further from my mind. I truly love you, Brooks. With all my heart. I don’t want us to break up. But something must change. We cannot continue our life together like this.” 
 
    “What the fuck? Painting a grim picture of our future, I’d say… for loving me so much. How come you never told me? All these years… helped me get better, telling me what I should do? I would have been willing to improve…” 
 
    Ignoring my statement altogether, she looked at me. “Do you know what a hotwife is?” 
 
    “Of course…” I said, surprised she would even ask. Anyone that had watched porn or read a dirty story in the last 20 years knows what a hot… “What? What does that mean?” 
 
    “I’ve decided, Brooks. Been thinking about it for over a year. I’m going to become a hotwife. I want to stay married, do not want to change our relationship or get a divorce, but I am going to occasionally go out, find a guy to fuck me, then come back home.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious…” 
 
    “Of course, I am. Why would I mention this if I wasn’t serious?” 
 
    “You’re going to start openly cheating on me…” 
 
    “No cheating,” she said, with quiet assurance. “I will tell you when I am going, will promise to be discrete so our friends do not know, and… if you choose… I will give you every raunchy detail of what happens. There is no chance of me leaving you for some handsome Romeo with a big dick I might find along the way. This is strictly about sex. I think this is an arrangement that would work for both of us.” 
 
    “So… so… what? I’m the cuckold then. The guy left at home to wait while his wife is getting fucked by some big bull?” 
 
    “Yes… you would be the cuckold in this arrangement.” So fucking matter of fact, like ‘of course…’ 
 
    My anger was growing with every second that this plan sunk in. “What the FUCK were you thinking? That I would go along? Agree to it all because you don’t think I’m a magnificent lover… I deserve what I get, is that it? Come on, Terra.” 
 
    Tears were merging with the anger to form a despair I had never experienced before. Just like that, my loving wife announces she is going to make me a cuckold, taking on as many lovers as she wants, and I have to… 
 
    “So what?” I screamed at her, “Take it or leave it? You’re going to do this no matter what I think? I can accept or… get out?” Now the tears were winning, streaming down my face. “Yeh, we have a peach of a relationship… I can see why you would want to keep it.” 
 
    I could see the tears forming in her own eyes as well.  
 
    “Brooks… it’s not like that. I don’t want to hurt you. But things cannot continue as they are. I need something more.” She walked up to me, trying to hold me in her arms. 
 
    I aggressively pushed her away. “Get away from me, you bitch.” She startled backward, the vehemence of my response catching her by surprise. “Ultimatums like that do not have any meaning other than divorce! You think I’m just going to stand by as you fuck whoever you want?” 
 
    I painted the next words with all the angry sarcasm I could conjure. “What did you FUCKING expect? ‘Honey, I’m in the mood for a big cock tonight. Hope you don’t mind.’ What then? I wait at home, watch a movie, help the kids with their fucking homework… Yeh… you fucking asshole… you really thought that was the way it would happen?!” 
 
    “I can see you’re angry,” she said, reaching across to stroke my arm. I brushed her off like a wasp had landed on me. “Maybe we can talk about this tomorrow.” Her voice was going for as much reassurance as she could. “I don’t want to get a divorce, my love. We can make this work. But you need to accept this. I cannot live my life without orgasming again. There are going to be changes around here… for our love life, at least.” 
 
    I picked up my drink, ready to fling it in her face, but the despair was consuming me. I shook my head in disgust, slammed the rest of the drink down, threw the glass into the sink as hard as I could, and walked back to our bedroom. I could hear the glass shattering all over the sink and cabinet as I walked up the stairs. 
 
    Gathering all my night stuff, electric chargers, pillows, toiletries, I walked into the guest bedroom and slammed the door behind me. If she wants to sleep alone, then so be it!

  

 
   
    5 / Different Direction (Terra) 
 
    That could have gone better. I knew it was going to be a hard conversation, but I thought he would at least hear me out, listen to the plans I had to share the experience with him, even have him watch if he wanted. 
 
    Once, I asked him to recommend a few erotica authors he liked, knowing he liked to read those stories. Thought this might give me some insight into what might improve our situation. It really didn’t. He gave me a list of the ‘best authors’, not the ones that were closest to his thinking. There was everything there. From hotwife, to BDSM, to gangbangs, you name it, lots of choices. I read choices by each author. Wow! What an eye opener! 
 
    I remembered the conversation with my mom about her friend. Could Brooks be interested in BDSM in the same way? He seemed so willing to go along with what I recommended, but pain and bondage? It seemed like such a stretch. I had no clue. 
 
    But it immediately took me to the idea of becoming a hotwife. One story caught my attention, about a wife that went to a dance club and then ‘accidentally’ got fucked inside the club. I was so turned on after reading it, I ran upstairs, using my dildo to a smashing orgasm! 
 
    What would it be like… going to a club and having a guy take me like that? I tingled for days afterward. I even went online, looking for a club that might make that possible, but I was so inexperienced about clubbing, I didn’t even know what to look for. Even when I was in college and a single woman, I was never much of a party person, going out in slinky dresses, getting drunk, looking for a ‘hookup’. It just wasn’t me. 
 
    Besides, it was just a story. These erotic stories always seemed to end with the couple remaining together while they explore ‘new possibilities’. Brooks seemed unlikely at this moment to do any form of exploring. 
 
    But the idea of it… finding a strange man with an enormous cock to fuck me senseless! It scorched my desire like I had never felt before. They called the lady in the story a hotwife, so I went looking for information about it. So much available! Clearly, I was not the first to have this thought. I read more stories, watched some hotwife porn, did more research online. It took me a year, and an odd conversation with my mother, but I finally became so frustrated with the direction of our sex life, that I decided a change was needed. 
 
    Brooks likes porn and erotica, I thought. He might willingly do this, become my cuckold. We could do it together. I thought he might enjoy having his own little porn star doing shows just for him. 
 
    As I turned to the sink, picking up the shattered drink glass, reaching for the dustpan to gather the pieces that flew on the floor, I knew that hope had just crashed and burned. Why didn’t I talk to him about those stories when he gave them to me originally? We could have covered a lot of this ground in a non-threatening way. But no! I was too scared to say anything, afraid my own excitement would betray what I really felt. 
 
    Shit… I noticed that was the crystal tumbler he bought after touring the Woodford Reserve Distillery in Kentucky! When he calms down, he’s really going to be mad at himself. Or mad at me even more. At that moment, I wasn’t sure which it would be. 
 
    I walked around cleaning up the mess. Self-incrimination consumed me. What was I thinking? Blasting it out like that… take it or leave it… How did I expect him to respond? My comments were, at best, cruel and thoughtless. At worst, emasculating. I claimed I loved him, then told him he was a worthless lover, and I was going to take another no matter what he wanted! Shit… 
 
    Shame washed through as the words I used came back to haunt me. Did I love him? Was this really all about sex and my need for release? Or was it something more, something for which the sex was just its most outward symbol? 
 
    The hotwife idea was to let my inner desire loose, to experience the wild pleasure of sex without the trappings of relationships and emotions. That’s what I want. I need the sexual release that Brooks could not give, but I really loved him, did not want to leave him, or split up our family so I could get a better dick. 
 
    The whole idea of that was absurd! He was a fine man, one who understood me in ways no other man ever has. No new dick was going to change that. I filled my fantasies with biker men or big athletes who take me, roughly using me until I screamed with wild pleasure. But I sure as shit did not want to live with any of those guys… or have them raise our children! Brooks is who I want for my life partner. 
 
    We had met at a charitable event. He was one of the founding partners in an architectural house that specializes in sports arenas and stadiums. State U had announced plans for a new state-of-the-art basketball arena for which his firm had won the design award. Everyone was in exceptionally good spirits, so they bought a table at the annual State U Foundation ball. 
 
    I was there as a recent graduate, to talk about the School of Education. After my speech, he came up to me, clearly a little nervous, and asked me if I would like to have a drink with him someday. I said yes, and we have been together ever since. 
 
    Ok, so he’s not the best lover in the land. How many big hulking brutes are there that will fuck me until I cannot stand it any longer, yet are sensitive artsy types, good with children, willing to help with the homework and changing diapers? I couldn’t imagine finding that combination. Gotta be harder than finding the proverbial needle in the haystack. 
 
    When we got married, of the 20 items I had on my internal checklist for husband material, scorching passionate lover was not even in the top 10. Now, I wondered whether I should have at least considered it in the selection process! Brooks… God help him… tries hard, but he will not be the lover I want… and now know… that I need. 
 
    After I finished the clean-up, dumping the shards in the trash, I sat at the breakfast table, crying. All my thinking about this over the last year and this was the only way to tell him? Divorce now seemed the only item on our marital menu. 
 
    I walked back to the living room, listening to his gathering of his stuff upstairs and the slamming of the guest room door. We would not have any more conversations tonight, that’s for sure. 
 
    As soon as I hit the sofa, the crying began for real. The situation filled me with sorrow. For him, because of the cruel things I said. For me, because of the strong likelihood of divorce and living without the love of that man. For our kids, because of the ongoing difficulties facing a split family. 
 
    All because of sex… What WAS I thinking? The need to find release was strong, yes. But enough to destroy my marriage and life? The more I thought about it, the less importance those orgasms had in my real life. Eventually, I fell asleep on the sofa. 
 
    The cock loomed above my head as I laid on my back, tongue extended to trace along the base of the rod. The tool was large, as long as my head, hard as the fingers that were running along my breasts, tracing down to my sex. His light graze across my clit caused me to moan softly. I used my hand to grasp the rod above my face, hungry to feel it enter me. 
 
    We had been dancing for the last couple hours, building my desire higher and higher. My sex throbbed with the need for him to enter me… hard and fast. 
 
    He moved above me. I felt his weight fall across my body, his cock touching lightly at my entrance. As he entered, the phone rang. I had to answer. Brooks was on the call, wanting me to come downstairs. A kid had fallen. Visions of me being in our marital bed, fucking another man, while he waited downstairs, exploded in my mind… 
 
    I awoke abruptly from the dream, panting at the string of issues that permeated even my sleep. Brooks, the mystery man, my desires. 
 
    The likelihood of never seeing that mystery man… EVER… or feeling a real cock inside me again suddenly filled me with rage. Why did I have to do this? Because Brooks couldn’t satisfy me, that’s why. My sex belonged to me. I should be able to do with it as I want. I was shaking as my anger coursed through me. 
 
    Then I had a thought… so wicked… so harsh… he needs to be punished! Visions of a BDSM story he had given me flew into my mind, of punishing the submissive for some infraction by whipping them. I wondered if that would work here. The rage that burned in me no longer cared about love. I needed retribution! He needed to be shown who was boss, who had the choice of what I did with my own sex. And it sure as fuck was NOT him! 
 
    I looked at the clock. It was past one in the morning. Just the perfect time. Brooks was a notoriously heavy sleeper. I could do the deed before he even knew what happened. I would be completely ready and go to town before he even woke up. Why should I be the one feeling guilty about this situation? My anger told me! 
 
    I ran upstairs, grabbing four neckties out of his closet. He had so many ties, he wouldn’t miss these. A brown leather belt caught my eye. Thankfully, the kids were at Mom’s, as I crept down the hall, slowly opening the guest room door. 
 
    Brooks was on his stomach. I knew this man so well. Naked under the blanket, one leg out from underneath. ‘Gets too hot otherwise,’ he always said. I stretched his hands and legs out, gently and slowly, extended to a corner of the bed. I tied one end of the silk around each corner of the bed, the other end around his wrists and ankles, trying to be tight enough to prevent them coming off, yet loose enough so it did not cut off the circulation. Then I pulled the blanket off. 
 
    There he was, my ‘loving’ husband, splayed out for my pleasure on the bed in front of me. I had seen enough porn to know this X-position could be quite erotic for the person on the bed, but what I had in mind would not be pleasant for him. I reached over, turning on the overhead room light. 
 
    He started with the sudden brightness, suddenly realizing where he was, struggling to get out of the restraints I had crafted. I stood above him, the belt slapping my hand. 
 
    “Now, you asshole,” I screamed at him, “we are going to have a real discussion.” Rage crackled in my voice. His startled expression was priceless, feeding my rage. I doubled the belt over and gave him 5 sharp strikes across his rear. 
 
    He cried out, “What the fuck?” I could tell he was still half asleep, despite the obvious pain of the strikes. The red belt marks creased his cheeks. 
 
    “My sex is mine,” I screamed at him. “It belongs to me… and no one else. I control who goes in and out. Not you…” Then I absolutely unleashed on his ass. Strike after strike, I must have done 10-15 before I even slowed, taking a brief pause. 
 
    He was crying out with the pain, calling my name, trying to understand what was happening. His ass wiggled on the bed, trying to escape the next blow, to no avail. 
 
    Then I began striking again as I continued to talk. “You will never question my choices…” WHACK! “… of what goes in my sex…” WHACK! “… never.” WHACK! “I will do with it as I choose…” WHACK! “… take it or fucking leave it!” 
 
    I stopped for a moment to think of the next thing to say, when something extraordinary happened. For the first time, my rage slowed enough for me to pay attention to Brooks. He was moaning. I knew that moan… very well… he was getting turned on. 
 
    His ass began moving, but this time thrusting out at me. ‘More,’ it said. ‘Do it more.’ It was like an automatic body response. He couldn’t help himself. His frantic head movements of before and the still heavy breathing grabbed my very soul as he buried his face in the canyon between the pillows. 
 
    I leaned over to look at his crotch. His cock was hard as a rock, sticking out uncomfortably away from his body, pointing between his legs. His ass movement clearly meant to stimulate the erection that had formed. 
 
    My punishment for his resistance was melting into something erotic, something totally unexpected. Brooks was loving being tied to the bed and whipped with his own belt. What the fuck? Suddenly, visions of my mother’s story and her friend tying her husband down. Oh my God… This is exactly what happened here. I guess my answer is now clear. He not only likes it, he loves it!

  

 
   
    6 / The Surprise (Terra) 
 
    I didn’t really know how to respond. None of the thoughts I had about retribution included Brooks getting turned on! As I stared at him, all these images were coming to mind, of things I had read, of porn videos I had seen… I couldn’t help myself… I reached down and roughly grabbed his cock and balls, pulling them hard. He groaned again! He was loving this treatment, pulling against the ties on his limbs as if they were increasing the pleasure. 
 
    Shit… for the first time, I noticed my sex dripping with arousal. I had read some BDSM stories, even watched a porn or two, but had no idea Brooks would be into this stuff. Maybe that’s been our problem all along, I suddenly realized. It’s not that he’s a poor lover. Maybe I was so selfishly obsessed with my lack of orgasms that I never paid attention to what would please him… what HE really needed. 
 
    My mind snapped as I returned to the belt. If this is what he wants, I can provide it. Raining strikes again on his ass. But this time, instead of hitting with anger to punish, I was systematically covering his ass cheeks with blows, watching the stretch of red broaden to cover his entire rear, including his upper thighs. Pleasure was on my mind now. Giving him what he wanted. 
 
    Brooks was simply on fire! He was now groaning actively, unable to stop, pushing his ass out to me with every strike. His eyes were closed as if the pain were being transformed inside him to the most exquisite pleasure he could imagine! I reached down between impacts, pinching his cock and balls, occasionally flicking one or both with my index finger, hard flicks of pain. He just groaned louder. 
 
    My own arousal was the biggest surprise. Not only was I dripping wet, but it took all my concentration not to stop what I was doing and service my clit, now throbbing to be touched. I now realized my own inner Mistress needed to give him all the pain he wanted. Rather than punishment, I was discovering the application of pain to my Brooks was an act of love. 
 
    Without missing a strike, I talked. “You have been a very bad boy, not allowing your Mistress to have all the orgasms she wants. That wasn’t fair, was it?” I waited for a moment. When he said nothing, I reached between his legs, savagely twisting his cock and balls. “I’m talking to you, Brooks. You will respond when your Mistress asks a question.” 
 
    “No… no… Mistress. I have been selfish.” 
 
    I spread the blows down his leg, to his upper back, continuing to talk. He turned his head to look at me. The adoration almost took my breath away. He loved me for doing this to him. How had I missed this need all these years? My husband was a closet submissive, wanted to be treated this way. 
 
    Abruptly, his groans became deeper, breath shorter. I recognized the signs immediately when he pushed himself repeatedly against the bedsheet. He was ready to cum right there. I stopped everything, stepped back. 
 
    “You may not cum until I give permission, is that clear?” He nodded his head. “THAT is not the right answer,” I cried out, now using the belt for pain, not pleasure, striking hard on the edges, hitting in sensitive areas. He grimaced at the more painful turn. I guess there are levels of pain. He was twisting underneath me now, the moans of pleasure suddenly turning to winces of something darker, pushing his pain tolerance to its edge. 
 
    “You will address me as Mistress when I ask you a question,” while these painful blows crash-landed on his most sensitive skin. “Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes… yes… Mistress.” But I knew it made no difference. I had let him get too close. It was too late to stop now. 
 
    Time to drive the message home. I hit harder and faster, moving to the side of the bed so I could still hit with one hand while fondling him with the other. “I need more than your pathetic excuse for a cock can provide. You will not question that. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” His moans were going deep now. I was touching something more than sex inside, could sense he was giving himself to me. Is this what they mean by submission? I had heard that phrase associated with BDSM, but never really understood what it meant. I could feel his control passing to me. It was almost palpable when the shift came. 
 
    He WANTED to surrender to me, to allow me to be the one in charge. He had buried this need so deep. I had not even noticed. I wondered at that moment if he even knew. Time to convince. 
 
    I massaged his cock and balls, still rough, but now focused on his arousal, my inner Mistress fully in control. 
 
    “Imagine how sexy it will be to watch another guy fuck me. My pussy stretched by his gigantic cock. You get to watch on the side. Your own porn star performing for your audience of one. My moans of pleasure will etch into your cock as you slowly stroke yourself. You want to watch me fuck these men, don’t you?” 
 
    He was panting now. His own arousal growing as his mind paints the picture, his ass moving as the blows rained down. “Yes, Mistress… yes…” 
 
    “I get to say when and where. You will help me whenever I need help. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress…” 
 
    “Good… now you have been a good boy. I think you deserve a reward. Cum for me, Brooks. Cum now.” 
 
    I was back to striking for pleasure while my other hand fondled. It did not take long. He was pushing his cock across the bedsheet, his grunts of pleasure peaking as spunk flew out between his legs. He came so hard he was flopping on the bed like he was having a seizure, each release driving him harder, crying out ‘Oh God, oh God’ over and over. 
 
    I could clearly see the balls contract, his cock expanding as his body pushed the spunk out, spraying the bedsheet near his legs. I had never taken such a clinical view of his cumming before. I suddenly wondered if interfering with that path, by squeezing or striking, would enhance or detract from the pleasure. Fascinating! 
 
    I noticed one other thing. The grunts of each rope of white cream caused him to pull tight against the restraints, as if this increased the pleasure. Does it, I wondered? I meant for the restraints to keep him from getting up. Did they also enhance in other ways? So much to learn… 
 
    My sharply flicking fingers still went up and down his cock, concentrating on the head while he came, even when the hypersensitivity began, as it always does. Brooks was thrashing underneath me, squirming at the sensations he could not control or stop. But he did not cry out or tell me to stop. 
 
    His face remained flat on the bed as he struggled to regain his breathing. He was fully under my control now, allowing me to do what I wanted. I stepped back, watching him lie there for some minutes before even stirring. It was like the intensity of the experience had taken all his strength away. 
 
    And it was a good thing because my mind was whirling with what had happened. Did I suddenly become a Mistress for my husband, and he my submissive? What did that even mean? I knew what BDSM was… theoretically, at least… but to have this happen? This was way over my limited understanding. 
 
    I had intended to inflict punishment, to make sure he knew I could do what I wanted. My anger was so intense, I didn’t even care if he attacked me when I finally released him. And that’s what I did… I guess… but what happened was so much more interesting. 
 
    We bonded in ways I had not thought possible, especially after all our years of marriage. How, after all that time, in and out of bed, could I not know he was a submissive, that he wanted me to take control of our relationship, that he relished pain as a sexual act? 
 
    Brooks finally whimpered, pulling at the ties. “My hands are getting cold, Mistress. Are they supposed to do that?” 
 
    I didn’t have a clue, running over to untie his feet, then his hands, but I knew instinctively, at that moment, that his fall to submission was permanent. Not ‘why am I here?’ or ‘why did you do that?’ Just the simple reality of no circulation in his hands, and still calling me Mistress. 
 
    “Did you like my little surprise?” I asked, acting as if it had all been planned, as I sat on the bed, stroking his hair. He almost purred but did not move from his stomach position. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress… how come you never did that before?” 
 
    “I should have. Just never thought about it.” Then I had a surprising idea. “Turn over. Lay on your back, hands under your butt. Move your heels to touch your ass, knees spread wide.” 
 
    He did not hesitate, though he had been pulling so hard on the ties, I could tell his muscles were sore. Brooks rolled over, moving into the exact position I instructed. 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, stroking his cock and balls again, moving up his chest until softly tracing the line of his jaw. Goosebumps covered his skin, but he did not protest or try to get away. He continued looking at me with that same adoration. “How long have you wanted me to be your Mistress, Brooks?” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “You never fantasized about my being your Mistress, submitting to me?” 
 
    “All the time… but not like this. Mainly ordering me around the room, eating you out… Though I never thought about being struck with a belt. Watched some porn about that before. Got really hard.” 
 
    “Want me to do it again?” 
 
    “Oh, yes… please, Mistress. I loved that.” 
 
    “Doesn’t it hurt?” 
 
    “Yes, of course, but most of the time… hard to explain… my body transformed the pain into pleasure like I never had before. Shot through me… so intense and unexpected.” 
 
    Then, as if it just occurred to him, he looked at me. “Why did you do that?” 
 
    “I’ll confess, my love. I did it to punish you. I was angry about your rejection of my hotwife idea. I didn’t know it would excite you the way it did.” 
 
    His face had that adoration back. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I should not have been so harsh with you. I knew my sexual performance had left you unsatisfied. I just didn’t know what to do about it. Sharing you with others was not on the available list. I guess it is now?” 
 
    “Yes, it is… Are you ok with that? Or going to be ok with that, I should say?” 
 
    “I’m simply scared, Terra… oh, sorry… Mistress. I want you to have the pleasure you need, but I don’t want to destroy our family for a big dick, either. Erotica is full of stories of hotwives who come to be owned by their new bulls. They give them so much pleasure it becomes an addiction. They can’t give them up, doing whatever they can to keep the cock coming. I don’t want to lose you, Terra. And the kids don’t either.” 
 
    “Maybe tonight,” I said, “we have discovered our way out of the mess, a compromise, of sorts. I get the cock I need, and you will be my submissive. We both get what we need. Work for you?” 
 
    As I said that, I leaned over, burying his shaft down my throat. He started stretching his legs to make room for me, but I pulled my mouth off him. “Did I say you could change positions?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he replied, moving his heels back against his ass. 
 
    I stood up, took my clothes off, moved between his knees, engulfing his rod down my throat again. He was already so aroused; it took no time to get him hard again. 
 
    “Move your legs down but leave your hands underneath you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” as he stretched his legs out. I scrambled on top of him, impaling myself on his rod. 
 
    I did not want him to cum soon, hoped that his cumming so shortly ago meant he could last awhile, so I used minimal hip movement, with no up and down. He was just inside me. I positioned my knees, so I pinned his arms underneath his body, offering another form of restraint. His cock got even harder. 
 
    “We will have to work on how we do this, both your submission and my hotwifing. There will certainly be some bumps along the way, but I think we can survive those and even thrive in this new direction. For now, we will make sure we talk to each other about all plans. Going forward, we will have to see what works best.” 
 
    “Do I have to call you Mistress all the time now?” Brooks smiled, trying with all his might to stifle a moan from my squeezing his cock in this position. 
 
    “We will see. I think we can agree that everything will stay the way it is for now, without the Mistress talk, but we will develop a signal that means I am taking control. From that point, you will obey me to the letter, addressing me only as Mistress. Is that understood, my new sub?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I will happily obey.” 
 
    All the while I was on top, I was slowly circling my clit on his pubic bone. I was getting really close to cumming, so moved up and down on his shaft. “Now, my new sub, it is time for us to consummate our deal. I want you to cum inside me while I cum at the same time.” 
 
    His eyes got wide at this. I had told him I hadn’t cum with him inside me for years. I wanted this to be the exception, a real high point to the night. 
 
    It did not take long; we were both already on edge. I flung myself down on him, taking his face in my hands, kissing him for all I had while I pounded myself on his rod. I could feel him pulling at his arms, feeling the restraint his body and my knees were providing. He loved to be tied down! We were soon groaning and moaning at the power of what had happened, exploding into a mutual climax of our shared love. 
 
    When our breath had settled down, my head still on his chest, I lifted myself up, “Why don’t we go to our own bed… where we belong, my love?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said with a wicked grin. Oh, this was going to be so much fun.

  

 
   
    7 / Discovering New Desire (Terra) 
 
    It was well past 2 by this point, so we were asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillows, but the difference was amazing. Gone were the turned backs, cold shoulders I had used before. We slept entwined in each other like we did when we first dated. And the crucial difference was me. I couldn’t keep my hands off him. Some part of my body had to be always touching him. It was like our play had awoken my entire body to a new desire. 
 
    The next morning, I woke to scuffling noises downstairs. Otherwise, I would have stayed buried in his arms all day! But no, my parents were dropping the kids off on their way to church. I looked at my love as if I had just seen him for the first time. 
 
    The love I felt for this man had been enlarged somehow… moved to another level. And my own sexual desire jolted, increased to a degree I struggled to even understand. It seemed my every thought, even as I heard the noise downstairs, remained on how we could take this further, both for me and for him. 
 
    As I cuddled, holding him close, my heart soared with this renewed love. How could this have happened so suddenly? My body was humming with desire for him. To do again what we had done last night. Even the soreness in my arm from the unaccustomed overhand movement did not cause me to pull back. I could not get close enough. 
 
    So many possibilities had opened to my imagination, I could hardly keep them contained. I knew the hotwife idea would now be a reality, that he would accept it. My sex tingled at the idea of a new cock. We had not talked about what I would do, but I knew he would go along with whatever I decided. 
 
    I knew with complete certainty that the pounding he took last night had changed him, moved his desire in a totally different direction. We had not spoken of it, but I knew this had happened. He had become my submissive… and my cuckold. I did not know how I knew this with such conviction, but I did. 
 
    I got up, had to say hi to my mother, as the noise of the kids grew louder. They were going to need some breakfast. I walked over to my dresser, pulled out a t-shirt and jeans, ran a brush through my hair, but as I did this, my mind was spinning with the new direction this would take us. 
 
    First up, we had to get some supplies. I needed some real restraints. I couldn’t be ruining a set of ties every time I wanted to restrict his movement. I would also need something to hit him with. Belts were fine, but I would need to do some research to figure out what else to buy, and where to get them. 
 
    I knew there were places in the area. Caroline’s was the most famous, a couple of towns over. The news lately had been full of another outraged politician in that city trying to shut her down; unsuccessfully, of course. Rumors had been going around that two city council members were regular customers of the gloryholes downstairs! But there were also lots of online choices. 
 
    As I corralled the kids, thanking my mom for taking them for the night, pulling something together for breakfast, I made a snap decision not to include Brooks in any of these choices. He was the submissive. He would take what I gave him. The confidence I felt with that decision was a genuine surprise, too. My heart knew it was the right one. I knew if I gave him the choice, it would ruin a part of it for him. He WANTED to give up control, wanted me to force him to do these new things. 
 
    But how? How could I know this? Ok, I watched a couple of BDSM videos, finding them quite distasteful. The things they did to those poor girls made me cringe. But the unmistakable reaction from Brooks last night? Wow! 
 
    Maybe what he wanted was a female-led sexual relationship. It occurred to me at that moment that I had never really thought about sex much. It was just something we did whenever it happened. Lately, of course, sex had always been at his insistence, as I pulled away, but even before that, I would never have thought to plan for it, or even think about it in advance. My sexual desire was latent. 
 
    Or, and maybe this is the point, I never tried to make sex more exciting for the two of us. I only felt the lack of fulfillment when I wasn’t getting what I needed. Brooks’ needs were never on my mind. A wave of guilt shook me as I got the food on the table. My gaggle of preschoolers jumping into chairs, hungry as ever. I knew at that moment I was as much to blame as he. 
 
    My concentration on sex did not begin until I started missing the orgasms. That only started recently, when I fantasized about a boyfriend before I met Brooks. He had a big cock and knew how to use it, but was an absolute asshole. We only dated four or five months, but the pleasure… Oh my God! I would cum and cum and cum. As the years went by with Brooks, I missed that very much. 
 
    Maybe remembering all that cumming was where I got the idea of becoming a hotwife. I certainly did not want to start over with a new family… or find a new husband. I loved my husband. He was the father of my children, a very thoughtful and kind partner. I had no interest in starting my life over to get a better orgasm. That whole idea was ridiculous. 
 
    That realization swept through me, hard, etched in stone, along with guilt over what I said to him last night. I loved Brooks. There was no chance I was going anywhere else. But the need… I kept remembering all those times in college… 
 
    “Ok… I’ll get you the chocolate milk.” My daughter suddenly pulled me out of my introspection, back to reality. I got the milk she was demanding, helped them finish breakfast, getting them dressed for the day. 
 
    Saturday mornings were always lazy days for us. Our kids were still too young to be full of the activities which came with older ages, like sports, dance, and tutoring. For Saturday mornings, we usually allowed them to watch cartoons, play games, and do what parenting magazines now called ‘self-directed play’. I was a firm believer that kids need to be kids. Before they get wrapped up in the go-go-go of the later years. 
 
    As soon as breakfast was over, I deposited them in front of the latest Netflix cartoon series, heading back up to Brooks. 
 
    He was still asleep. I laid down next to him, pulling the blanket up to look at his ass. Already the red was in decline, probably gone altogether by tomorrow. My love for him sprang out of me with full force! How could I even think I would leave this man… no matter how big the next dick might be? The harshness of my language last night stung me hard. Tears formed. What was I thinking?! 
 
    “Hey, there…,” I said, softly touching his hair, stroking down his back. “Time to face the day.” 
 
    He rolled over, trying to blink the sleep out of his eyes. Without another thought, he reached up to grab the back of my head, forcing my mouth onto his, giving me a kiss that curled my toenails. My body was shaking with the passion. 
 
    As soon as we came up for air, he said, “Oh my God, Terra, what did we do last night? Where did that come from?” 
 
    “Went in a totally different direction, that’s for sure. Are you still happy with it? Becoming my submissive?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress… oh yes. I liked that very much. I don’t know how I’m going to handle you going out with other guys, but I need to accept that YOU need it. That’s enough for me.” 
 
    That was all we got out before a tussle between the kids downstairs pulled me out of bed. We did not have time to revisit the conversation until later that evening, after the kids were in bed. But the entire day was like a scene in a romance novel. We could not keep our hands off each other. If I wasn’t doing it, he was. 
 
    I was standing in the laundry room, loading the machine, when he walked in, sweeping me into his arms. We were standing amongst the soap and spinning machines, necking like a couple of high schoolers under the bleachers of the school gym, like we were grabbing what touching we could before anyone noticed. One time, in the kitchen, the kids just in the family room on the other side of a wall, I grabbed his arm, turning him toward me, pulled my t-shirt up, softly barking at him to suck my nipples until they were hard. 
 
    He launched himself at them, hungrily sucking and licking until they were hard as small pebbles. Then I pushed him away. ‘That’s enough,’ my command. I was in control of the pleasure. I took a quick glance down. His erection was pushing his gym shorts away from his body. 
 
    As the day progressed, a plan came together. I spent some time on the Internet when the kids were down for a brief nap, looking for ways to cause pain that did not make striking noises like the belt. With the kids only two walls over, the sharp crack of the belt would not be an option. The most common response was nipple and ball torture. Both caused sharp, intense pain, but were silent, except for the noise the submissive made. I would have to figure out a way to prevent him from screaming too loud. 
 
    When the plan was complete, I was ready to return to full Mistress mode. It’s funny, now that I look back on it, how easy it was for me. 
 
    I wondered if this was the same process my mom’s friend went through with her husband. I was a regular woman, wife, mother all the time, then abruptly, I would think about something, and then transformed into Mistress Terra. When that transformation took place, I became focused on giving pleasure/pain in the most vicious ways I could imagine. The greater the pain, the greater my pleasure.

  

 
   
    8 / He Obeys (Brooks) 
 
    After a day like this one, I did not know what to expect this evening. All day long, she had been revving my engines. Ordering me to suck her nipples, telling me to take various items into the bedroom during the day, the yardstick out of my office, a box of clothespins, nylon rope from the garage. What the fuck was she going to do with those? 
 
    At the kids’ bedtime, she ordered me to help them brush their teeth, get pajamas on, put them in bed. When I was sure they were all down for the night, I was to return to our bedroom. She didn’t ask me for some help with the kids. No! The tone differed completely from every other time she had asked for help. This was not a request. 
 
    After I finished, she said I was to come into the bedroom, lock the door behind me, then wait for instructions. It was all I could do to keep my gym shorts from displaying my arousal around the kids. 
 
    When I walked in the door, locking it behind me, I turned to see her standing there, tapping the yardstick rhythmically on her leg. 
 
    “Down on your knees, my sub, right where you stand, hands behind your back,” she said. By this time, I was in the middle of the room. Her tone made me shiver. She expected immediate obedience as I dropped to my knees, hands gripped behind my back. She was wearing a slinky lingerie set that left nothing to the imagination. One she had not worn in an awfully long time. Her nipples fully exposed, poking straight out. She had left off the thong bottoms, letting me see her already glistening sex. 
 
    What she planned was unknown, but I knew a repeat of last night was out of the question. The belt would simply make too much noise. A quick glance around gave me some clues. On the nightstand were the box of clothespins, a bowl full of water, a safety razor, shaving cream, and the rope. I was trembling with anticipation as I stayed on my knees, wondering what was next. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, all of them, without leaving your knees.” Our eyes locked for just a moment, before I bowed my head in obedience. I vowed at that moment to do whatever she instructed, but remained surprised at her certainty, her control. Where had this Mistress been our entire lives together? 
 
    Doing what she requested was harder than it seemed. The t-shirt came off first, but shoes, socks, and gym shorts over knees created quite a comical picture. Side glances told me of her amusement. There was no doubt about what was happening. She wanted my clothes off, but she wanted me uncomfortable doing it and understanding that I was doing everything at her instruction, obedient to her will. 
 
    Once undressed, the clothes all thrown to the side, I placed my hands behind my back again, bowing my head. I was fully her submissive at that point. My heart was pounding as the full realization came into my mind. My desire to submit had taken complete control. 
 
    At first, she did nothing, just stood across the room, tapping that yardstick against her leg. I was there for what felt like several minutes before I finally looked up. She had moved over to lie on the bed, her crotch on the edge, legs spread wide. For the first time, I noticed a towel laid underneath her. 
 
    “Crawl over here. I want you to shave my pussy bare. Not one bit of fuzz should remain. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said as I crawled to the nightstand, moving the supplies to the floor. It had been a long time since she had allowed my face so close to her vagina, but the vaginal lips glistened with her own arousal as I positioned myself in front. 
 
    I stared at the object of so much of my sexual longing, but then went to work, moistening her pubes with the washrag, smothering her in cream, then systematically shaving every square inch, carefully pulling each fold and dip, to eliminate all hair. 
 
    It took me a good 15 minutes. She had never shaved before and had a bushy presence down below. The razor would clog with hair quickly, requiring me to return to the bucket repeatedly. As often as I felt I could get away with it, I would rub her clit with my thumb, gently slicing across the nub. She would gasp every time I did it. 
 
    When it was complete, I rinsed her down with the washcloth. She reached next to her head, bringing out a hand mirror to examine my work, carefully reviewing the area. My face was still only inches away from her examination. 
 
    Terra put the mirror down. “Take the supplies back to the bathroom, then return to your position.” 
 
    I jumped up, gathering the shaving supplies, then returned to move my face back to where it was before, only inches away. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your back. Grasp them together. You may not use them for what I have in mind.” I moved them behind me, grasping one wrist with the fist of the other hand. “Put your nose against my clit.” 
 
    I inched forward, cradling my nose against her nub, which was sticking out prominently by this time. She grabbed my head and plunged my face into her sex, harshly, firmly. 
 
    “Eat me until I cum. Do not stop until I tell you.” 
 
    Was she kidding? This was one of my favorite sexual things! I swept my tongue up her full lips, bottom to top, before landing on her clit. The lack of hair was a novel experience for me. I loved the smooth texture, the visual treat of her labia now so clearly defined. Her moans told me I was doing the right thing as my tongue continued this sweeping, occasionally plunging deep into her sex, before landing again on her clit. 
 
    She was already moaning and twisting as I moved my mouth over her clit, sucking gently at first, but then harder, with more power. She gasped at the sensation. I pulled back off and started again with the licking, plunging, and sucking. 
 
    My cock was hard as stone as I obeyed my Mistress. Her moans became groans as she used her hands to move my head where she wanted. I was fully under her control now, trembling on my knees, my face in her sex, following her lead with my tongue. 
 
    She cried out with her release, shoving my face harshly into her sex as she came, her thighs gripping my head. I actually struggled a little, feeling the power of her muscles pressing my head between her legs, but I did not pull away. I kept using my tongue as she came, driving deep, then flicking her clit. 
 
    She could not take much of that immediately after cumming, but I would not disobey. Finally, she pushed my head away, “Stop… stop…” She was panting heavily now, the power of her release incredible, shaking her whole body. 
 
    I pulled back, still only inches away, awaiting her instructions. 
 
    “Oh my God… that was good,” she said. “You did a wonderful job, my sub. Made your Mistress proud.” 
 
    Her words overwhelmed me. She said thank you before, but there was something different here. I wanted her praise. Needed, hungered for it. 
 
    Now, the discomfort of leaning so far forward for so long was telling on my body. I was trembling to keep the position. 
 
    “Move back, sitting up on your ankles, back straight. I want your knees spread so I can see your cock clearly. Arms still behind your back.” 
 
    She got up, patting me on my head, as she passed. My cock throbbed at her touch. I could hear the shower water but did not move to look. 
 
    “Crawl in here. I want you to scrub me from head to toe.” 
 
    I crawled into the bathroom. She had already gotten out towels, shower gel, and a scrubbing pouf. As soon as I was there, she got in, pulling me with her, turning her back to me. I took the gel and shower sponge, systematically covering every part of her body. I was especially careful to scrub her ass and rear opening with extra lotion. She moaned as I covered these areas. 
 
    To get to her feet, I had to go down on my knees again, scrubbing her legs on my way down. I got up, turned her around, and began again. She held my hands at her breasts, making sure I scrubbed them thoroughly, then moved down to her pubic area, gently covering the entire space, before moving on to her legs and feet. 
 
    “Shampoo my hair,” she instructed. 
 
    I pulled out her shampoo, scrubbing. Just as I started, she grabbed my rod. I gasped at the firmness of her grip. She had moved her hands in her hair for lubricant, but was not gentle. She was harshly pulling and gripping, twisting my balls. 
 
    At one point, the sensations were so strong. I stopped scrubbing her hair as I groaned. She pulled her hands back, slapping down hard on my rigid cock. “Did I say you could stop shampooing?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” I said, struggling to concentrate enough to finish the job, because her hands were back to work on my cock. 
 
    I rinsed her, then got out, drying myself first, then moving in to repeat the process to remove the water off her body. She did not help at all, just spread her arms and legs, allowing me to finish drying her. 
 
    She handed me a hairbrush, telling me to brush her hair straight back from her forehead. This was not her normal style, so I had to work to get her hair to move in that direction. When she was satisfied, her hair still damp, she reached across for a black ribbon she had placed there, moving her long, beautiful hair into a tight bun at the back of her head. This gave her a hard look that matched what I saw in the mirror. Something hard was coming my way. My cock tingled in anticipation.

  

 
   
    9 / She Likes Being a Mistress (Terra) 
 
    “Remember the bed position from last night. On your back, feet against butt, arms underneath?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “We are going to call that Position #1 going forward. Go to the bed, put yourself in Position #1.” 
 
    He said nothing else, going to the bed. I chuckled to myself as I saw his cock bouncing uncomfortably as he crossed the room. By God, this was the thing for him. He was so hard it felt like he was two inches longer than normal! 
 
    He got into Position #1 on the bed. I reached for the rope on the nightstand, pushed him on his side, ordering him to maintain that position, then tied his ankles and wrists together underneath, as tight as I could safely, rolling him back to the normal position. 
 
    He was now held firmly. This was nylon rope. If he squirmed and wiggled, he could get out of the knots, but he did not try. Just held himself there, testing the bindings. Firmly restrained. I could see the satisfied look on his face when he found he could not move at all. 
 
    I threw the box of clothespins on the bed dramatically, the contents spilling out on the bed. “Now, my love. We are going to discover how much pain you can take.” 
 
    He blushed red but did not make any protest, as I crawled up next to him, my knees against his side, sweeping the pins closer to his body. I picked up a handful, dropping them on his stomach, taking two out of the pile. I thought for a moment this might be better on a woman with larger nipples, but I had to work with what was available. 
 
    I took one pin, opening and closing it a few times to make the snapping noise. His eyes were following the pins as I placed one right above his nipples. Between forefinger and thumb, I twisted each nipple harshly, to get them to firm up, then placed the pin over the top of one, releasing the pincer, repeating the same for the other nipple. He gasped at the sudden sensations as each bit into his tender flesh. 
 
    His cock got even thicker. I could see the shaft throbbing with the pain as it flowed down his body. I was making this up as I went by now. Not really knowing what to do, but increasing the pull seemed the right answer. 
 
    I flicked the pins attached to his nipples with the back of my hands, twisting them on his tender nubs. He pulled against the bonds. Well, THAT was the right thing to do, I thought, having a sudden idea. I pinched the skin surrounding his nipples, attaching more pins so they formed a cluster around the tip, slapping the pins repeatedly with the back of my hand. He was jerking with the torment, his eyes closed at the sensations. 
 
    Then I moved down to do some actual damage. I was ready. My sex tingled with excitement. This had been my plan all along as I positioned myself between his spread knees. One by one, using nearly a dozen pins, I covered his scrotum with my snapping tools. He was moaning now. I could almost feel the burning sensations enclosing his sac. 
 
    One by one, I continued new pins up his shaft, pulling the skin out to be captured with a new tormentor. When my hand started sweeping through the forest of clothespins, I knew I had him. He was groaning now, unable to stop the sensations. 
 
    His cock had not deflated one bit, was rigid, throbbing. When I pulled the pins off the shaft, he cried out with the pain! I was ready for that, pulling my teddy off my shoulders, shoving a bunched-up portion into his mouth. We couldn’t have him waking the kids now, could we? God, I was loving this. Felt like Cruella De Ville for a moment, torturing a poor animal. 
 
    But this was no animal. This was my husband who wanted this badly, even needed it. With a sudden realization, I was discovering something about myself. I needed it just as much, wanted to do this. I was more than happy to supply the pain he desired. My arousal was gushing out of my sex. With each muffled cry as I swept and pulled the pins, my sex tingled more. 
 
    Finally, I could not take anymore, scrambling up on his body, lowering my sex down on his welcoming rod. For me, it was heaven, feeling him inside me. For him, the mixture of my pleasuring the rod while my weight extended the pull on the pins still covering his scrotum must have been excruciating! 
 
    I bounced on top of him, using his spread knees as levers to push him deeper, taking my pleasure as I wished. Truly, it was such a strange feeling. I no longer cared about him at all. I was using his tool to pleasure myself, as if he were some kind of fucktoy meant for this one purpose. 
 
    The combination of pleasure and pain must have interfered with his normal response, because I had cum twice and nearly ready for a third time before he finally exploded inside me. Just as he started to cum, I reached underneath me, grabbing a handful of pins, yanking them off his sac. 
 
    I could feel the muscles in his arms flexing against my knees on either side of him, as he yanked hard against the ropes binding him in place. He was panting hard, screaming into the teddy. The war on his face between grimace and ecstasy was a wonder to watch, pushing me into my third orgasm. This one so hard I had to reach down to support myself as I slammed down on him. All I heard from him was a muffled roar! 
 
    As soon as my breathing returned, I got off him. There were still five pins attached to his scrotum. I tried taking one off gently, but he thrashed around, grimacing. Like pulling the band-aid off, I thought, deciding to pull them all at once, taking them in both hands and yanking suddenly. 
 
    That took him over the edge, screaming into the teddy, thrashing on the bed. I could only smile at my handy work. Suddenly, I felt a little guilty. What was it about me that brought such joy from the torment of a man that I claimed to love? 
 
    All I had to do was look at his face when his trembling stopped to know why. The look was one of pure pleasure. He had endured what I could only imagine was excruciating pain, yet he his face suffused with such joy, still pulling against the ropes. 
 
    I pulled the teddy out of his mouth, laid down beside him, cuddling as close as I could while he was still bound. His breathing was still ragged, but he tried to get closer, loving the feel of my touch. 
 
    “How did you like my first go as Mistress, my little sub?” 
 
    He could barely speak, his voice still shaking and hoarse from screaming into the teddy. “Thank you, Mistress. I have felt nothing like that before.” 
 
    “Want to do this more?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Please. As often as you like.” 
 
    “Did you notice I came three times while you were still inside me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress. I did not notice.” He took a moment to think, then looked down at me, my head on his chest. “I don’t know what happened. Like I went somewhere else. I can’t explain exactly. My mind went blank, and I became the pain, felt it totally all over my body. When I came, it was like an explosion, the pain on my sac warring with the pleasure… so intense…” 
 
    “Glad you liked it because we are going to do this again and again. Hope your sac likes it, because the unfortunate thing is going to take a lot of abuse.” 
 
    He did not respond, pulling on the ropes. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I need to take the ropes off. My limbs are hurting… and not the fun pain either…” 
 
    I giggled, then rolled him over, undoing the rope. He straightened his legs and arms out, feeling the blood flow back into the flesh. He moved a little, allowing his arm to go around me, as I cuddled closer to his chest. 
 
    “You are such a good submissive, my love. I would like to play some more.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress. I would like that very much.”

  

 
   
    10 / Getting What I Need (Terra) 
 
    A sexual spark had been lit. Over the next few weeks, I think we made love more often than we had the same previous years, but each time was a new adventure where I experimented on my new, willing subject. How I loved giving him the pain he wanted! 
 
    When the kids were not home, we used household items on his butt to see how the pain patterns differed. We used every belt he owned and kitchen utensils, like spatulas & wooden spoons. Several of the kitchen items I destroyed. Some are strong, but most not meant for hitting in this way! I found some rods in the garage that I purchased to support new saplings, finding good use for them as thin striking canes. The red stripes they left behind were nothing short of delicious. 
 
    But restraints and genuine pain were difficult, so I told my sub to watch the kids one Thursday night and I drove over to Caroline’s. This was not a small suburban lingerie shop that had beginner dildos. It was a supermarket for sex two towns over. 
 
    Upstairs, Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-ons to large black dildos for more specialized markets. 
 
    Downstairs was my primary destination. You had to go to the very back of the store, where a small circular staircase took you down to a BDSM wonderland of cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, and associated bondage clothing and equipment. 
 
    Caroline had also conveniently installed ‘fitting rooms’ in the back. Since no one could try on what they were selling down there, these rooms quickly became gloryhole booths where conveniently placed openings, cock high, had been drilled between the booths. Consumers seeking such entertainment could go into a room for completely anonymous sex. Guys would stick their cock into a hole and the person on the other side would service them as they saw fit. 
 
    I spent over two hours shopping in the store, every aisle bringing fresh ideas about what I could do to Brooks. Really dirty images started coming into my head, too… fucking him with a strap-on, watching some guys fuck him with real cocks, filling his mouth with one as well. I had no idea where these were coming from, but my serious arousal at the prospect of those happening made every part of me tingle. These male-on-male images turned me on this something fierce. 
 
    First stop was Mistress lingerie. I tried on several but ended up with only two. One was a leather bustier that held close to my body, pushing my breasts out to create excellent cleavage. I matched this with knee-high leather boots with stiletto heels. The other was more for my breast-loving sub. It was a similar leather outfit, but the breasts were totally uncovered. I knew he would enjoy watching me strike as my tits flopped around. I planned to be barefoot with this outfit. 
 
    I continued to fantasize with my dirty thoughts while I went through all these toys, especially the dildos, strap-ons, and butt plugs. Would my sub be willing? My instinct told me he would, only because he had become extremely compliant as our weeks of play progressed. He would do anything when we were in play mode, gave himself completely, never hesitating to obey a command. These dirty images expanded my definition of needed supplies. 
 
    Upstairs, I bought a strap-on system with several dildo sizes, butt plugs for longer stays, and, on a lark, a few larger-sized panty sets. I wondered at that moment if humiliation was part of his need. Making him wear those panties all day would certainly supply a lot of that! We’ll have to see. 
 
    I envisioned 24 hours of submission. Taking a trip to a vacation resort where he would be my slave 24 hours a day, taking on anyone and anything I asked. The very idea sent shivers through my sex. 
 
    After much reluctance on his part, I convinced my dad to accept the all-night, every-other-Saturday approach of our friends. On those nights, even before the kids left, I had Brooks closing all the curtains around the house, preparing the bedroom, and getting all the shower gels and shaving equipment needed. It was his job to make sure my pubic hair remained totally absent. A shaving and shower beginning had become the one constant in every session. When we were ‘in session’, he could not have any clothing inside the house. As soon as the kids left, he was to strip his clothes off and present himself to me for whatever I wanted. 
 
    By presenting, I meant he came to wherever I was… naked, of course… turned his back to me, bending over to grab his ankles. Sometimes I told him to spread his ass cheeks for me, but usually I had a belt or wooden spoon at the ready. He would present himself; I would wail on his ass until it was nice and red, then he went for the shaving supplies. 
 
    Even now, I have a tough time understanding why this play gets me so aroused. 
 
    But downstairs at Caroline’s is where I spent the most time… and money! I cruised the aisles, looking at every choice. Priority was a restraint system. I bought a set of leather cuffs for all limbs that were designed not to leave marks on the skin, bed and chair restraint systems to allow me to hold him tight wherever I wanted, and a leash and collar so I could lead him around the house on his knees. 
 
    At Caroline’s, I piled up the striking instruments, like whips, floggers, canes, riding crops, and paddles. For silent pain, I bought several nipple and ball clamps, a violet wand set that gave light electric shocks, two sizes of ball gags, and a blackout blindfold. 
 
    I spent a long time looking at chastity cages, wondering if Brooks would wear this as a constant reminder that his cock belonged to me. Decided against it for now, but knew I would come back to it soon. 
 
    Ok, I might have gotten a little carried away, spending over $1,400 on new toys, but I was going to have so much fun experimenting on my new sub!

  

 
   
    11 / First New in Years… (Terra) 
 
    But it was downstairs in the gloryhole booths that I made the first steps on the other side of our new openness. All the while I was shopping downstairs, I noticed men lingering around the back of the store. I could see a short hallway leading to a dimly lit area behind. Since I was the only woman shopping on that floor, they kept looking at me. 
 
    I picked up the vibe right away. There was something they wanted me to see, wanted me to do. I asked the salesclerk what was back there. He explained the gloryhole booths and what they were for. As he brought new toys for me to examine, he would chuckle as my eyes kept stealing glances in that direction. 
 
    Finally, the clerk told me he would hold my purchases behind the counter if I wanted to play before leaving. I was panting with desire by this time, thanking the clerk. 
 
    With all my new toys bagged and set aside, I strolled back there. As soon as I turned toward the hallway, I could feel the sexual tension lurch upward. There must have been 9-10 guys back in the gloryhole space. 
 
    When I came through the hall, I found four booths, each with a door. I wondered if these were the same booths that got the politicians so riled up? There were several guys congregating outside each door. I knew why they were waiting… for me to choose a booth. 
 
    Could I? Brooks was nowhere in this decision. He did not know where I was, nor why I was doing this. In our new arrangement, was my entering a gloryhole booth acceptable? Or should we discuss this in advance? Like many of the early decisions that ruled our transition, the tingling in my sex mainly ruled my choices. I no longer cared about cheating or Brooks’ permission. I was the Mistress. He would take what I gave him. 
 
    And right now, I wanted to feel a new cock in my mouth… wanted it badly. What could be better than doing this in a totally anonymous way?! 
 
    I stepped in front of the lingering guys, suggestively allowing my hand to graze their cocks as I walked by. I pulled the door open, looking nervously inside. It was larger than a hall closet, with a chair in one corner, wall hooks for clothing, and an 8-inch diameter hole drilled about cock-high in both adjoining walls. 
 
    If I kneeled in the middle, I could touch whatever came through on both sides. I wondered if I could suck in one hole while the other entered my sex… My heart was thumping hard as I closed the door behind me. 
 
    What were protocols here, I wondered. Would they just stick their cocks through the holes? Ask first? The vision of two cocks at once made my sex tingle, but today… I knew it was too early in our transition. I decided this first time would be oral only. Despite my willingness to experiment, I knew having someone enter me down there was a major step which would require discussion with my husband. 
 
    But giving blowjobs? I was certain he would not mind. Truth be told, by that point in the evening, I would have done it no matter what he said. I was in full Mistress-mode. 
 
    My hands trembled as I removed my clothing, hanging them carefully on the wall. My breathing was shallow and excited as I looked around. Lubricant dispensers, towels, and a bowl of condoms were available near the chair. I went down on my knees. I could hear rustling noises in both adjoining booths. My sex was dripping with arousal. 
 
    Both holes magically filled with man-flesh. One was a huge black, uncircumcised cock, only half hard, but ready to challenge my jaw. I knew the guy was going to cum buckets. The other was white, slightly smaller, still larger than Brooks, but already hard. I did the quick, smaller cock first. Since he was already hard, I thought this would be a good start. 
 
    I leaned forward, reaching out to stroke the shaft with my trembling hands. This would be the first new cock I had touched in nearly 10 years. So smooth… so hard… The precum was already dripping out of the tip. My first was ready to go. I chuckled to myself. That’s for sure. 
 
    I moved my nipples forward to spread the precum around the tips. The man through the hole groaned loudly. I heard some shuffling behind me, turned to notice a pair of white eyes surrounded by dark skin, leaning down to watch what I was doing through the opposite hole. This turned me on even more. I leaned my ass up so white eyes could see my glistening sex. 
 
    I couldn’t wait any longer, driving the shaft of the white cock into my throat. It had been a long time since I had tried to take someone that big so far down. It felt so good, as I licked along the length, sucking hard. If I were going to do this more, I would have to improve my depth, but for now, I just wanted to taste his cum. 
 
    The desire swept through me; desire to savor this new man, his new cock, his salty cum. My fingers could not resist the draw to my clit as I pounded my mouth up and down the man’s rod. The slow rotation on my nub kept the pressure building. 
 
    Way sooner than expected, the cock started bobbing. I could taste his white cream launching deep into my mouth. I tried to hold it all in, but he had loads to spare. Must have been a while. The excess dripped down my chin, onto my chest and breasts below. 
 
    I had not cum yet but was very close. Without a pause, I continued the rotation on my clit as I swiveled my attention to the monster on the other side. Once he heard the guy cumming, he had moved his own cock back into the hole. This was so much bigger. I wondered if I could even get it in my mouth, much less down my throat. 
 
    All the visuals must have aroused him because his cock was almost at full mast by now. So big! So much more than I was used to. My sex throbbed… I wanted him so badly… 
 
    The shaft was warm to the touch as I wrapped my fingers around it, licking the precum. I could still feel the earlier excess dripping down my chest. What had I become? A wanton slut that would do anything for more cock? Most definitely! My heart sang with the joy of that realization. My thirst for new drained all resistance as my lips approached the enormous head. 
 
    I wanted this monster inside me. My tongue traveled up and down the shaft, feeling its pulse, its heat. My hands grabbed his balls, gently pulling them away from his body. I knew Brooks always liked this. The man through the hole groaned loudly. I shivered at the sound of his arousal. 
 
    It was obvious from the start that my mouth would not be enough with this monster. I opened as wide as I could go, still only able to go a few inches in before choking. I moved down as far as I could, then pulled back, driving down again. I could get about half in my mouth, but knew that was the limit. 
 
    I couldn’t resist the temptation, so close, so hard, so big… 
 
    I turned around, trembling at what I was doing… What about Brooks? Our agreement? I was no longer willing to stop. The need for sex was driving all resistance away. I positioned his girth against my sopping wet opening, gradually pushing myself down on his rod. Oh, shit… thoughts of using a condom swept through me as I pushed myself further down. Too late… 
 
    Our mutual groans were now filling the gloryhole space as I saw another cock enter on the other side. My mind was nothing but the pleasure at that moment. I needed this cock… wanted it. His size stretched me, pushing on every nerve ending as he went balls deep into my throbbing sex. 
 
    I moved back and forth, finally looking at the new cock on the other side. It was clearly within reach. I stretched out a little to move my mouth to the other side of the booth, taking this much smaller cock as deep as I could. 
 
    Two cocks at once… Pleasure surged through my body as the cock in my sex pushed actively as I held myself hard against the wall. I tried to give the other guy a serious blowjob, but struggled with my need for release at the other end. 
 
    I was gasping, thrashing up against him, moaning loudly as the pressure for release grew. One hand dropped to my clit, using a hard, fast rotation to push me over the edge. 
 
    The guy in my mouth must have been on the edge already because, just as I shook with my climax, he pulled out a few inches, whipping himself to explode all over my face. The feeling of surging waves down below and the warmth of the sudden spray on my face sent me to one of the hardest orgasms in my entire life! I was shaking with the waves of pleasure, trying to use my tongue to get some of the release on my face. 
 
    I gasped at how strong it had been… feeling the glow fill me… suddenly realizing the guy had not cum inside me yet as he slowed to allow me to recover. I tried to settle my breathing a bit, then back to pushing on the wall as he hammered me again. 
 
    I could not hold back my groans any longer. The power of the earlier release simply pushed this one even higher. Another cock appeared on the other side, but I could not concentrate enough to take it in my mouth. I WAS the wanton slut that allowed men to take me in a gloryhole, to let any cock use me as they wished. I wanted to be that woman. 
 
    I could hear him moaning. The frantic pace of his driving took me higher. He was close! I pressed harder against the wall, wanting to receive his offering. Suddenly, I could feel the jerking spray of his spunk coating my vaginal canal. I came HARD on that blast. My entire body shaking with the pleasure. 
 
    We were two anonymous human beings, feeling the joy of our mutual pleasure. His hard grunting with each blast extended my pleasure as I squeezed tightly around the shaft that continued to pound into me. I could not stop the sensations as the rapture tore through me. 
 
    Finally, I collapsed on the floor as he pulled himself out. His cock still stuck through the opening as I tried to regain my breath. I heard a growl on the other side. ‘Clean me up’, the voice said. It was deep and demanding. 
 
    I didn’t know exactly what he meant, but got up anyway, staring at the cock hanging there, softening. It glistened with our combined juices. It called to me like a bee to a flower, compelled to feel it in my mouth again. 
 
    Abruptly, I could not hold back any longer, attacking the shaft with my mouth and tongue, licking every bit of moisture into my mouth. I had never tasted my own juices before, but found the experience to be a great ending to some wild orgasms. 
 
    I settled back on my heels after I cleaned him off, recovering. A white card appeared in the hole, attached to a massive black hand. ‘Call me if you want some more of that,’ he said. The card simply said ‘Malik’, and a phone number. I heard rustling clothes in the booth and the door. 
 
    Quickly, other cocks replaced them, but I loudly exclaimed my exhaustion. There was a groan of frustration from both sides, but I could do no more as I reached for the towels to clean the cum off my body. 
 
    Emotionally, I was coming down hard. And I mean HARD! Guilt for what I had done was pushing at my every pore. Tears were forming. I had gotten out of control, knew it was a major mistake. But the orgasms… So strong! But I could only think of Brooks at that moment, my betrayal of our marriage vows… not to mention our agreement for playing. 
 
    Suddenly, visions of my time upstairs filled me. I could feel Malik’s cum dripping out of my sex. I quickly grabbed my panties, pulling them up to trap the rest inside, got my clothes on, leaving the booth. I wanted to preserve as much as I could for my submissive. 
 
    The walk to my purchases, and then to the stairs, was quite uncomfortable. I had chosen to go in the booth, enjoyed the climaxes very much, but as I walked to the stairway, the guys stared at me. My arms full of bags. I had to look like I was just fucked, with my blushed complexion and tousled hair. I wondered which one’s came for me that night. None were black, so I knew Malik was not one of them. 
 
    My guilt about Brooks was eating into me. What was I going to say? I had the cum deposit to show him, but how could I explain how I lost complete control and offered my sex to a stranger? As I left the store, depositing the package in my car, a calm settled over me. He was the submissive, knew this was coming. He would take what I give him.

  

 
   
    12 / The Cuckold Emerges (Brooks) 
 
    Terra walked into the house at 11:30. The kids long in bed. She had been gone all evening. I heard her from my office, walking into the kitchen to greet her. What I saw sent chills through me… I knew in my bones someone had fucked her. Not sure how I knew, but I did. 
 
    “Where have you been?” I asked. 
 
    “Submissive, go to our room, take your clothes off, get into Position #1. Now!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    I would have to hold my questions for later, turning for the stairs, my t-shirt already coming over my shoulders. I was already in submissive mode before I hit the steps, giving control to my Mistress. 
 
    We had worked out a few signals between us, over the weeks of our playing, of how to tell when the play had begun and how I should behave. If she started a sentence with ‘submissive’, then I was to move immediately to sub mode and do whatever she said. Sometimes, she would give a time when she was planning to start. Still others, she would grab the back of my head, slamming our mouths together, then start barking instructions. In all those cases, I knew only absolute obedience would do. And I was happy to comply. 
 
    When she walked upstairs, I was on the bed, knees spread wide, hands under my butt. I looked at her, multiple bags in tow. 
 
    “What is all that?” I asked softly, looking at the bags on the floor. 
 
    “Did I say you could speak?” 
 
    “No, Mistress. Sorry…” 
 
    Terra threw the bags on the floor, stripped her clothes off as quickly as she could, scrambling on the bed. She held her panties above my head, ordering me to open my mouth. I did. She scraped the edge of the panty across my lips and a mouthful of white cream poured in. The taste was bitter and salty. 
 
    She threw them to the side, and her sex was suddenly right above my face. What I saw sent shock waves through me! Her sex was an absolute mess of her fluids and some man’s cum. Someone had definitely fucked her. She had just pushed a bunch of cum into my mouth! 
 
    “I made my first step into becoming your hotwife today,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if it was nothing. “I need to be cleaned up. Suck all the cum out of me, use your tongue to clean the rest.” 
 
    Then she dropped her crotch on my face. I was sputtering, coughing, with the sudden arrival of so many fluids. My mouth was already full of the spunk she squeezed there. Now everything that was left inside her came pouring out. I could taste more of the unfamiliar saltiness of the cum. 
 
    “Eat it,” she barked at me. 
 
    I was shaking so hard I needed the order to cut through my reaction. I stuffed my tongue inside, seeming to open a deluge of more cream that came out with each tongue thrust. I was trying to scoop, swallow, and lick, all while repulsed by what I was eating. 
 
    How could she want this from me? To eat the cum of a guy who had already fucked her! She hadn’t said anything about doing that! While I was using my tongue, my brain was flying in every direction. Is this the way it will be now, my new lot as her cuckold? She goes out whenever she wants, gets fucked, then comes home for me to provide ‘cleanup’? I shuddered at the prospect of what that meant for our future. 
 
    Yet my cock throbbed with its arousal. I was enthusiastically using my tongue as a scoop, pulling as much out as I could, and as a sponge, wiping all the rest from around her bare mons. She was flexing her Kegel muscles, pushing more cream into my mouth. That guy must have cum bucket’s worth! 
 
    Once she thought I had gotten most of it, she moved down to impale herself on my rod, using her knees to trap my arms underneath. I gasped out loud at the warmth of her pussy, struggling against the restraints. Oh, how I love the feeling of pleasure while being bound in place! 
 
    Something had heated her up. Yet, at the same time, it seemed looser, less tight against my shaft. I wondered if the guy was larger than me. Then she talked. 
 
    “Yes, my sub, this is the way we will always do this going forward. When I find another man to service me, you will eat all the cum they leave behind. Then fuck me for sloppy seconds.” She was grinding herself on me. As she spoke, I got harder and harder, the prospect of future cum-eating somehow getting me even more enlarged. 
 
    “I went to Caroline’s tonight to buy some supplies for our play,” she said. “While I was there, I gave your new hotwife a test run, going back to the gloryholes.” 
 
    I just stared at her, not sure how to react. 
 
    “I sucked off some guys then had one big black cock fuck me until I came so hard, I couldn’t breathe. I will definitely want to see that guy again!” 
 
    My gasp at this revelation only brought more laughter and derision from my Mistress. 
 
    “This is the way we will be, my sub. You are here to service me, in all my needs. Next time I get together with that big black guy, you will prep me by shaving, scrub me in the shower, then choose an outfit that you think he would like. Is that clear?” 
 
    I was still so shocked I couldn’t even respond, but I knew I was going to do whatever she asked. “Yes, Mistress,” was all I could get out. But my heart was sinking with her every word. We were finally here, the moment where our relationship changes. The bondage and painplay were fun, but just a variation on what we did before. 
 
    Now, she has become an independent sexual actor, going where she chooses. As her submissive, I had a choice: to follow her or leave the house. I knew those were my options. She had long ago made that clear. 
 
    Tears formed in my eyes as a Battle Royale waged in my soul, between the ecstasy of the super-heated pussy milking my rod and the jealousy/humiliation of what she was doing. My wife had gone out, fucked another cock, and was bragging about it to me. The humiliation was almost impossible to bear. Yet, I was so aroused, my body tingled with her milking me. My cock just got harder. 
 
    She must have noticed the tears, because she looked at me with those same steely eyes I noticed in our first fight of demanding to become a hotwife. “You knew this was coming, my little sub. Agreed to let me do it, did you not?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Then why the tears? You are doing what you said you would do, and I am doing the same.” 
 
    As she spoke these words, she began slamming herself on me, building to a shattering climax that took us both over the edge before I could answer. My cum flowed to mix into sloppy seconds, filling her canal once again. It had been several days for me, so I had lots to give. She did not seem to notice, her own orgasm absorbing all her attention as she flopped on top of me, being careful to keep my arms pinned underneath as I came with her. 
 
    “Oh… that was nice. I love it when you cum in me,” she giggled, “especially after another man has already made a deposit. I hope you have enjoyed the taste. Better get used to it. You will handle cleaning out your freshly fucked wife every time I go out.” 
 
    I was trembling now, her words tipping the war that was being won by arousal into a complete sweep by jealousy/humiliation! The sudden change in our relationship created a feeling of loss that was overwhelming my ability to keep it hidden. The tears were falling down my face now as I struggled to keep the outright sobbing in check. 
 
    Terra did not seem to notice. She got off me, walked into the bathroom, used a washcloth to clean herself down below, then came back into the room. “Want to see what I bought?” Her message was simple. My feelings no longer mattered. I was the submissive. I would do what I was told. Now the tears flowed, my sobs no longer quiet. 
 
    She suddenly looked at me, walked back into the bathroom, returning with a new wet cloth, sat on the edge of the bed. I was still in Position #1. She stroked my genitals with the wet cloth, cleaning all her juices away. 
 
    “Why the tears, my sub? Didn’t you agree to allow me to become a hotwife?” 
 
    “May I speak, Mistress?” 
 
    “Of course…” 
 
    “I didn’t know it would happen this quickly, or suddenly. I thought we would talk about it, allow me to get emotionally ready.” 
 
    “You are my submissive. You will do what I tell you. Is there a question about that arrangement?” 
 
    “No, Mistress, I understand.” The tears were flowing full out now, the hopelessness of my position finally dawning on me. We had finally arrived at the ‘take it or leave it’ moment she had promised. “The change just happened so quickly…” 
 
    “For us both, my love. I wasn’t planning on it either, but I couldn’t resist that beautiful cock when it came through the hole.” 
 
    “Thought gloryholes were anonymous. How are you going to get with him again?” 
 
    “He gave me his card on the way out.” 
 
    Shit… I said, under my breath. This IS the way it’s going to be. “You expect to do this a lot?” I asked. 
 
    “Whenever I want.” 
 
    Now I was shuddering again. What have I agreed to? 
 
    She did not even seem to notice it was an issue for me, nor care. “Let me show you what I bought…”

  

 
   
    13 / Understanding (Brooks) 
 
    The next three weeks went by like nothing had happened. We had several submissive play sessions, but she never went out again. We barely even spoke about the gloryholes. I liked to believe she knew her behavior before had been unacceptable. Of course, that didn’t turn out to be the case. 
 
    One morning, on a Saturday late in those three weeks, I noticed Malik’s card on her dresser. I didn’t recall it being there before. When she came into my office later that day, while the kids were down for a nap, I asked her about it. 
 
    “Malik was the guy at Caroline’s.” 
 
    “I know who he is.” I had been stewing about it all day, struggling to contain my anger. “Why is the card now on your dresser?” 
 
    “I called him, to see if he wanted to join us for our next Saturday all-nighter.” 
 
    “What? Don’t you think that’s something we should talk about first?” 
 
    “No. Why would a Mistress ask her submissive for permission to do anything?” 
 
    “Look, Terra…” I gave her as stern a look as I could muster. “We do this roleplay stuff… really enjoy it… but bringing a stranger into our marital bed is a big step that I think needs to be a shared decision. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Who said anything about bringing him to our marital bed?” 
 
    “You said he was going to join us…” 
 
    “Not here. I spoke to him this morning. He agreed to see us next Saturday and agreed that you could come along. We’ll spend much of the weekend at his place. He might even invite some friends to join us as we play.” 
 
    “Shit…” 
 
    “I think we are going to do some fun things that you might enjoy. I know I will.” 
 
    Her almost evil giggle shook me. “You going to make me eat you again… with his spunk inside?” 
 
    “Yes, my sub, only this time it will be fresh. You’ll be able to eat it all just after delivery! Imagine eating me after several guys have cum inside? You’ll love that…” 
 
    I must have blanched white because she started giggling. “You know your cock got even harder as you started eating my pussy that night, right? You loved it and don’t pretend different. You will be my full submissive during the time with Malik. Do whatever I tell you, without exception. Time to open up and be the cuckold we know you want to be.” 
 
    “And what the fuck is that? The cuckold I want to be… shit… You must be joking. This is all about you, babe, not me.” 
 
    “Get real! You have taken to submission completely. You belong there.” 
 
    I must have been trembling, because she came over to me, kneeling next to me as I sat stunned in my office chair. She put her arms around me, just like the loving wife she has always been. “You are free to stop this alternative lifestyle any time you want, my love. We have our agreed safewords, but those aren’t necessary. You tell me to stop, and I will.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that…” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    I knew how important this conversation was for our future relationship, but I felt tongue-tied, unable to get the right words out. I wanted to be her submissive, but doing it in front of other men? The idea of playing like we do in front of other men… A surprise came over me. If I hated it so much, then why am I getting hard right now? 
 
    “It would humiliate me!” I protested. 
 
    She noticed, of course, rubbing my growing cock through my gym shorts. “Of course it will! Isn’t that what you like? Imagine being on your knees in front of several men, doing their bidding! You are a submissive to the very core, my love. Own it. Be the submissive you want to be. I want you to give me full control. No boundaries, no limits. Give yourself to me completely.” 
 
    She pulled down the gym shorts I always wore in the home office… no underwear, of course… I was already hard as stone. She dropped her head to my lap, taking me all the way down her throat. Now when did she learn that? Her mouth was warm and soothing. I could never last long when she did this, but she pulled back, taking her own pants off. 
 
    “And not just to me, my love. You are going to submit to Malik or whoever else I tell you. I want complete submission.” 
 
    She turned her back to me, lowering herself onto my stiff rod, grinding herself slowly downward. As she did that, she talked again, but this time with a purpose. “Turns out, Malik is open to all kinds of play. He understands you are my sub and has agreed to be your Master for the night as well. I called Mom; told them we were going on a weekend getaway. They agreed to keep the kids for the entire weekend. That means, starting next Friday at 7 o’clock, you will belong to us for 48 straight hours, doing whatever we say.” 
 
    I was ready to explode at that point, but not because of her stimulation. The image of 24/7 submission had captured my mind, sending desire straight to my cock. We had talked about doing a weekend like that, but with guys added? 
 
    Then she dropped her real bomb, leaning back against me, using her arms to trap mine under her firm restraint while she worked my cock with her sex. Her face was right next to mine as she whispered in my ear. “My sub, I want you feel what I feel that weekend. You are going to suck his cock and maybe even be fucked in the ass by him. You will lie under me so you can watch up close how his huge log splits me apart, licking my clit while he pleasures me. Maybe, if his friends come over as well, they can spitroast you while Malik takes me. Wouldn’t that be fun?” 
 
    I was frantic in pushing up into her now, her words taking me into unfamiliar territory. The explosion of my release triggered her own as her body pressed backward, holding me tight to the chair as I grunted my pleasure. Being completely controlled by a group of men had sent my hunger into uncharted waters, for sure, full of the desire to lose control to them. The likelihood of sucking cock and being fucked was making me nervous, but I knew this was what she wanted. I would do anything for my Mistress. 
 
    She did not get off quickly, allowing me to grow soft as she continued her lecture. “See, my love. You want this. You no longer need to pretend otherwise. Over the last few weeks, I have gotten an excellent picture of how your need works. It’s about giving up control, isn’t it? That’s what gets you rock hard. You want to do all these dirty things, yes. But what you really want is to have someone else telling you to do them, to feel that loss of control. Look how hard you got just talking about it.” 
 
    “But the humiliation… What if they taunt me? Tell me I’m a weak man? Unable to take care of you? What will you think of me after that?” 
 
    “You are all those things,” she chuckled, kissing me on the cheek, as she sat up, “and I love you just as much. You are also a brilliant architect, a great father, a thoughtful and kind husband, and the man I love with all my heart. Embrace the totality of what you are. Allow them to say what they like. You love it when I humiliate you when we play. I’ll bet your cock will hardly go down the whole weekend.” 
 
    The anticipation was strong, that’s for sure. I looked at her as she stood. “What about you? Will you still love me if I am a complete submissive to all those men? How could you still love a weak man like that?” 
 
    “Got me there. A real mystery. But I do, with all my heart. And don’t even consider I would run off with Malik and his friends, leaving my family behind. The very idea is ridiculous.” She bent at the waist, moving backward, pressing her sex into my face. Our combined juices were everywhere. “Better get some practice, my love. Going to be doing this a lot. Malik told me he doesn’t use condoms.” 
 
    I reached up with my trembling hands, spreading her cheeks. She barked at me. “Leave your hands where they belong. Your tongue is the only allowed tool.” 
 
    So, I did, licking her as clean as I could, using my tongue to scoop my cream from inside. I would actively press her clit with that tongue until she was moaning. I pressed harder, circled faster, until she came. My arms then came up, but not to help, only to hold her up as she jerked with her release. 
 
    What kind of man would allow his wife to do whatever she wanted, no matter how humiliating? I no longer understood, but I knew for certain I WAS that man. If this were what she wanted, I would be the best cuckold she could ever have!

  

 
   
    14 / Getting Ready (Terra) 
 
    Over the next two weeks, my sex tingled constantly with the anticipation of Malik and his friends. And Brooks was receiving the positive end of that need… or the worst end, depending on your view. The first week, I took vacation days to spend more time at home. 
 
    Brooks had just finished the final designs for the new Nevada arena. They then sent these basic drawings to staff members to be rendered in architectural detail through AutoCAD. This meant he had a lighter schedule for the next couple of weeks. 
 
    Plus, the kids all continued going to their Day School. That left multiple hours in the house with just Brooks and his eager Mistress. 
 
    And I took full advantage. He could not wear clothing as I practiced with the new toys from Caroline’s. His back, butt, and thighs often covered with some form of red marking as I wailed my blows across him. His nipples and scrotum also abused. 
 
    Even to this day, I do not understand why he came so quickly when we were making love as we had for the first phase of our marriage, but now that bondage and submission were involved, he seems able to last much longer. I am now routinely able to cum when he enters me while bound. That had happened only a handful of times in the previous 8 years. 
 
    I also began training him for taking a lot of cocks. I used all the strap-on dildos to fuck his ass regularly, forced him to use the larger butt plug sizes for extended periods, to stretch his opening, and drove dildos down his throat. By the end of the week, he could easily take my largest dildos all the way down his throat and up his rear. Several times, while I was fucking him in the rear, he came without me even touching him. 
 
    Twice, I attached his wrists to the top of the bed, then did the same for his ankles, on the same posts. This left him bent completely in half, his hole and crotch fully exposed to whatever I wanted. I put a blindfold over his eyes and then left him. Randomly, I would step up with my silicone friends, pushing myself inside both his holes, pounding away until I got tired, then step away. I would jerk his cock while I slammed into him down below. I shamelessly edged him as I did this, finally allowing him to cum with explosive results, panting at the strength of the release. 
 
    Each evening, after the kids went to sleep, we would sit down with drinks to talk about what had happened that day. This was an amazing give-and-take. I asked him what he liked and didn’t like. I told him the same. At first, he was nervous about being too truthful. He claimed this was because he didn’t want to control what I would do, but as it became clear, I genuinely wanted his input. He grew more candid. 
 
    Turns out, he loved the anal stimulation and especially enjoyed being pegged with the strap-on while I pushed a dildo down his throat. I think he was getting excited about the possibility of Malik and his friends doing the same. 
 
    During these talk sessions, we grew closer emotionally. I enjoyed being his Mistress, wanted to do more. But that wasn’t really it. The love I felt for him, so challenged over the last couple of years, had come back full force as we explored these new desires. And he grew to love me back just as strongly. The reality of opening ourselves to each other in this new way had allowed us to become more open and honest emotionally as well. 
 
    We would always sit in the family room on the sofa, cuddled close as we talked. Frequently, the talking interrupted by his pulling my mouth to his, as we necked like middle schoolers at a spin-the-bottle party. 
 
    At night, we would sleep cuddling so close, I often woke with a cold hand because he had rolled on top of it. But I slept like a baby in his arms. 
 
    The following week, we did not play at all. If I had bought a cage, I would have trapped him inside one. I told him this was to build his anticipation for the real event… and that was true. But I was more concerned about what would happen in the sessions with the guys. I didn’t want Brooks to go in with stripes all over his ass. 
 
    There was a reason for my concern. Throughout this two-week period, I held a constant stream of conversations, emails, and texts with Malik, none of which included Brooks. He had rounded up three other guys, all large black men like himself. Each had assured him they will use Brooks as much as they did me. 
 
    Four aggressive men, one pussy and a new submissive! This could be a wondrous experience or a complete disaster. I had no way of knowing which in advance. I wanted to make sure that Brooks had every reserve he had available… in case the demands on him were stronger than expected. 
 
    Malik had some experience with BDSM, liked the idea of restraining Brooks while we took care of him, even asked me to bring my cuffs, restraints, and striking tools to use on him. This was my greatest fear. It was one thing for me to hit him: a fit, but small, woman. It will be an entirely new experience to be struck with force by physically powerful men. The difference in pain levels could be significant, I was sure. I was always careful not to leave any marks that would become permanent. Malik was unlikely to take the same care. 
 
    We needed every bit of our new emotional closeness and honesty to survive the weekend. It spun out of control from the moment we walked in the door, leaving both of us shaken before it was over. Late Sunday evening, when we walked through the door of our house after the weekend, I could only think of that old adage my mom had used so often in growing up: ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it!’ And did we ever. We were never the same afterward.

  

 
   
    15 / Domination (Brooks) 
 
    Thursday night, before the weekend was to begin, I took extra care to shave Terra carefully. This included the normal shaving of legs and underarms, but I wanted her sex to be as smooth as when she was born. After the shaving, I used body butter to make sure the skin was silky smooth as well. I think she might have cum while I was doing this. Ok, my constantly returning to her clit might have had something to do with that! 
 
    We spent a lot of time in her closet trying to decide what to wear. My selections were easier since I did not expect to have clothes on much of the weekend. Jeans and t-shirt. For Terra, she wanted to start each session with a spectacular outfit that they could take off. Since we didn’t know how many there would be, we packed several. 
 
    The breast-revealed Mistress set was first in the suitcase. An easy decision! We finally settled on two see-through teddies with matching thong, one blue, the other red, a near-transparent pale green silk robe with nothing to be worn underneath, and a light Japanese-style kimono robe she could wear around Malik’s place when we were eating or in-between the action. Neither of us expected we would sleep much. 
 
    As instructed by Malik, two hours before our arrival, I gave myself an enema to cleanse my backside. I also took a shower, paying extra care to make sure I was clean in all the areas they might find of interest. 
 
    Malik turned out to live in a very upscale part of town. His two-story Federal-style house was the only brick structure on the block. This style is quite common back east, but you don’t see it much in our Midwest city. The yard was immaculate and the white window frames with shutters well-maintained. 
 
    I pulled our suitcase and duffel bag full of toys and lubricant out of the trunk, slung the bag over my shoulders, wheeling the suitcase behind. Terra was wearing a tight yoga pants/cropped tube top combination that left all her features revealed, but not so much she couldn’t pop into a store if needed. Her sandals were simply nice flip-flops, nothing fancy. 
 
    She rang the doorbell right at the agreed 7 o’clock. The man that opened the door was huge. Not sure how else to describe him. Well into mid six feet and looked to be strong as an ox with muscles pushing out against a football jersey from our local NFL team. His skin was African dark with handsome features. I could see why Terra chose this guy. He was very handsome. 
 
    He had a smile that could light up the room, welcoming us both into his house. He shook my hand, then without hesitation, took Terra into his arms, kissing her deeply. I could tell this surprised her, but she did not resist. 
 
    “Welcome… welcome. We are so glad you came. We have been looking forward to this.” He looked at me and the equipment, then started giving instructions to me. “Take your suitcase upstairs to the 2nd bedroom on the left. Take your clothes off, leaving them in your bedroom closet. The toys should go back to the Master bedroom, last on the right. It is my understanding you do not wear clothes while playing. True?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” I replied. 
 
    “Good. When you are naked, go to the toy bag, put on your cuffs, get your largest buttplug and some lube, come back downstairs. Once you have returned to the bottom of the stairs, I expect your hands to be fastened behind your back before you walk into the living room, where we will be waiting. Your Mistress will retrieve the plug and lube. Is all that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “I should go upstairs with him,” Terra said. “I want to change into something else before we play.” 
 
    “That won’t be necessary,” Malik said. “You won’t be wearing much soon either.” I shuddered a little at his tone. I suspected Terra thought she was going to be an equal to Malik in dominating for the weekend. Malik’s tone made it clear there would be only one person in charge. 
 
    Terra’s face blushed pink with her sudden arousal but shook her head in agreement. She would stay. 
 
    I hauled the bag and suitcase upstairs, hanging the contents of the suitcase in the closet, placing underwear and other garments in the dresser. I took my clothes off and placed them in the drawers as well. I took the toys back to the Master Bedroom. 
 
    He was certainly ready for us, with electric candles all over the room, soft music playing in the background, and the bedclothes stripped. I looked closer at the bed. I could see leather restraints fastened to each bed corner. I shuddered a little at what that meant for me later in the weekend, but I was already hardening. 
 
    Downstairs, I heard a rising level of voices. Terra and Malik I recognized. Others I did not. The other guys must have arrived. Shit… I suddenly realized what I was about to do… walk into a room full of people, with me being the only one naked… and with cuffs on my limbs to further emphasize where I was in the gathering’s structure. 
 
    Again, I shuddered softly. I had made this choice. As my Mistress had instructed, time for me to own my choices, turning to walk down the stairs. As instructed, at the bottom of the steps, I fastened my wrists together with the attached snap hooks, keeping the butt plug and lube in one hand, then walked toward the voices, still in the kitchen. 
 
    What I saw shocked me. The other three men were surrounding Terra, who was already naked. They were sharing her in long, passionate kisses, while six hands pinched and fondled her to a stream of giggles that showed me she was enjoying the attention. Her nipples were hard as small stones. Her shaved mons could not hide the moisture that was already gathering. Their fingers were all over her and inside both her openings below. In-between giggles were moans of pleasure as they hit certain spots. 
 
    The three new guys were not as big as Malik, but all much larger than me. All were fit and seemed ready to take care of my new hotwife. I walked into the kitchen. Malik was the first to notice me. “Ahh… our sub has arrived. Come in…” 
 
    “Guys,” Malik said, “this is our play toy for the weekend. His name is not important. We will call him sub. He will address you each as Master throughout the weekend. If he does not do so, Terra has given us permission to swat him 5 times with my paddle for each infraction.” All eyes turned toward a large wooden paddle with holes drilled down the center that was leaning against the kitchen cabinet. It looked like one of those fraternity hazing paddles I had seen online. 
 
    “Now, sub,” Malik went on. “Fix us each a drink, bring them into the family room down that hall. We will wait for you there.” Each person, including Terra, gave me their drink order. Luckily, not complicated. Malik pointed to the liquor cabinet and then they all left the room. One guy picked up the paddle and took it with him. 
 
    My eyes could not leave them as my loving wife, surrounded by 4 black men, continued touching her actively. They knew what she wanted. And they were surely going to give it to her! 
 
    I unfastened my hands, turning to the task at hand. I went through cabinets, trying to find glasses, fixed the drinks, then more time to find a tray to carry them all. By the time I got in the family room, the action had already started. Malik was slamming into Terra on her hands and knees, while another guy was feeding her mouth with his cock. Her moans of pleasure were all I needed to see. 
 
    I sat the drinks down, refastened my hands behind my back, then stood over to the side to watch. Then I took in the room. They had pushed all the furniture to the edges. They angled a strangely shaped bench in the room, pointing toward what looked like a large daybed, where the action was. It was as big as a full-sized mattress. 
 
    When I walked in, two of the guys moved over to me, took a sip of their drinks, then took my arms and led me to the bench. I recognized it at once. This was a spanking bench. I had seen one in many BDSM videos. There was a narrow leather padded top for the body and long leg cushions for arms and legs. 
 
    One guy reached behind me, unfastening my hands, then forcefully pushed me down on the bench, knees and arms falling on the leg cushions. They attached wrists and ankles to the support beams. My position adjusted so my cock and ass hung over the back edge and my face was only inches from the front. They then angled the bench to make sure it forced me to watch all the action on the daybed. I knew this was going to be a long stretch, so I relaxed on the bench to watch my Mistress be taken. 
 
    Before I could get comfortable, I felt cool liquid on my rear bud. Then the guy pushed the butt plug I had brought down into my opening. I grunted at the sudden expansion, but quickly adjusted once it was in place. Terra glanced briefly at me when I made that noise. She smiled around the cock in her mouth, her eyes sparkling at what she saw. 
 
    This was just what she wanted. Her being pleasured. I forced to watch. With the promise of much more to come for me later. At the time, I don’t think she understood how far these guys were willing to go, but she soon found out.

  

 
   
    16 / Providing Service (Terra) 
 
    When they told me what they had planned for Brooks, I almost clapped with glee. This was exactly what I had in mind. Me being pleasured. He forced to watch. I stroked the padded bench along its length as they led me to the daybed at the front. Malik pushed me down on the bed. 
 
    I looked at him, annoyed. “No need to push,” I told him. 
 
    “I think you’ll do what we say, my love. Always,” he replied. A chill went through me as I suddenly realized how little control I had. That bench took on an ominous character. Once they had Brooks on that bench, they could do anything they wanted without Brooks even being able to get up, much less interfere. 
 
    But they wasted no time in getting to business. Once I was on my hands and knees on the daybed, Malik stepped up behind me and pushed himself home. Oh… the pleasure. I had forgotten how great his enormous cock felt inside me. I moaned loudly at the sudden start, pushing myself back against him. Then another guy stepped up to my mouth, filling that opening as well. 
 
    I lost complete track of time as I wallowed in the joy of all this man-meat. I had already cum once, with another close, when Brooks walked in with the drinks. His already hard cock told me he liked what he saw as he dropped the drink tray on the nearby cabinet. 
 
    Two of the guys split off. I could see some action out of the corner of my eye, soon seeing Brooks on the bench, his wrists and ankles fastened into place. A loud grunt brought my attention again. The redness of his face told me they had put the buttplug inside him. I turned as best I could to smile at him. He smiled back. They adjusted the bench, so he had to watch everything that happened to me. Then left him there. 
 
    As if this was a signal, the other two men returned to the daybed, turning their attention to me. It was fun at first, two holes filled, the rest of my body being touched, pinched, and fondled, but all this touching distracted my body from the natural buildup to release. I would get close, then they would pinch my nipples, or slap my breasts, or stop moving in my openings. They did this to me over and over, edging me so close, never letting me finish. I would swell close, then fall back. 
 
    I was groaning in frustration now as their laughter filled the room. 
 
    “Need to cum, don’t ya, bitch?” Malik scoffed. “You will cum when we say and not before. Is that understood?” 
 
    I no one had ever treated me this way. When I didn’t respond, the one in my mouth stepped away, picking up the paddle and began whacking Brooks with all his power. The shock of pain on his face shook me. 
 
    Malik just laughed. “When you disobey, our little sub here will receive everything you deserve.” 
 
    I cringed at every resounding slap on his rear. I could hear the impact. This was not fun pain, but the authentic kind. He was likely to have bruising for days after this, and we were just getting started. 
 
    “Now, let’s start again. When you reply to me, you always say ‘Master’ and I expect a reply. Is that understood?” 
 
    I watched Brooks, tears now falling down his face, as this guy gave him all he could. 
 
    “Yes, Master,” I replied. The paddling instantly stopped. 
 
    Brooks closed his eyes, trembling as his body tried to manage the flow of pain. I could see he was struggling. I had taken him to this point myself several times. When the toughest part passed, he reopened his eyes, looking at me, using a tight smile to look at me. ‘I’ll be ok,’ that smile told me. 
 
    “Now,” Malik said. “Let’s start again… see how long we can make this last. Do not cum until I say. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” was all I could think to say. I had to keep that paddle away from Brooks. 
 
    They were back at me again, continuing the same edging as before. I would get so close, then they would pull back. Soon, the edging was becoming painful, as every part of me filled with the need to cum. I lost track of time as the vicious cycle of pleasure/halting continued. 
 
    I was whimpering now, “Please… please…” 
 
    “Please what?” Malik laughed. 
 
    “Please, may I cum?” 
 
    “Beg for it.”  
 
    They were all laughing now as Malik slammed into my sex, hard driving stabs that electrified me. I was so close. “Please…. I beg you… let me cum… I need to cum.” 
 
    “No.” Then he pulled out completely. I gasped with the rising frustration. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed one guy left the room. 
 
    The last man laid on his back next to me. “Get on my man here. He needs some pleasuring too,” Malik commanded. 
 
    I crawled over to drop my sex down on his waiting rod. The pleasure was intense after my repeat edging earlier. My body was trembling with the need to let go. Then I felt a cool liquid on my ass. The last guy stepped up and pushed his cock in my rear bud. The lube helped, but he took no time to work it in, just slammed it home. I whimpered at the pain, having not done this since a boyfriend in college. Now they stretched both my openings to their limit. 
 
    Malik stepped up to the front. “My sweet, Terra. Time to get the real show going.” As he said that, the guy that left the room returned, an armful of our striking instruments clearly showing. Floggers, whips, crops, canes, paddles. Oh shit, they are going to do that to Brooks while they do me. 
 
    Moments later, Malik’s cock pushed as far into my mouth as it would go and I could hear the cries from Brooks around the room. The edging was now finished. This was a full-out assault on my body, and I could not help but respond. After all the edging, they keyed me up something fierce. 
 
    As soon as they started moving, Malik whispered in my ear, “You can cum now, as often as you like.” Their cocks pushed into me like they were ready to cum themselves. My orgasm came with a crash of stars in my head. I had felt nothing like this before. My body was flopping against the three huge logs as I screamed around Malik’s tool, muffling my response. 
 
    They did not slow down. I could hear Brooks’ continued outcry from the strikes, but I no longer cared. Once the releases began, they would not stop as the cocks continued taking me over the edge repeatedly. After my latest blast of release, Malik pulled out, turning my head to look at Brooks. 
 
    The man had moved behind him, was clearly fucking him with long strokes as a thin cane rained blows down his back. The look on Brooks’ face was like nothing I had seen before. A grimace of pain suffused with more pleasure than he could stand. He was groaning, whimpering, pulling his bonds so tight I could see the cords of muscles in his arms. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” Malik laughed. “Now it’s my turn.”  
 
    He walked over to Brooks. The other guy pulled out of him. Malik lubed his cock, then he slipped in behind Brooks, sliding himself in slowly. Brooks groaned and grimaced at the insertion. Even my biggest dildo was not as big as Malik. 
 
    Soon Malik was all the way in and moving back and forth. The grimace of pain on my love’s face turned into something completely different. One of pleasure as his mouth formed a large ‘O’ with each push. He was groaning now, pushing back against the rod. 
 
    The guys inside me began moving again and the fourth guy restarted the whipping on Brooks’ back. This time, using a bead flogger with strands of tiny plastic balls. This one really stung. I had used it on Brooks many times.  
 
    But I could not pay attention to that anymore. My own tormentors were back, coordinating their thrusts into my lower holes, and my body was loving it. Wave after wave of orgasms began again, shaking my body. 
 
    Brooks cried out again with the flogger hitting hard and often, but the grunting from Malik told me this was a vastly different experience. The pleasure of being fucked was offsetting the pain of the flogger. Brooks was crying out with the pleasure every time Malik would push forward. 
 
    Malik grunted loudly. I recognized that signal from Caroline’s. He was cumming in my husband’s ass. Brooks shook all over as the flogger continued to pressure his back at the same time. He was flopping underneath Malik, his own groan of release finally coming. I could see the white spunk flying out of his hard rod, onto the towel strategically placed under the bench. 
 
    Finally, I felt the two inside me explode with their own offerings. I collapsed on the guy underneath, panting for breath as my body tried to recover from the constant cumming. 
 
    Both guys came out of me as they softened, rolling me onto my back. One held my legs wide as the guy with the whip unfastened Brooks from the bench. 
 
    Malik whispered in his ear, “Time to service your Mistress. She wants you to eat all that cum out of her.” 
 
    Brooks scrambled off the bench, his face like a beeline for my crotch. He buried his face in my sex, lapping at every bit of white cream he could find. I was trembling at the odd pleasure this was bringing. As he scooped up the cream, then grazed my clit with his tongue, I came hard, my body flopping against his face. The guys were forced to hold my legs still to keep Brooks’ tongue in range. I almost blacked out from the power of the blast, stars exploding in my head. Even after it was over, the aftershocks of pleasure kept sweeping through me, causing me to quiver with the memory. 
 
    Malik was all smiles now. The other guys the same. Everyone helped us off the bed, slapping backs, hugging. ‘What a wonderful way to start the weekend!’ they were saying. I was simply in shock, looking down at Brooks. I think he was ready to pass out from exhaustion. 
 
    Malik handed out the trays with the drinks. Ice now melted, of course. Brooks was the only one without a drink. “Hey, subby,” Malik said, “how come you didn’t fix yourself one?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Master, you did not tell me I could do that.” 
 
    “Shit, man. Gotta have something to drink. What do you want?” 
 
    “Whiskey rocks.” 
 
    “I got all kinds of whiskey. What do you want?” 
 
    “Jameson?” Brooks asked. 
 
    “Of course, be right back.” He returned with his drink, robes, and towels. The towels were used to wipe us all off, but neither they gave Brooks nor I a robe. We were to remain naked. 
 
    I was sitting next to Brooks on the daybed, trembling in each other’s arms, still in shock from the experience. It felt so dangerous and shocking while they were doing it, but now that it was over, everyone was smiling and laughing. 
 
    Malik told Brooks to stand, made him spin around for everyone. ‘Oh, some good ones.’ ‘That one will last a couple days.’ ‘Crap, I could have sworn that rod would leave a mark.’ It was all so mellow and celebratory; Brooks and I could not help being pulled into the fun. 
 
    Finally, Malik looked at us both. “Well, what did you think about the first session? What you expected?” 
 
    I didn’t even know how to reply.

  

 
   
    17 / Being the Focus (Brooks) 
 
    The rest of the evening was nothing but conversation and laughter. Malik had ordered delivery from a local Italian place. We sat down at his dinner table, and all ate together, Terra and I at the center of the table. You would have thought we had just watched a ball game. The only difference was that Terra and I remained the only ones naked in the room. 
 
    Terra’s nipples were pointed during the meal, and not because of arousal. I could see the goosebumps on her arms as well. “If you don’t mind, Malik?” I asked. “We brought a robe I think would be acceptable for her to wear. She’s obviously chilly.” 
 
    “Sure, go ahead.” 
 
    I stood up, telling her I would get the green one. She nodded approval as I ran up the stairs to retrieve it. But by the time I returned, someone else sat in the seat next to her and the one at the end left open. Malik just looked at me with a soft grin, giving me a wink. 
 
    I held the robe up to Terra, allowing her to put her arms through. All the guy’s wolf whistled and praised the see-through robe. Then I dutifully sat at the end. 
 
    Thankfully, Terra was back to being at the center of the men. I on the outside. I pulled back from the conversation completely, lost in my own thoughts. Soon, it was as if I wasn’t in the room. Even Terra only turned to smile at me occasionally. The only person who noticed my turn to introspection was Malik, who smiled at me with a knowing grin, as if we shared a secret. 
 
    Truthfully, I did not mind the alone time. This gave me a chance to reflect on what had happened earlier. I wanted Terra to continue being the focus of the group, to get fucked as often as she wanted this weekend. I had discovered some important things about myself tonight. 
 
    Several of those discoveries were going to require some later reflection. Some genuine surprises. For example, I really enjoyed being fucked. Oh, yes. Enjoyed that very much. And being fucked while being whipped at the same time?! Oh my! That may have risen to one of my all-time favorite sexual acts. 
 
    Whether it was from his size or his technique, I wasn’t sure, but I came while Malik humped me. That had not happened when Terra had used the strap-on. My back and ass were scratchy from the striking, but I knew from experience that all evidence will disappear in a day or two, at most. 
 
    The second thing I learned is my pain tolerance is quite high. When the guy paddled me with all his might, the first couple hurt, but the rest felt better and better as he went on. Even the whipping and flogging later felt great! Not sure why my body responds this way. Yet, it surely does. 
 
    Third, I did not feel bad watching my wife being pleasured by these men. No anxiety, jealousy, or outrage. Not one bit. All the angst I had worried about was completely absent. 
 
    Last, and the one negative of the night. I did not like at all the way Malik treated Terra as his own personal slave. He used me being tied to the bench as a weapon to force her to do what he wanted. I didn’t like that… Not at all! We were going to have a conversation about that in the morning. I may resist being put in a similar position for the rest of the weekend to prevent myself from being a lever against her. I want Terra to make her own decisions, for her own pleasure, and not pressured to do so because of me. 
 
    By the time our play session and dinner were over, it was well past 11. Everyone agreed to get some rest, because we were going to be busy the rest of the weekend. 
 
    Terra and I went up to our room, got into bed, and dropped asleep. We had both been put through a physical session during the evening. However, to say we got sleep would be strong. After 1, one guy whose name I still did not know, came into our room, fondling Terra. She responded as soon as she awoke, and they started making love right next to me on the bed. Luckily, it was an enormous bed. He took it to her for an hour while I laid there next to them. 
 
    Oddly, for me, this was harder to watch than the group session. She was making love to this guy. Slow, loving, lots of kissing and passion. THAT was hard to watch. Though, curiously, as soon as they finished, he went back to his own room and she returned to her cuddling against me, swiftly back to sleep. 
 
    Around 4, another guy came into the room. This time, he picked Terra up after she awoke, taking her to his room. I heard them moaning moments later. Soon, I heard more moaning. I went out to see. They had left the door open a crack. I could see her in there with two guys. Again, this was not a hardcore fuck session, but making love slow and gentle. The two men were sharing her between them. 
 
    Once I knew she was safe, I went back to our room, listening to them from a distance. They were certainly loud enough to remove all doubts about what was going on. I was so tired; I fell asleep to the sound of moaning. An hour or two later, she walked back into our room, cuddled up next to me, and was fast asleep again. 
 
    No one else came in that first night. When we woke the next morning, still cuddling with each other, Terra got up, closed the door to our room, came back to bed. She drove my cock down her throat, pushing me hard until I exploded down her throat. 
 
    “What was that about?” I asked her, chuckling once I had recovered from the hard cum. 
 
    “Just didn’t want you to feel left out,” she giggled. 
 
    “I’m ok, babe… really… This weekend will be an eyeopener for both of us, I think.” 
 
    “Are you ok with me having these private sessions as well?” Her tone was nervous, as if she were uncertain of what I would say. 
 
    I just laughed, pulling her close to me, kissing her deeply, even though I could still taste my cum on her lips. Or was it just my cum? I chuckled to myself. “I’m good. Get fucked as often as you can. You have my open permission to do whatever you want this weekend. If you wanted me to, I would leave you here and come back on Sunday night. I want YOU to be the focus, not me.” 
 
    “NO!” she cried out, sitting up in bed. “Please don’t go. Last night… there was a moment when Malik turned weird, like he was going to hurt you if I didn’t do what he wanted. Nothing happened, but it creeped me out. Please stay…” 
 
    “I have no intention of leaving, my love. I was just telling you that to make sure you understand. Fuck whoever you want this weekend, as often as you want.” 
 
    “Thank you. I appreciate your being willing to go along with my…” 
 
    “No, stop right there,” I cut in. “I am not doing this because I’m going along. That was a long time ago. Didn’t you get the memo?” She giggled at one of our standing jokes. We had seen the memo thing in some movie and ever since, it had become something we drag out whenever one of us misunderstands the other. 
 
    “Things have changed, my love,” I said. “I am your submissive, and I guess in this context, your cuckold as well. I WANT you to have these experiences and am happy that we could find men like Malik that can satisfy you. Be the slut you wish. Let out all that hidden lust. How many times are you going to have so many willing cocks to satisfy you? 
 
    “Do not give me another thought while we are in this house. And I mean that. If they tied me in one room and took you in another, have the fun you want. I will not feel bad about being left out. 
 
    “Plus, I saw that drama last night. Was at the receiving end of the paddle, remember? Do not worry about them hurting me. One, I quite enjoyed that paddling. But no one living in a handsome home like this will intentional hurt you, with all the legal ramifications that would bring. He must be a prominent business owner or government official.” 
 
    “I have sent emails to myself in the office about where we were going to be this weekend, along with his name and phone number. Though not what we were doing, of course. The police would be all over this place if we vanished. He would not take that risk. I think we are safe here.” 
 
    “Just allow yourself to go along and have fun. Even if they turn harsh on me, do not worry. I can take the humiliation and quite enjoy the pain…” I gave her a wry grin to let her know I was only half kidding. “… though if they want me to lick boots or allow someone to pee on me, I hope you will step in. Ok?” I was smiling fully at that last. Humiliation was one thing. Degradation and dehumanization were something entirely different. 
 
    She knew what I meant. “I will not let them do anything like that,” she giggled, then got quiet… “I sure hope you get fucked again. I enjoyed watching that very much. You came when Malik was humping you, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I did,” I assured her. “Very enjoyable experience. Maybe I’m bisexual or something. Who knew?” 
 
    “Let’s hop in the shower,” she giggled, stroking my arm in her usual loving manner. “I could use one of your patented scrub downs.” 
 
    “I would be happy to, Mistress.”

  

 
   
    18 / A Busy Day (Terra) 
 
    After we got out of the shower, I hugged Brooks closely, again thanking him for allowing this to happen. I knew he was ok with it, or at least said he was, but I also felt a little guilty because so much of the day today was going to be focused on me, and so little on him. At least that’s what I thought. 
 
    When we came downstairs, I wore the green robe while Brooks remained without clothes. The three friends were still sleeping, it seemed. I giggled at that, considering I was the reason they were so tired! But Malik was up, coffee brewing. He had spread bagels, toast, and cereal out on the table. I looked over at the clock on the kitchen wall. It was already 10 in the morning. 
 
    “Still feeling good about another day?” he asked us both. 
 
    “Sure,” Brooks answered at once, not waiting for me. “What’s on for today?” 
 
    “Our main plan is to fuck the lovely here every way we can think of. For you… frankly, the same thing. I very much enjoyed that ass of yours, was hoping to do it again.” Brooks blushed at his words. I could tell he really liked it, too. 
 
    Then Malik did something very curious. He winked at me, like his desire to fuck Brooks was our little secret. I had asked him to do that, but the secret was out… or was there something more? Now that I look back, he REALLY enjoyed fucking Brooks. Maybe Malik is the bisexual in this grouping. Last night, after the guys started parading into our bedroom one by one, I thought for sure that Malik would come, but he didn’t. He might prefer men for his one-on-one action… Maybe he will come into our bedroom tonight and… 
 
    Just as I began those thoughts, the other three guys came into the room. All of them looked hung over, but I knew it wasn’t alcohol that caused the dragging butts! It was MY willing tushy! 
 
    They all greeted me with a hug and kiss, said hi to Brooks and Malik, then sat down to eat. 
 
    Since we were all here, I wanted to get something out of the way. Bothered me last night. I stood up at the table. All eyes turned toward me… my nipples were already hardening, just at their looks. 
 
    “Guys, I would like to do introductions. I feel weird getting… well… having you all inside me when I don’t even know your names. I would like to change that this morning. I’ll start. My name is Terra and our submissive for the weekend is my husband Brooks. You all know Malik, so…” I waved my hand at the other three. They all looked at Malik. He nodded his approval. 
 
    “Names Tyler. Work closely with Malik on several projects.” Tyler was the nearest to Malik in size, but his skin was more milk chocolate than Malik’s dark. He was just as strong, though, as I had experienced when he picked me up, right off the bed, and carried me to his room last night. 
 
    “My name is Marcus. Live down the street from here. Been friends with Malik since childhood, played on the same high school football team.” You could tell he was a football player. But not the linebacker, lineman, or tight end variety like Malik. Probably runner or safety. Still strong. He had a cock that would not quit when he took me right next to Brooks last night. 
 
    “My name is Bill. Newcomer to town. Met Malik at a swinger’s club some years back. Have played with him regularly ever since.” Bill was the smallest of the men, build-wise, though still larger than Brooks. But his tool had many admirable qualities. I giggled to myself. He gave me some spectacular orgasms in our threesome bed last night. He and Tyler were obviously regular play partners, the way they coordinated efforts in taking me in our overnight session. 
 
    “Thank you. I feel much better knowing who I am going to fuck the rest of the weekend!” I giggled at my language, but that laughter got everyone out of the morning doldrums. 
 
    “Malik,” Bill said, “what’s on the agenda for today?” 
 
    “Everyone wants to know…” Malik laughed. He stood up. My eyes got wide as I noticed he was already hard. He pulled off his pajama bottoms. Even after having it in me several times, I still could not help but gasp at its size. He walked around to my end of the table, pushed all the breakfast materials out of the way, then bent me over at the waist, onto the table, flipping my robe up. 
 
    “Here’s my plan,” he said, gripping his cock and pushing it inside me. Luckily, I get wet quickly, and already aroused at the introductions and memory of last night. He slipped straight in with only minimal discomfort. I gasped loudly at the entry, moaning at the incredible pleasure. My eyes caught Brooks, as he smiled, shaking his head in approval. 
 
    Malik was not pounding me today. This was simple entry and exit, a smooth passage while he talked. “I think for the rest of the day, we can just have fun with our duo here. Let’s call it open-use Saturday. Until we all get together tonight at… say… 7, either of our duo is open for anything we want them to do.” 
 
    He was really giving it to me now, as my panting and whimpering became more pronounced. 
 
    “I think our lovely here is willing, aren’t you?” Malik asked. I could only nod my head yes in-between his thrusts and my moans. “What about you, sub? Willing to do whatever we ask?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” Brooks responded. 
 
    “Good,” Malik said, pointing me toward the steps, “then while I finish up with the lovely here, go back up and get your cuffs on. I see bondage and other things in your immediate future.” 
 
    Brooks just nodded his head, nearly sprinting up the stairs to our room and his cuffs. 
 
    In the meantime, I was near cumming when Malik abruptly pulled out. “Anyone else want a try, since I was the only one NOT getting any last night?” He gave one of those lecherous leers to the guys in the room. Chuckles spread. Everyone thought they had gotten away with something! 
 
    Bill was out of his seat and inside me before I could catch my breath from the abrupt pullout. He scooted me around the edge of the table, so my face was near the edge. Tyler was his partner of choice, apparently. He got up and pushed his cock near my mouth. He was only semi-hard at this point. 
 
    “Time to suck me again, babe,” Tyler laughed. I guess he remembered my sucking during our overnight threesome. I opened my mouth, and he pushed it in. They lost me after that, started cumming in the first few minutes, and couldn’t stop cumming until they stopped. 
 
    I noticed from the side that Brooks returned, still naked, but now with cuffs on all limbs. 
 
    Malik stood up, looking at him with a fierce look. “Fasten your hands behind your back,” he told Brooks, then looked at Marcus. “Want to join me in pleasuring our new sub?” ‘Yes, I do,’ he responded. 
 
    Then they walked Brooks to a door that opened to a downward staircase. And that was the last I saw of him until after 5 o’clock. Until then, I was the captive of Bill and Tyler. 
 
    Their stamina amazed me. They would pound into me until we all came (me more than once, of course), then take a brief break, then go at it again. They took me on the table, on the sofa, back in their bed, on the lounger from the pool, which they had pulled onto the covered back porch. They took me in my sex, in my ass, in my mouth, individually and twice with double penetration. 
 
    We swam a little, but had to be careful. The privacy fence was only 8 feet. The pool was tucked between the house and garage, so only one house could see the pool, but that neighbor had a clear view from the second story. No lights were on in the house, so I suspected no one was home. Still, naked in the pool was ok, but we would run in and out of the porch quickly to minimize exposure. 
 
    In the end, it did not matter. I came so many times during that day I was struggling to catch my breath. These two knew how to give a lady what she wanted. Brooks wanted me to let my slut out to play. I did that… all day long! 
 
    The highlight was out on the lounger. Bill on his back. I mounted him, then Tyler entered my rear opening from behind. I alternated kissing them by turning my head back and forth. The passion mixed with the penetration! So nice… I came and came and came… 
 
    Late in the afternoon, around 4, we were all worn out. I invited them back to our room for a nap. We made love again in the bed, but were quickly asleep, entangled in each other’s arms. 
 
    Only then did I wonder what had happened to Brooks. He had disappeared into the basement.

  

 
   
    19 / Learning to Submit (Brooks) 
 
    I followed Malik down the stairs as Marcus came behind. Like so many of my discoveries since starting this BDSM journey, my heart was pounding with both the fear of what was to come and the delicious anxiety of how I would react to feeling new levels of pleasure/pain. 
 
    Since we started, I had done a lot of reading about people like me. People who somehow transform pain into exquisite pleasure. Masochists like me don’t transform the pain… it still is painful… we just enjoy the pain as a sexual act. 
 
    In my case, I get rock hard during the process. The pain is a decidedly sexual act that excites me beyond anything I have experienced outside bondage and painplay. I get rock hard and stay hard for extended periods. Luckily, I have a partner that seems to love giving me the pain, allowing me to feel the excitement. 
 
    Others have said the pain seems to drain them sexually, giving them a calm feeling after it is over, something like the endorphin high that an athlete gets after running. They enjoy the pain just as much, but these people find their erection deflates during the pain process and often cannot get hard again for some time afterward. Thinking about the act, experiencing the anticipation, can and is very sexual for this group. They report strong erections, but not afterwards. I was glad not to be in that group. This has vastly improved my Mistress’ sexual satisfaction. 
 
    Now, as I followed Malik toward a brown door on the side of the finished basement, naked with my hands fastened behind my back, that delicious mixture of fear and desire was almost jumping out of my chest. 
 
    The excitement had left me hard as stone, hard with the anticipation of what was coming. This wasn’t Terra hitting me to get herself aroused. These men hit hard… with purpose. I had already felt that sting with the paddle last night. 
 
    Malik stopped at the door, looking back at me with a wicked grin that further inflamed my anticipation. He appeared to be like Terra, a Master who enjoyed delivering the pain as much as the sub enjoyed receiving his offering. 
 
    The door had a keypad lock. He typed in the code. The bolt slid back, and we walked in. He hit a switch on the side, bringing a soft glow to the room. This was a full-blown dungeon. He really was into this! I guess we know where he got the spanking bench! 
 
    My architect’s mind quickly recognized the planning and care taken in this room. The lighting was indirect, softly imbuing the dungeon with enough to illuminate, but not enough to interfere with the sensations the sub experienced. The floor used industrial carpeting. It was soft and warm enough to be comfortable to bare feet, but hard enough to be uncomfortable when kneeling. 
 
    Mirrors covered one entire wall. A row of cabinets lined the adjacent wall with racks above the cabinets holding every form of striking instrument I could imagine, from floggers to whips, canes, and paddles. Again, my architect’s mind was cataloging. He had grouped all instruments and organized them as if there was a progression in mind. I could easily see him starting at the easier flogger end and progressing to the rattan cane and long riding crops. 
 
    They had returned the spanking bench to its rightful place on the side. A St. Andrew’s Cross was against the far wall, opposite the cabinets, with an open space near the cross, with chains hanging from the ceiling. 
 
    “See the Xs on the floor?” Malik said, not really a question. “Place one foot on each X, then do not move.” 
 
    I did as instructed. Marcus dropped to his knees right in front of me, taking my cock in his mouth. The pleasure was amazing, but I could tell by his face and the way his eyes kept looking up at me that Marcus was enjoying this as much as I. 
 
    Then Malik talked. “Bisexuality, you may know, exists on a spectrum, from mostly gay to mostly hetero and everything in-between. You, for example, enjoy the sensual pleasure of male contact, especially anal sex. I could tell how much you enjoyed being fucked last night. But you are essentially a hetero guy who likes this pleasure as a sideline. Marcus and I are at the other end of that spectrum. We enjoy some hetero contact, even seek it out, but mostly enjoy gay sex for our own pleasure. You will not need to worry about me coming to take your lovely bride away in the middle of the night, though I understand Marcus here had a pleasant taste right next to you.” 
 
    I could feel Marcus’ agreeing hum on my rod. He certainly gave it to her. Terra told me he was the best from last night, giving her multiple orgasms. 
 
    Malik continued, “We have something planned for you tonight. Bill & Tyler have agreed to take your bride for an extended nighttime romp. Marcus and I will bring you to our room for a slightly different session. We want you to experience the entire range of possibilities while you are here this weekend. You do not have any say, since you are the submissive here, but I know anticipation can be a major part of the experience. I wanted you to think about what is coming.” 
 
    The pressure of Marcus on my cock was getting very intense. “Please, Master… if he continues that, I am going to cum… soon.” 
 
    “Good. You will cum many times this day, I promise. We brought you here, separate from your lovely wife, so you could let go, allow the real submissive to come out.” I tensed up. How did he know I controlled my reactions so she would not see how much I genuinely loved the pain? 
 
    Malik just chuckled. He could see the surprise on my face. “Everyone does this. There is no surprise. I have had many submissives here who have told me the same thing. A relationship with a wife is a delicate balance, right? No one wants to cause long-term damage because of something that is said or done in a session. We are here, just the three of us, so you can let go completely. Scream, holler, cry out. Let your body do what it wants. Enjoy the pain as much as you like. This room is completely soundproof. Besides, if I know those two upstairs, she will not miss you as they give her all the cock she can take. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Marcus suddenly pulled back, as if this was a signal. Malik was standing next to a control panel. He hit two buttons. Chains descended from the ceiling and two eyelets rose from the floor. Marcus adjusted my feet slightly, attaching each cuff to an eyelet, as Malik stepped over to attach my wrists to the ceiling chains. He walked back to the buttons, and the chains rose. Soon, my arms stretched in an X-position, both arms and legs spread as far as they could. 
 
    “Comfortable?” Malik asked. “We want the spread to be wide enough to experience the pleasure of bondage, but not so much that it cuts off circulation in limbs. You are going to be here for a while,” he chuckled at that last. 
 
    “Yes, Master. Comfortable.” I was actively trembling now. My cock was simply throbbing with the anticipation. Marcus had given me a taste of what was to come, and I wanted more. 
 
    “See Marcus,” Malik said. “I told you he would enjoy this.” Marcus was still on his knees, eyeing my cock like he could not wait to get back to his own pleasure. 
 
    Then Malik chuckled again. “Patience, my friend. You will get back to sucking soon.” Malik reached into a drawer, pulling a chain out and throwing it to Marcus on the floor. He grabbed two more chains, walking over to my front, allowing another chain to fall to Marcus. 
 
    “Our Marcus here really enjoys oral sex. He loves to suck a stiff cock and feel the cum flowing down his throat, don’t you, my friend?” Marcus just nodded his head in agreement, his eyes never leaving the man-meat protruding in front of me. “After this weekend, if you ever feel the need to have your cock sucked, just give Marcus a call. He will come to you, or you can go to him. He is quite submissive in this way. Will do it anytime you ask.” 
 
    Malik nodded to Marcus. He reached for the first chain. This turned out to be what I later learned was called a zipper-clamp, a series of small clamps attached to a chain. Marcus attached each to my scrotum along a line crossing the entire bag. The clamps were small and hurt little at first, but as each new one clasped onto my skin, the burning became quite intense. 
 
    As soon as the clamp was in place, Marcus went back to sucking. I watched him closely this time. Malik was right. The guy loved to do that. I could see the pleasure on his face. 
 
    Malik placed his own clamps on my nipples. They were large pieces of metal with a small screw at each end. Once he released them on my tender buds, he reached up, screwing them tighter. The pain coursed through my body, like pulses going straight for my cock. A chain attached the two nipple clamps. 
 
    Malik pulled on the chain, gently at first, to make sure they were attached correctly. With a tap on the head to Marcus, he yanked hard. Marcus did the same on the zip-chain while he went at my shaft with a feverish obsession. 
 
    The combination of cock pleasure and intense pain shattered all control. I could not help myself. A cry came out of my lips, a cry of pure release. “Oh god… Oh god…” Malik and Marcus were pulling the chains in all directions, increasing the torment. 
 
    This, combined with his active mouth, pulled the cum out of me like a cannon blasting its charge! I exploded into his mouth and through my body, pulling tightly against the bonds, feeling the most full-bodied orgasm of my entire fucking life! 
 
    The pleasure/pain washed away all resistance, every barrier. I cried out, a full-throated cry of sheer joy! My body flopped against the bonds, guiding the sensations, feeling them course through me. 
 
    I was suddenly struggling to breathe, panting, still trembling from the power of the release. I had experienced nothing like that before. 
 
    Marcus pulled off my cock, and I felt a stripe across my back. Malik was behind, hitting me repeatedly with something I could not name. They had no intention of letting me recover. 
 
    While he struck, Marcus stood, taking the extra chain from Malik, looping it through the nipple and ball chains, forming a lever to allow both to be pulled at the same time. As Malik wailed on my back, ass, and thighs, changing striking tools every few minutes, Marcus pulled on the nipple and ball clamps. 
 
    In moments, I had gone from the excruciating pleasure/pain of my cumming to a full body awash with pure pain. I was moaning, grunting, crying out, thrashing my body about as the pain pushed every nerve ending. The pain came harder and harder as Malik moved up the pain wall to use paddles and canes. The intensity! Shit… 
 
    Suddenly, inside me, I felt a change happen. The pain no longer hurt in the way it did before. I was somehow channeling the pain straight into my cock. I could almost feel the flow. I groaned with the unexpected sensations. 
 
    Despite the surge that shook me, I looked down. I was already hardening again. But I could not concentrate on that. The striking was growing ever stronger behind. 
 
    Malik stopped hitting, leaned up to my ear. “Fun… isn’t it?” I could not speak, just nodded. “You newbie… we’re just getting started.” Then a thin slice of pure pain flew across my back. Had to be a cane, I thought in the back of my mind. 
 
    That pain was so intense I started trembling. The stripes went up and down my body, severely pummeling my ass and upper thighs. The trembling became an uncontrollable flopping against my bonds, my eyes closing to try for the same flow I had done before, but the volume of pain was too great, unmanageable. 
 
    Then suddenly, Marcus grabbed my now hard rod, pulling the zip-chain across my balls so hard, the chain flew off the bag. A piercing pain shot up in my groin. I could feel my cock harden with the pressure. I screamed with the pain. 
 
    Marcus reached up, unsnapping the clamps from my nipples. This pain was the worst of all, much worse than when they went on. I was thrashing against the bonds, screaming with my torment. Marcus leaned forward, sucking fiercely on the tender buds, just as he began stroking my rod with purpose. 
 
    Behind, the pain stopped, but I felt something lubed and large suddenly violating my ass. It was impossibly large, stretching my ring until I almost cried out, before getting smaller, staying in place. A buttplug. 
 
    The combination of the plug and stroking pulled my second release forcibly from my body. I grunted with each rope that flew out onto the floor, finally collapsing against the chains above, no longer able to support myself. 
 
    Malik and Marcus started clapping and laughing. “Told you,” Malik said. “Now pay up.” 
 
    Malik moved in front of me, now naked. The glory of his body mesmerized me. Strong, muscular chest, flat abs, bulging arms. The man was a fine example of the male form. And that cock! Fully extended now. He really enjoys being the Master. 
 
    Marcus fell to his knees in front of him, taking that enormous member fully down his throat. I gasped, unable to imagine ever getting that log all the way down my opening. 
 
    “Marcus bet me we couldn’t make you cum twice in the X. I was happy to take that bet. Of course, I had an inside line. Terra had told me how you respond to pain. I knew if we pushed harder, you would rise to the challenge. Guess I was right, huh Marcus?” All Marcus could do was nod as he devoured his shaft. 
 
    I was just coming out of my stupor as I watched them, still hanging from the X. The buttplug was creating a glow in my backside that was so nice… 
 
    Malik was already fully charged, ready to blast, but he pulled himself out of Marcus’ eager mouth, walked over to release the chain holding me up, unfastening my arms. “Get down on all fours,” he told me. 
 
    I went to the floor, my head up, unable to take my eyes off the log in front of me. He was whipping it furiously now, intent on cumming. I just stared at it, unaware of what was about to happen. 
 
    He grunted deeply as his first rope of spunk flew straight into my face, the warmth of the spray sizzling against my skin. The second landed near my mouth. “Open wide,” Malik said, moving closer, aiming straight for my mouth. He came in buckets, filling my mouth. I tried to swallow it all, but there was just too much. It leaked out onto the floor. 
 
    Malik then reached down to my head, pushing it to the small globs on the floor. “Lick it, all of it. Leave nothing on the floor.” 
 
    My tongue shot out at once, trying to do his bidding. I did not give it one thought. Obedience was my choice. 
 
    After I got the rest off the floor, they unfastened my legs. Malik went up to grab some lunch. It was already past 1 in the afternoon. We sat in the basement TV room like old friends, chatting about life, sports, politics, the usual detritus of daily life. Both Marcus and Malik had put on robes. I was the only one left naked, with the buttplug still tingling its way into my mind. 
 
    By 2, they had me back in the room, strapped again to the spanking bench. They used a range of spanking tools on me, but I was still sore from the earlier session, so they mainly took my holes. Both my mouth and ass used repeatedly throughout much of the afternoon. 
 
    They used their own handsome instruments, but also a range of dildos, plugs, and vibrators. During this session, they brought out the violet wand to use electric shock all over my body. I received deposits from both guys and came twice more myself. 
 
    By 4, I was a husk of exhausted flesh, struggling even to keep my head up. Cum continued to drip out of my ass after receiving their two loads. They took me to the TV room, spread me on a large sectional, and I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

  

 
   
    20 / Transition (Brooks) 
 
    I awoke a little shaken, taking several moments to remember where I was. They had placed a blanket over my body as I laid on the sectional. The lights dimmed. The guys were nowhere to be seen. A clock on the cable box told me it was past 5 in the early evening. 
 
    I got up, went to the restroom, looking at my back. It was red and laced with stripes, but none were so deep they would last long. Considering how hard he hit, surprised there were no welts. Malik told me later, at my question, that he uses a flick of the wrist, not the full arm swing. This keeps the rod on the surface of the skin and does not penetrate as deeply. I marveled at his technique. It still hurt like a motherfucker! 
 
    When I walked upstairs, only Marcus was in the family room. He was watching some ballgame. I waved to him as I passed. My only thought was Terra. When I got up to our room, I laughed to myself. Shouldn’t have worried. She was on our bed, her limbs entangled with Bill and Tyler, looking thoroughly fucked. 
 
    How far we had come, I suddenly thought. I remembered that brutal fight over her wanting to become a hotwife. Now, here she is, fucked so many times, I could still see the cum dripping out of her sex, with me feeling only joy that she could experience that. And me? Crap… experiencing some of the best sex of my life… from men, no less! And loving pain like it was a super drug! We had come a long way in the last four months. 
 
    I heard some whispered words from the Master bedroom down the hall, turning to see Malik waving me toward the room. As soon as I was in the room, he pulled me into a kiss that I could not help but give into. No man had ever kissed me before, but somehow, this was perfectly right. My one response, as a submissive, was to give myself to my Master, kissing him back just as passionately. This man pulled me in like iron to a magnet. 
 
    My cock rose to the occasion quickly. Malik grabbed a hold of my rod, squeezed it a couple times. “Don’t want to get our friend worn out, do we? I want to save that for later tonight… for Marcus and I.” 
 
    Still not understanding what he meant by that, I knew what he wanted, pulling back from the embrace. 
 
    “I want to set the bed restraints for tonight,” Malik said. “Lay on the bed in a full X, your head at the foot.” 
 
    I gingerly laid on the bed, knowing my back would scream in protest, but did it anyway. It wasn’t as bad as expected. A light tingling sensation. Malik pulled leather restraints out from each post, adjusting them so I was tight in that position. 
 
    He pulled a small flogger out of a drawer, then started striking my cock with it. I winced at each blow, not because it hurt so much, just from the idea of having my crank lashed. Malik started laughing. “I think you would like this. Close your eyes.” 
 
    I closed them, waiting tensely for something to happen. Eventually, I relaxed, thinking he must have left the room. As soon as I relaxed, he gave my cock multiple hard strikes with the mini flogger. I gripped the bonds fiercely, crying out with the surprise. 
 
    My eyes flew open as I heard Terra running into the room. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Malik did not miss a beat, handing Terra the flogger. “Keep at him.” She was happy to, recovering from the initial shock. She took the flogger, striking my now rigid man-meat. 
 
    Malik walked over to the drawer again, returning with an enormous dildo, placing it above my mouth. “Show your Mistress how good you are at sucking cock now.” He shoved it into my mouth. I opened wide and took it nearly all the way to the base. I choked a little at the bottom, but able to keep it in. He started moving it up and down. “See, he can take it all the way down. Tonight, I am going to cum in that mouth.” 
 
    I could see understanding growing in her eyes. She was looking forward to seeing that! 
 
    Malik then looked at Terra’s crotch. “Hey, girl, clean yourself off. Looking pretty nasty down there.” He was acting disgusted, but his eyes were telling a different story, motioning for her to use me. He pulled the dildo out of my mouth as she approached the bed, straddling her thighs on either side of my head. Her sex was an absolute mess, oozing with cum and her own juices. I wondered how many times they had cum inside her. It did not matter. I knew what was coming next. 
 
    “You’re right, Malik,” she said, “I could use a little clean-up,” as she lowered herself onto my face, flexing her Kegel muscles to push out as much as she could. What came was a huge glob of spunk, then steady droplets as my tongue dove deep into her snatch, seeking every bit I could find. 
 
    Terra shook above me, my tongue encouraging this by finding her clit on each thrust upward. Then I saw Malik move forward, grabbing the back of her head, shoving his own cock deep into her throat. 
 
    Terra was shaking now. The pleasure of my tongue and feeling Malik in her mouth again took her over the edge, shaking with an orgasm. She shook with the pleasure of it, feeling it throughout her body. She told me later that as the weekend progressed, her body had adapted to the stimulation. Orgasms came easier and stronger, like her body was learning how to have them. This one was a fine example, I thought. She came hard, her full body quivering with the release. 
 
    Malik pulled himself out, reaching over to unfasten my bed restraints as Terra crawled off my face. Her eyes were shining with the pleasure I had given her. She turned to me on the bed, bending down to kiss my smeared face, her eyes bright with joy. “We’ve become quite a pair, haven’t we?” 
 
    I pulled her face down for another kiss. “Yes we have…” 
 
    “Your Mistress needs a shower,” Malik instructed. “Go into the Master Bath, give her a good scrubbing. I have gel and sponges on the side. You’ll see them. She needs to get cleaned up before this evening’s fun. Make sure you cleanse her openings. She’s getting nasty down there. Douches are available under the sink.” 
 
    I shook my head, following her into the shower, closing the door behind me. I turned the water on, made sure all the supplies were ready. 
 
    At some point, she must have noticed the stripes on my back, gasping loudly. “What happened to your back?” 
 
    “Malik and Marcus really gave it to me.” 
 
    “Are you ok?” 
 
    “Of course. It may have been the most powerful sexual experience of my life. I came so strong I thought my heart was going to stop!” 
 
    “Shit…” she said, as her hands lightly traced along the stripes. “I knew you liked that stuff, but didn’t think you would like it this much. Do you want me to hit you hard like this, my love?” 
 
    “Only if you don’t mind me screaming out and completely letting go. It was so intense I could not hold back.” 
 
    She looked at me with a serious expression. “You hold back? Why?” 
 
    “Just didn’t want you to think less of me,” avoiding her eye contact. 
 
    She grabbed my head, pulling my eyes directly down to her. “Oh, my love. I could never do that. Not after all we have done. Please let yourself go with me… always. Remember your telling me you wanted to see the real me, to let myself go completely? I want the same for you. I know what you are now, just as you know the real slut I am. Let the rest go, ok?” 
 
    I bowed my head again, directing her into the shower. I shampooed her hair, scrubbed her head to toe, douched her sex, and used my finger to clean out her rear bud. She then took the sponges from me and did the same in reverse, scrubbing me and shampooing my hair. The soreness of my back and butt had already given way as she gently washed the surface. After only a few hours, I was almost back to where I had been, normal skin sensations. It looked much worse than it felt. 
 
    During the shower, I looked closely at her sex and rear. As many times as they had entered both over the last 24 hours, she wasn’t red and inflamed. Her ass was still a little wider than usual, but her sex looked just the same to me. Sometimes we had made love over the years that she complained the next day about being sore afterwards. I asked her. 
 
    She didn’t really know why, but suspected she was so aroused all the time that her juices provided some protection and the guy’s spunk did the rest. She was having no soreness as of now. After another day of this, she laughed… who knows? 
 
    By the time we got out of the shower, it was already 6:30. I knew Malik wanted to start the evening session at 7. I quickly brushed her hair, walked into our bedroom closet, bringing the blue teddy and thong set to her. She liked my choice, putting it on. 
 
    I walked back to the Master Bedroom, placed my cuffs on the bed so I could find them easily, then we walked together back down to the kitchen where the other guys had gathered. 
 
    Wet hair and fresh soap smell told us they had all gone the shower route as well. Everyone wanted to be ready for our last night of debauchery.

  

 
   
    21 / Receiving in a New Way (Terra) 
 
    When we walked down the stairs into the kitchen. The four black men sitting at the table stood, giving us a standing ovation. Brooks looked at me and we bowed to the group as if we had just finished a Broadway show, arms linked as our free hands swept our acceptance. I moved to the chair in the center, and before I could say anything, the guys had closed around me, and Brooks took his chair at the end. He winked at me… ‘I’m ok’, he was saying. 
 
    Compliments were pouring in on my choice of garment, which left nothing to the imagination. My fully extended nipples were clearly visible. 
 
    “We were discussing how to handle eating,” Malik said. “Before we play or after? Bill and Tyler want some energy to go more. Marcus and I think we should play now, eat after. Where do you stand, my lovely?” He didn’t even ask Brooks. 
 
    I suddenly felt the richness of our situation, how well Malik knew how Brooks felt about all this, how he did not want to have any choices. He was serving his needs and my own. I bowed my head to Malik, thanking him for that. He must have known what I was thinking, because he bowed his head back to me. ‘You’re welcome,’ he was saying. 
 
    “I am kind of hungry,” I said. “Do we have anything light we can eat now, maybe have something more substantial later.” 
 
    All heads around the table seemed to accept this compromise. 
 
    “Sub, fix drinks for everyone… including yourself…” he smiled at Brooks. He stood up, walking to the refrigerator. Fruit, cheese, a vegetable tray, dip, and hummus came out of the various openings. He then walked over to the pantry, pulling out potato chips, club crackers, and little Naan bread slices in an airtight container. 
 
    While he did that, Brooks handed out the drinks. He remembered everyone’s choices from the night before. Naturally, he was the only one naked. As he passed out the drinks, every man pinched him, grab his balls, and stroke his striped back. Even when he placed mine in front of me, I grabbed his rod, engulfing it down my throat, to the cheers of the other guys, sucking furiously until he moaned, then releasing him. Brooks offered no resistance, making himself freely available before sitting back down. 
 
    While we consumed the snacks, Malik began talking… mainly to Brooks and me. “The guys have been talking about what to do tonight. We liked last night but think our sub has had a sound treatment today, may need a break. So, we are going to go up to the Master Bedroom, tie our sub to a chair I have placed in the room… so he is forced to watch… and all of us are going to fuck the shit out of fair Terra until she calls it quits or we can’t continue. Does that work for you, my lovely?” 
 
    I glanced quickly at Brooks; my eagerness too obvious on my face. He simply nodded his approval. “It’s a deal,” I said, “though I want to make sure Brooks gets a reward by the end of the night.” 
 
    “Oh, he’ll get his before the night is over, I assure you.” Both Brooks and I shared confused looks at this cryptic comment, but the plan for the night seemed to be set. 
 
    When the pace of consumption slowed, Malik looked at me. “Take your sub up to the Master, strap him to the chair. You are free to get him ready anyway you choose, short of entering your sex. That is ours tonight, not his.” 
 
    I nodded my agreement, getting up with my drink in hand, opening my arm, inviting Brooks to come with me. I let him precede me up the stairs. My eyes could not leave the stripes all over his back. They were fading, just as he said they would, but I cringed at the very thought of what that would feel like during application. 
 
    When we entered the bedroom, Brooks went straight for the cuffs, put them on, and sat in the only chair at the side of the bed. I noticed small leather loops on the front legs and armrests. I attached each of them to a cuff. He tried to get out just for a test, but the chair was a heavy piece of furniture. He wasn’t getting out of this one. I was a little surprised at the placement, thinking the viewing would be better at the end, but assumed Malik knew what he was doing. 
 
    I reached down, fondling his cock. “Ready to watch me taken by these 4 men, my love? I can’t imagine how many times I am going to cum tonight!” 
 
    He just laughed, “Have fun. I will enjoy watching, I’m sure. Just make sure I have time to eat some of that cum for a monster orgasm at the end.” 
 
    I giggled, tapping him on the leg as I buried his cock deep into my throat. He was already stiff as I released him. We could both hear the guys coming up the stairs. 
 
    As soon as they entered the room, Malik told me to take the teddy off and get on the bed. I got up, removing the garments, moving to sit on the bed. He then walked over to a drawer, pulling out a ball gag, walking back to Brooks. 
 
    “Sorry, my man, but we can’t have you interfering with the fun,” putting the ball gag in his mouth and fastening it tight to the back of his head. 
 
    Brooks gave me a look of concern, but we had no reason to suspect anything at that point. 
 
    As soon as the ball gag was in place, the entire tone of the room changed completely. Brooks was no longer a concern. Marcus reached into the nightstand drawer, pulling out four cuffs. Marcus and Tyler pulled a padded frame from under the bed, placing it on the bed right in front of Brooks. The men gripped me, trapping my hands and legs so I could not move, putting the cuffs on. “What the fuck?” I cried out. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Once all the cuffs were on, they picked me up, placing me in the middle of the frame. They had fastened the front tight to the frame of the bed, the back pulled tight with a rope to the other side of the bed frame. They fastened my hands to the top of the frame, then my legs pulled up, attached to the same place. I was bent in half, my sex and ass fully exposed right near the edge of the bed near Brooks. 
 
    I am a pretty flexible person, so not all that uncomfortable. It was more the shock of the sudden turn. My crotch was facing straight toward Brooks. I suddenly understood why his chair was on the side. 
 
    “What’s going on, Malik?” I asked, worry clear in my voice. 
 
    “Shut your hole, bitch, or we’ll get another ball gag to provide the silence,” he barked at me. “We are going to give you want you want. Lots and lots of dick. Just maybe not the way you thought it would arrive.” 
 
    Bill then reached into the same drawer as the cuffs and pulled out two vibrators, one of the rabbit kind, with a stimulator for the clit, the other more a buttplug shape. They lubed them up, shoving them roughly in my sex and ass, carefully placing the rabbit arms against my clit. Then Bill wrapped a garment around my hips, trapping the vibrators in place so I could not push them out. 
 
    Malik stood back with a remote control and turned the vibrators to full. The sensations exploded inside me. They trapped me in this position, unable to move, the vibrations working through my system. My holes were pointed straight at Brooks, whose eyes were as wide as mine with surprise. He was screaming into the ball gag, but all we got was a muffled roar. 
 
    Malik looked at Brooks and laughed, turning the vibrators off. “Let’s go freshen up our drinks, boys, let the two lovebirds enjoy some time alone.” 
 
    On the way out, Malik leaned down to whisper something in Brooks’ ear. I could not hear what it was, but it didn’t settle him down at all. He was actively pulling at the restraints, trying to get out, continuing to scream into the gag. 
 
    Our eyes met briefly, but as soon as the guys were on the stairs, the vibrators were back at full. Soon, I forgot all about Brooks, as I was being driven deeper into the need to cum. Each vibrator was doing its part. The rabbit arm on the clit was especially vicious as it pushed me closer and closer. 
 
    I cried out with the first release, unable to stop the sensations. The vibrators slowed just long enough for me to recover, then back up to full fury again until I came. I was lost now, in the sensations, in the situation. I was no longer looking at Brooks. I twisted against my tormentors as they pushed me to another climax. This time, no softer relief came. The buzzing inside continued with full force. 
 
    Minutes, hours. I had no idea for how long. The toys consumed me, pushing at my resistance. I cried out with each release. Soon they did not feel as great. After a while, my body resisted. It hurt as they forced my orgasms out of me. I screamed now, with the real torment. “Please… please… stop this… Malik…” 
 
    Bill came up the stairs, laughing at some comment from down below, reached into the drawer, wrapping the ball gag around my mouth, fastening it to the back of my head, then went back down. They didn’t want to listen to me. The forced orgasms came on and on. 
 
    My hair was getting sweaty as the toll on my body grew greater. I was panting at the pain of each release, groaning into the gag. Just when I felt lightheaded, about ready to pass out, the group came back up the stairs. 
 
    Malik turned off the vibrators, pulled the garment and toys out of me. I started screaming at him, a line of cursing vitriol that he had to understand, even through the gag. 
 
    “Having fun yet?” was all he said. “Like our starter?” 
 
    Then he leaned over me. “I want to take the gag off. We have uses for that mouth, but we are going to do what we want with you tonight, no matter what you say. If I hear one word of complaint out of that mouth, the gag will go back on. Is that understood?” 
 
    I looked at him, the shock of this development still written on my face. I now looked at the four men. All had been stroking their cocks, most near full mast. I looked down at my exposed sex and ass, hanging in the open for the taking. Suddenly, I knew what this was all about. 
 
    The strength of my releases had been increasing all weekend. They meant this forced session to prime the pump. I started quivering in anticipation, wondering what it was going to feel like when Malik’s log went inside me after all that forced cumming. Now my limbs were quivering. 
 
    Malik saw I knew now, gave me an evil grin as he brought his tremendous tool into position over me.

  

 
   
    22 / Getting What We Wanted (Brooks) 
 
    I was furious at the way this had started, but I could tell something had happened to Terra. She seemed to relax back into that padded frame. Now, for the first time, I noticed the frame was padded just enough to keep her two openings at about the right height for entry. With no garment or toys in the way, I could see that she was sopping wet. 
 
    Malik stepped in front of her, then looked back at me. “Your slut here wants a lot of cocks. We’ll give her all she can take. The rest of the evening, and into the late morning, I guarantee she will have a cock or toy inside her often. We will give her an occasional break to recover, but the cock will keep coming. And so will she…” That last bringing a mirthful grin at his own joke. 
 
    He turned away from me and pushed himself into her exposed sex. Terra groaned deeply at the pleasurable entry. He worked himself up and down a few times to get moist, then hammered her like a machine, pistoning repeatedly. Terra could not hold back, her head slashing back and forth across the padding. 
 
    Occasionally, Malik would reach down to flick her clit with his thumb. She would jerk at his touch. After all the forced cumming of before, her body was resisting the surge to release, fighting her own need. She was groaning at the battle going on inside herself, feeling the need to cum but resisting at the same time. When Malik started constantly tapping at her clit, the battle was over. She gasped at the surge of the release when it came. 
 
    I could almost see the lights flashing in her eyes as the spasm began shaking her entire body. She screamed at the power that washed through her, jerking against the restraints. The orgasm ripped her apart, flooding her core with waves of pleasure I suspect she had never experienced before. Malik’s huge rod did not slow or even change pace. He hammered her straight through the orgasm. She was shuddering against the power of her pleasure. 
 
    When Terra panted, struggling to breathe, he abruptly pulled out, stepping aside for one of his friends. Marcus stepped up, entering her sex for just a few strokes, to gather moisture, then moved to her ass, pushing himself inside. He slammed into her, flicking on her clit again, until she came hard against his rod. 
 
    This repeated through all the guys for several rounds. None of them had cum yet, but Terra certainly had. They alternated between her holes, giving it to her until she cried out her release, then pulling out. 
 
    I worried about her health. Sweat was streaming down her face. Her voice getting hoarse with all the screaming after so many releases, and she was twisting, bucking against the men, crying out for more. She could not seem to get enough. The orgasms seemed to run into each other. There were so many. 
 
    I glanced over at the clock on the dresser. Two hours had already gone by. No matter if she wanted more, her body was not built for this kind of abuse. After Tyler took her ass, she came harder than ever, the wild pleasure shaking her body. But then she collapsed, inert on the bed, exhaustion finally taking her. They had literally fucked her lights out. I laughed to myself! 
 
    Malik walked up, touching her to make sure she was out, unhooked the cuffs, slowly dropping her legs off the edge of the bed. “Ok, guys, she’s all yours,” he said, looking at Bill and Tyler. Tyler picked her up, walking toward their room. 
 
    “Let her rest for a bit,” Malik said. “She will be hungry for more cock as soon as she wakes up, so be ready.” Tyler left the room, with my passed-out wife in his arms, Bill following behind. 
 
    Marcus went to the frame, replaced it under the bed, took all the ropes away. Then he walked over to me, undoing the ball gag. 
 
    “What the fuck, Malik?” I screamed at him. “What was that all about? She trusted you…” 
 
    “As she should have,” he said, as he helped Marcus undo my cuffs. “She had more orgasms and pleasure in that session than she ever had before. When she wakes up with Bill and Tyler lying next to her, she will be ravenous for more. I have done this before, my new sub. The shock of the vibrators breaks down their resistance. When the real cock comes, they cannot stop the cumming. Worked perfectly, I’d say. Agree, Marcus?” 
 
    “Better even than I expected,” Marcus laughed. “Come on, subby, tell me you didn’t get off on watching her cum that often.” He was looking straight at my cock, which continued to throb in full erection. 
 
    It had been hot, watching her cry out for more at the end. “What are they going to do with her?” I asked, still trying to recover from the shock of the session. 
 
    “Fuck her more, of course,” Malik said, in a simple matter-of-fact tone. “It’s what she needs. Let her have it. This will be her last chance for the weekend. Both Bill and Tyler must leave at 10 tomorrow morning. They have family obligations. They will give her all the cock she wants. Ok?” 
 
    The surprise was in his tone. This was not Master talking to submissive, but a friend talking to someone about his wife. I nodded my agreement. 
 
    Malik looked at me again. “Now, it’s time for you to make some decisions. I know… subs aren’t supposed to decide, but we are not looking for you to be our sub for the night. We can tie you down to the bed if you prefer, or we can just leave you free to share openly with us. Which do you prefer?” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Marcus and I would like to share you for the night, no submission, no roleplay, just pleasure, sharing and warmth. We think you are ready. Give yourself to us for the night. Your lovely will be busy, will not miss you. We will not last as long as they do, I suspect. It has been an active day for me.” 
 
    I was just thinking of how tired I was of being tied down all the time. “I agree to stay with you, but do not want restraints. My arms are a little tired.” 
 
    “Good choice. I’m going to run down and refresh our drinks, make sure she is ok. Brooks, why don’t you get on the bed, get started with Marcus. I’ll be right back. 
 
    Marcus helped me get out of the chair. Crap… my limbs were stiff! I walked over to the bed, moving to lie in the middle, rising when Marcus joined me. He pushed me back on the bed. “Take it easy for once. I’m going to massage your legs and arms, get some feeling back into your limbs. We can start for real when Malik returns. He likes to do the initiation on the new virgins.” 
 
    New virgins? I thought to myself. What did he mean by that?

  

 
   
    23 / First Time (Brooks) 
 
    I could hear Malik coming back up the steps. He walked over to Bill & Tyler’s room. I could hear mumbled talking, but no voice that sounded like Terra. Marcus’ massage had done nothing to lessen my hard-on while we waited, but my limbs were now feeling relaxed and ready for whatever was to come. 
 
    Malik walked back in with our drinks. “She’s still sleeping. They’ve napped as well. When she wakes, she will be so horny they will struggle to keep up with her. We’ll let them have their fun. Now it’s our turn.” 
 
    I sat up. Marcus and I took our drinks. Oh, that tasted good. The non-stop action of the weekend was finally catching up with me. I needed a little breather. 
 
    Malik sat on the edge of the bed, taking a sip, stroking my leg. “I have been looking forward to this ever since your wife mentioned wanting to bring you over,” he laughed. Marcus chuckled along. Clearly a conversation they had already shared. 
 
    But I was a little confused. “I thought you wanted her to come over to be shared with your friends?” I asked.  
 
    “Of course, that was one goal. I’d have to say we met that aim. Don’t you, Marcus?” 
 
    “She came more than anyone I have ever seen! Has she always been that sexual?” 
 
    I almost choked on my drink… “Ahh… no… not with me, at least.” 
 
    Malik laughed, “Then we have all had some surprises this weekend. Don’t let me get this off on the wrong foot, but she is going to want to do this more. That girl gotta taste for large black meat now. She gonna want some more. Better be ready for that, my friend.” 
 
    My head must have dipped lower on hearing that news because Malik reached over, picking my chin up. “There are compensations, though. If she has her boyfriends, you can have yours.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said, now genuinely shocked at his statement. “I’m not gay!” 
 
    Both Marcus and Malik chuckled at that one. “Maybe so… but you are definitely bisexual. You took to my cock in your ass like no one else. Marcus can’t take my cock like that. My friend, you LOVED that.” 
 
    I must have blushed pink because they both started laughing again. 
 
    “Here’s the thing,” Malik said. “Marcus and I are not getting any younger. We don’t get many opportunities to break in new virgins anymore. When she sent us your picture, we both knew right away you were going to be fun. You were the reason we agreed to the weekend. We brought in Bill and Tyler to make sure they occupied your lovely as much as possible.” 
 
    Suddenly, all the time we had alone together, with just me, Marcus, and Malik, made sense. 
 
    “How did you know I would go along?” 
 
    “Because you are submissive by nature. In the language of the day, you are a natural bottom. So is Marcus. He loves to suck cock, wants to do it as often as possible. I enjoy it as well, but I would be the top in this relationship. You will suck my cock and I fuck you long and hard. Marcus will do whatever he wants while we are at it. Interested?” 
 
    I looked around the room. Here I was, naked, in bed with two very naked gay men who want to have sex with me. I’m not running off or trying to get away. Plus, Marcus has already sucked on me several times and Malik has taken me twice in the ass already. Tough for me to say I am not interested at this point. 
 
    It was weird, really. Hearing them say they agreed to this, not because of Terra, but because of me. They brought in their friends to take care of her. 
 
    “I am still trying to deal with the shock of your doing the weekend for me! You two certainly have opened my eyes to an entirely different way of looking at sexual pleasure, already taken me several times. It’s just a hard thing to suddenly accept that I’m gay. Until I started down this submissive path with Terra, I never even thought about anything like this. You are right, I am a genuine newbie.” 
 
    I put my hand on their naked thighs. “But… I have loved what we have done so far. I agree to give myself to you both. Guide me. I will submit to your needs.” 
 
    “Good to hear,” Malik said, “but we are not looking for submission. We are looking for a lover. You can be a bottom if you like. Take our lead, but we want you to do whatever you want as well. Do whatever YOU want while we are playing. We are open to all of that.” 
 
    “What am I going to say to Terra if she finds out about why you agreed to the weekend?” 
 
    “I’m not telling her. Are you?” 
 
    “Fuck no!” Not a chance, was the right answer! No way was I going to bring it up. That would destroy everything we had gained this weekend. But somehow, it gave me a little ego boost, to think I was as desirable as she was! Go figure… 
 
    I laid on my back in the middle of the bed, opening my arms and legs. “Want to join me?” 
 
    They crawled on each side, with Marcus obviously waiting for Malik to take the lead. He pulled me into his arms, kissing me with a passion that pulled me into his embrace. I responded openly. 
 
    For the next two hours, we shared with each other. I sucked on both of their cocks; Malik fucked me so hard I came again. I swallowed more cum than I thought possible, enjoying every droplet. They took me at both ends several times. Me sucking Marcus while Malik took me from behind. I think Terra called this being ‘spitroasted’. My only regret is that she wasn’t there to watch me. 
 
    She had awakened after sleeping for a little over an hour. I knew this because her moans began coming down the hall at about that time. 
 
    The difference with this session was the feelings. All weekend long, we had all experienced hardcore sex… me, even gay sex… but here we spent just as much time stroking, touching, and talking. Both Malik and Marcus were passionate, considerate lovers. Frequently, while Malik was taking me from behind, Marcus would lie with his legs over the side while we kissed. Such an odd sensation, being kissed while someone gently made love to me in the ass. 
 
    At the end of the night, I was on my hands and knees. Marcus was giving me a slow, sensual fucking. By this time, he had been inside me multiple times and I loved the feel of his size inside me. Then Marcus got on his back, moving underneath me, taking my cock in his mouth. They went at me like this for some time before I came hard in Marcus’ mouth. Malik barely slowed. 
 
    Before Malik slid out of me, I pushed Marcus up to the front, where I sucked on him. He finally came in my mouth while Malik came in me as well, spraying my inner walls with his spunk. Oh, how I loved being spitroasted, receiving the offerings of my two lovers! 
 
    Then the shock of the evening. After my final offerings, Malik pulled out of me, tapping me on my hip. I turned to look and saw Terra standing there watching. The big smile on her face warmed my heart. She jumped on the bed, kissing all three of us, thanking us for making this the best weekend ever!

  

 
   
    Epilogue (Terra) 
 
    Bill and Tyler finally gave up the ghost about 1 in the morning. They had filled my sexual engine with nitrous, or whatever they put in engines, because my need was insatiable. I kept sucking on them, wanting more. Finally, they both started pushing me away. ‘You’ve worn us out, babe,’ they said. 
 
    I laid back on the bed with them. They were asleep moments later, but there was no way I was going to sleep. My mind was alive, not just with the desire to do more, but with the entire experience of the weekend. Brooks and I had taken a gamble coming to this house with these four men. It could have been a disaster. Instead, it couldn’t have been better. There were some scary moments as Malik did things in ways we were not expecting, but they all turned out to be just the right action at the right moment. 
 
    I quietly got out of bed, walked down the hall to our room, only to find our bed empty. Where was Brooks? Then I heard groaning in the Master Bedroom, walked down to look in the open door. 
 
    Oh my God! There was my Brooks on the bed with Malik and Marcus. Malik was fucking him with Marcus underneath, sucking him. Brooks shivered at the sensations, finally cumming down Marcus’ throat. 
 
    Without hesitation, he then moved Marcus to the front, sucking him off until Malik came in his rear. I got to see my Brooks in a spitroast! So exciting! 
 
    As Malik pulled out, he noticed me standing there, tapped Brooks on the hip. He turned and saw me, motioning me to join them. The joy I was feeling strong! I hugged and kissed them all, until we all fell asleep on Malik’s huge California King bed, entangled together. 
 
    In the night, Malik woke me. He was lying on his back, inviting me to get on his hard cock. I jumped up to slowly lower myself on that monster. What a great feeling that is! I will never tire of feeling him inside me! Soon, Marcus noticed what was going on, got the lube, then put himself into my rear opening. 
 
    They were taking me like that when I noticed Brooks was watching. I got him up on his knees, taking him in my mouth. I came and came. Brooks finally pulled out of my mouth at the last moment, spraying himself all over my face. I was crying out with my own releases as Marcus and Malik finished inside me. 
 
    By the time we woke up the next morning, I had finally reached my limit for the weekend. Brooks had asked me about getting sore down there. That limit had finally come. I was having trouble putting my underwear on. My vaginal lips and rear were so swollen and abused. 
 
    We all went downstairs, after gathering our suitcases and toys, had a quick breakfast, wishing Bill and Tyler a good day. I kissed them both deeply as they left, whispering that we should do this again. They agreed it was going to happen.  
 
    The surprise for me was Malik and Marcus. They no longer treated Brooks like their sub. He was now their equal, their lover. I learned he had been in with them for over two hours, not as their sub, but as their lover. I only caught the last moment. I made Brooks promise to let me watch if they decide to do that again. 
 
    And that was the topic after Bill and Tyler left… doing it again. Should we? All agreed yes. The only question was when and how. 
 
    All the way home, Brooks and I discussed how to do this. We both knew we wanted to continue. We made some important decisions for our relationship that day and as the discussion continued the following week. 
 
    I gave Brooks permission to go to Malik and Marcus whenever he wanted. He did not have to tell me about it in advance. And he gave me permission to go to Bill or Tyler anytime they wanted me. I was a little hurt when Malik told me he was more interested in Brooks, but I had to understand. You are what you are! 
 
    I called Bill and Tyler to let them know the news. We worked out a series of signals to allow us to know when the other was going to be out to ‘play’. When I would call to let him know I would be out for ‘a few hours’, Brooks knew that Bill or Tyler had requested my time. Brooks was very understanding about taking care of the kids on those nights. 
 
    This was less a problem for Brooks. As an owner, he had flexibility to skip out of work for an afternoon. He and Malik found the weekday afternoons to be best for both. I would often come home from school to find Brooks arriving as well, his face red and lips swollen from making love to Malik all afternoon. Some of those days, he would come home, his back peppered with stripes. 
 
    Our own love life improved just as much. Our parents stayed with the every-other-Saturday overnight program, and we reserved these only for us. We would typically have a hardcore BDSM session, followed by necking and making love for the rest of the night. When Brooks came too soon, he would eat me until I came, or I would pound his ass until he was hard again. I never again felt unsatisfied with our lovemaking. 
 
    Now, I think of how different our life had been before our big fight about hotwifing. We almost split before we discovered how to satisfy each other. I was so selfish, I never looked to see what Brooks needed. And Brooks was so tied into his own misery, he could not see what would have really made him happy. Now we know. 
 
    This story took place three years ago. Since then, Bill and Marcus have moved to other cities, but we still play actively with Tyler and Malik. 
 
    Turns out, Malik is an agent for professional athletes. He introduced me to several members of our local NFL team. Slowly, but surely, I am working my way through most of the roster, usually in groups of two or three. I have added a few other black gentlemen as well, at the recommendation of Malik and Tyler. 
 
    Brooks has no interest in looking elsewhere. Malik has become his lover. They go to games together. Malik has taught him to fish, of all things, and he has even hired SW&B to design him a new home. This will probably be the firm’s first and only personal residence design. Brooks is overseeing the job, making sure there is a special room in the lower level to handle ALL their needs. 
 
    I guess I should feel jealous. They clearly love each other, but I know there is no chance of us splitting because of Malik. I join them in playing together as often as I can. I simply can’t get enough of Malik’s huge log, even though I know he prefers his boytoy to me. I can live with that. 
 
    Lately, Malik has even been talking to us about the swinging lifestyle. Hey, why not? 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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    My Hotwife Inside: My husband fantasized about my becoming a hotwife, I told him he was crazy. Then I found out my parents were a hotwife/cuckold couple for a decade. And now I want to let my hotwife out to run.
My Hotwife Inside: A First-Time Journey of Discovery 
 
    ‘Angel’ Series: Angel has been a Bull for couples for several years. Until he ran into a couple that would not take no for an answer. Coming out alive was now his biggest challenge. This series features Angel from my book, His Cuckold Craving
Angel 1: Being a Bull Can Get Complicated (Book 1) 
 
    ‘Brynn’s Need’ Series: After a brief encounter in a bar, Cameron & Brynn discovered a new layer of desire. Cameron now has a hotwife dilemma. But will Brynn give him the choice?
My Hotwife Dilemma: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
My Hotwife Dilemma 2: Living with her Desire (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Mentor’ Series: Nora was a retiree glad to see a young couple moving in next door. When Ellie & Carter confided how the move impacted their relationship, Nora decided to mentor them both. Wild adventures followed.
Mentoring Ellie: A First-Time Hotwife Romance
Becoming a Mentor: Nora’s Hotwife Journey 
 
    His Wife Wants to be Shared: The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle can be pleasurable and erotic. This is a story about a couple who went through a harrowing experience, almost destroying their marriage and nearly costing her life.
His Wife Wants to be Shared: A Hotwife/Cuckold Cautionary Tale 
 
    ‘Nikki’s Desire’ Series: Nikki was feeling regrets as she approached her 35th birthday. Then an accident at a club set in motion a new direction, with Nikki becoming a hotwife for her husband.
Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 
 
    ‘BigPlay’ Series: Ryan at BigLabs Pharma discovers a female aphrodisiac nicknamed BigPlay. His asst Sophia and wife Lily loved it. Becoming their cuckold was a tougher step.
My Wife Loves BigPlay: A First-Time Wife Sharing/Cuckold Tale of Discovery (Book 1)
My Wife & the BigPlay Five: A Wife Sharing/Cuckold/Interracial Romance (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Stacy Emerges’ Series: Stan and Stacy had invited their friend Ethan for a threesome. What emerged from this was a New Stacy that wanted wilder, rougher and more frequent sex as each new experience took her to another level. 
Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
Stacy Emerges: A Wife Sharing / Motorcycle Riding Romance (Book 2)
Stacy’s Submission: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance (Book 3)
Stacy Released: A Wife-Sharing / Swinging Romance (Book 4)
Sharing Stacy: A Wife Sharing Bundle (All 4 Stacy Books in one) 
 
    My Wild Girlfriend: Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but he fell madly for Joni. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures?
My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
 
    Catching a Big One: I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered her desire for big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.
Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 
 
    MULTI-GENRE (BDSM/BISEXUALITY/HOTWIFE/HAVING FUN) 
 
    She Needed Him: Zach and Sydney joined a ‘lifestyle’ group. There, Sydney discovers a need to submit. Her friend, Molly, encourages Master Kai to take her under his wing, and now Sydney cannot live without his control. She needs him. This left Zach scrambling to save his marriage… and his wife.
She Needed Him: A First-Time Wife Sharing / BDSM Story 
 
    The Nudge: Logan, and his wife, Mackenzie, find their quiet life assaulted by a telepath who tries to police their kind. Logan can also ‘nudge’ people to do what he wants. He must now enlist her efforts to save his family.
The Nudge: A Paranormal Erotic Thriller 
 
    Finding What We Need: Terra finally told her husband, Brooks, that he was a terrible lover and she wanted to become a hotwife. His refusal, and her later punishment for that, brought new revelations for them both.
Finding What We Need: A First-Time Erotic Journey 
 
    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that runs into the Hernandez family. They recognize her as a true submissive. She agrees to their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will?
The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery (Book 1)
The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit (Book 2)
The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All (Book 3) 
 
    My Cuckold Craving: Reese discovered her husband’s desire to be a cuckold, wanting her to be taken by another man. The action veers off course, as she and her bull, Angel, push their new cuckold in a new direction.
His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 
 
    Officer on the Scene: Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well?
Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 
 
    ‘The Joy’ series: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 
 
    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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