
  
    [image: Macy Takes Control: Discovering His Need]
  


  
    
      MACY TAKES CONTROL: DISCOVERING HIS NEED

      
        MACY TAKES CONTROL

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        JORDAN SMITHSON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Oakview Publishing LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      AUTHOR: Jordan Smithson

      TITLE: Macy Takes Control: Discovering His Need

      Copyright © 2024 by Oakview Publishing LLC

      
        
        All rights reserved.

        Jordan Smithson / jordan@oakviewpublishing.com

      

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      For permission requests, contact Jordan Smithson @ Oakview Publishing LLC.

      The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

      Cover photo licensed from depositphotos.com.

      Cover design by Ember Davis.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

    

    
      
        Next in ‘Macy Takes Control’

      

      
        Acknowledgements

      

      
        Sign Up For Our Mailing List

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Jordan Smithson

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Honey, I’m home!” I cried out as I put my keys in the dish near the front door. She was standing in the kitchen when I entered. Our two children, Terry Jr. and Sally, were squabbling with each other as they always did. At 11 and 8, these two were bound to be bitter enemies, or best friends forever. Macy and I were never sure which it would be… depended on the mood of the day.

      “Hey, Terence,” Macy said. “Get showered. Going to eat soon. Sally has a dance lesson at 7.”

      I nodded, kissing her on the cheek as the kids ran over to hug me. Is there anything better than having your kids greet you lovingly at the end of a long workday? I was not looking forward to the time when they no longer wanted to hang with their dad.

      We had our children fairly young, by today’s standards at least. My wife was only 22 when our son, Terry, arrived. His sister, 3 years later. It seemed like we had been married-with-children ever since we met.

      I was just getting home from the gym, ready for dinner. Smiling at my good fortune, I walked up to our bedroom. Even after 13 years of marriage, I still can’t believe how lucky I am. Two great kids, a beautiful wife that loves me, and a good job… What could be better than this?

      Considering the way I caroused when I was younger, always getting into fights and scrapes with the law, it still amazed my folks how easily I settled into a domesticated life. They give all the credit to Macy, often calling her a saint for putting up with me.

      And they aren’t far off. When we first met, all I wanted was a quick fuck with a hot woman I met at a party. By the end of an incredible romp in the sack… that stretched into a weekend where we barely got out of bed… I couldn’t imagine life without her. No one had brought love out of me like this beautiful woman.

      It makes me cringe when I look back on my ridiculous behavior after we first got married. I was a tough stallion to corral at first, constantly demanding independence and my way in every matter. Macy pushed and prodded at my tantrums, offering only love in return. Life takes its odd turns, that’s for sure.

      Now, even after all these years and the travails of life have pressured us along the way, I still feel the same. Macy has made it clear through word and deed that she still loves me just as much. Plus, she remains a hot romp in the sack!

      Better grab that shower. I go to the gym three days a week to keep my ‘girl-ish’ figure, though Macy requires I always be home in time for dinner. Every night, we had the evening meal as a family… a ritual my wife insisted on. Her parents had done the same. It was a way for the family to stay connected. I tried to find excuses to miss at the beginning. Now, I loved the way we found this time to be together.

      As I came downstairs, freshly cleansed, the kids were a chatterbox of what had happened that day. I smiled at my wife as I sat down, listening to the momentous developments that fill children’s lives.

      I winked at Macy. She nodded back, full of understanding. Our nightly ritual had become a cherished part of my day. It was not the first time I appreciated the wisdom of my wife’s instincts. It wouldn’t be the last. Connecting was good…
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        * * *

      

      Right now, as I exchanged wry grins with my wife, I knew we were both thinking about a little ‘disconnecting’ of our own. Ready for our annual vacation!

      The kids spent three weeks with her parents every summer. They leave for this year’s visit on Friday morning. ‘Mema’ and ‘Papa’ look forward to this chance of reconnecting with their grandchildren every year. They only live a couple hours away, but as they age, that distance has become more of a barrier.

      Macy and I look forward to these trips, too. They allow us to do some reconnecting with each other. While the kids enjoy the time with grandparents and cousins, Macy and I enjoy a much needed break from the responsibilities of parenting.

      Truthfully, we look forward to it for many reasons! In the last few years, this alone time had taken on a much more sensual turn. With the challenges of work, kids and all the social activities that filled every day, it seemed like our sex life took a backseat to everything else. Several years ago, we decided the kids’ time-away was our opportunity to get reacquainted in a more physical way.

      Travel seemed to be a big part of the mix. We went on cruises, to a ‘honeymoon hotel,’ and even to a ‘lifestyle’ resort in the Caribbean. I’m not sure why we spent all the money on these exotic locales, though, because we seldom got out of the bedroom wherever we were.

      These trips provided one important function that affects our story. It seemed the kids being away allowed Macy to relax more. She became open to sharing our fantasies and desires… and to explore them.

      It had the same impact on me. My fertile and active sexual imagination, always a part of my internal motivation, seemed freed on these vacations. Maybe it was the unfamiliar liberty of nothing to hinder our licentious play around the house. Or being allowed to make as much noise as we wanted. Or maybe the exotic locales of the trips. Not really sure what it was. But we got seriously kinky during these summer sojourns.

      On one of these trips, Macy confessed wanting to try anal. It took us a couple of hilarious tries to work out the mechanics. After we did, she loved it! Taking her in the rear has now become a regular part of our lovemaking. She cums hard when I give it to her back there.

      On another vacation, I let her see how dirty my thoughts really were. I started what has now become a regular part of our lovemaking… my ‘dirty talk’ stories. While we made love, I would come in from behind or move her on top, and I would tell her an erotic story to get her excited while my cock ground inside.

      She loved those! I’m not even sure where they came from. Once I started, these often complex tales would pour out, weaving tales of us getting involved in every scenario my mind could conjure. My wife seemed triggered by them, pushing her to ever higher releases as she repeatedly found another climax.

      During one of those stories, I confessed my own deepest, darkest fantasy. I wanted to watch her make love to a big stud. She came like July 4th fireworks when I painted the story of her being swept off her feet by some giant, as she begged me to allow her to sleep with him. I pounded into her, trying to do my best ‘monster cock’ imitation, describing all the things he would do to her.

      After that, subtle and not-so-subtle signals told me she wanted to hear more of that particular scene. It really got her sexual engine revving.

      My excitement at her wanting to hear more of this story was how we ended up at the Caribbean ‘lifestyle’ resort. I hoped she would do it for real. And the way she carried on about going there, I thought she would. A friend at work had told me about the Temptations in Paradise resort in the Bahamas, with its openness and nude beaches. It took little to convince her to go.

      After settling in, we commonly spent most days at the nude beach where I loved watching her parade around in the buff. My hope for a connection came alive during that stretch.

      In the middle of our visit, my wife winked at me, moving over to play beach volleyball with a group of guys. I thought for sure my long-held fantasy would finally come true. That day, she teased me with frequent ‘accidental’ touches of inappropriate body parts, theirs and hers, making sure I was watching every time she did it. I loved watching her perky tits flop around while she played. The action had most of the players visibly aroused… if you know what I mean.

      Most of them obviously assumed this would lead to some nighttime playing… and I wanted the same. Regrettably, Macy chickened out. She even refused to go down for dinner that evening for fear she would run into one of them. That didn’t stop us from living out the fantasy in private all night long. We fucked like crazed bohemians as I teased her with stories about what the guys would have done to her.

      Unfortunately, something happened to my wife that night. Macy shut down a little. Her normally carefree attitude toward our sex life became more reserved. I asked her about it several times; she ignored me or put it off, unwilling even to discuss what happened.

      I’m a terrible pervert, you see. Or at least, that’s what my wife always tells me. Sharing her so I could watch had been my biggest fantasy for a long time. It remained the source of much mutual pleasure as I ‘dirty talked’ to her while we made love.

      These elaborate stories about how she picks up guys, brings them home, then has her way with them while I get to watch always seemed to get her going. Before the Caribbean resort, at least. After that, she told me to stop. She wasn’t interested… much to my disappointment.
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        * * *

      

      Thankfully, she loosened up again a few months ago, asking me to tell her one of my stories again. Ever since, she has enjoyed them even more than before. Nowadays, most of my stories include some part of that scenario.

      The surprise is her involvement. Now, when I start one, she often joins in, filling out details that excite her. We have had some amazing late-night sessions with all this going back and forth. Maybe she’s finally getting past whatever happened.

      I wanted to take it further, to do it for real. Macy insisted they remain a fantasy. ‘We have a good family life,’ she would say. ‘Why introduce something that could make it more complicated?’

      She had a point. As a fantasy, it got me excited like nothing else. I got hard as stone and seemed to last a long time as I pounded her ‘slut cunt’ with all the power I had. Macy loved it when I talked really dirty to her.

      But the reality? I was never sure how I would respond if some big-dicked stud was causing her to cry out repeatedly with the pleasure he was bringing. Especially if those cries were qualitatively better than she did with me.

      Several weeks ago, after a particularly hot session of dirty talk and lovemaking, she told me about a lunch she had with some college friends recently. Somehow, the conversation turned to past lovers. Several friends discussed experiences they had as young women… with extra-large cocks. Macy had only one sex partner before we met and has been true ever since. She just never had the opportunity.

      I’m not small on the equipment front. Definitely above average. Years of seeing other guys in the gym had given me confidence in that. And I didn’t have any trouble getting it up, or keeping it active until she was over the top. No, this was just a fantasy other friends had shared. It had made her curious about the pleasure a truly large member could bring.

      That’s what she said, at least. Her reaction was quite different. After this discovery, our lovemaking sessions became ever more intense. She urged me constantly to tell her explicit stories involving big-dicked studs and what they would do with her. Who knew my Macy would be a size queen? So funny…

      My mind went immediately into full perversion mode. As they say, hope springs eternal, especially after the discovery about my gym friend Derek earlier in the evening. Seeing him in action had stimulated Mr. Pervert anew. He wanted to come out to play… for real this time. I was going to spring something on her that just might be my chance to live out my fantasy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      My wife has only known me as a fitness nut. At least three days a week, I lift weights at our local health club, and jog on alternate days, allowing the weekend for recovery. I want to keep my body in excellent shape… always have. At 37, I wasn’t going to let myself go with the ‘dad-bod’ so many of my friends were sporting.

      Because of my office schedule and the required dinner attendance, I left for work early every morning. This left me time to hit the gym right at 5 PM. It was a good schedule for me, interrupted only by an occasional business trip or emergency soccer pickup for Terry Jr.

      Maybe you’ve experienced this yourself, but if you work out consistently, you meet the same people at the gym all the time. It’s a habit that rewards consistency. Since there is ample time between lifts and machine availability, you stand around a lot. This inevitably leads to conversation, especially if you’re as social a guy as I am. These people often become good friends.

      I have been on my current schedule for nearly five years. Some people have come and gone, but the one consistent presence has always been Derek. Over time, he has become one of my closest friends.

      Derek is an enormous man, mid-six-feet and built like a brick shit house. Played basketball in college. Now, he’s the manager of a local sporting goods store. A genuinely great guy.

      His blond hair, still kept long for someone our age, and shockingly bright blue eyes, highlighted a face that was not handsome in the classic sense. Especially with the crooked nose he got after colliding with a power forward trying to drive over him one game. The guy failed, Derek frequently bragged, but his nose was never the same. ‘Gives me character,’ he would always joke.

      Even with the nose, his rugged good looks, barrel chest, tree-trunk arms and hard ass attracted the eye of every woman that came into our gym. He worked hard at being well-shaped, not muscle-bound like so many hardcore weightlifters. He avoided all chemicals, except for vitamin supplements, and taught me a lot about how to create muscle tone, allowing bulges only where you want them.

      My friend had become quite the ‘pussy hound’ around the gym, with a reputation of providing satisfaction. At least, that’s what he tells me. And I’ve seen it in action.

      All the new female visitors to the gym seemed to gravitate toward him. It always made me laugh. The longer they came to the gym, the tighter and more revealing their outfits became as they positioned themselves to get closer. He just had that way about him. Inevitably, he would end up chatting with them, if you know what I mean…

      Surprisingly, he never talked about his conquests. Derek was never a braggart that plied his one-woman-for-me married friend with stories of his latest score. He kept them quite private, actually. Over the years, this impressed me even more.

      Despite all this activity, Derek never got married. ‘Not interested in settling down,’ he eventually told me. He was three years younger and had plenty of company to keep him satisfied. ‘In no hurry,’ he always claimed.

      Anyway, this Monday evening… the night of my coming home to dinner… as I was about ready to take off, I went looking for Derek to say goodbye. I never showered at the gym since I lived only minutes away. I would take a quick one at home before dinner started. Derek always hung around at the gym later. I presumed this is when he picked up his evening companions.

      He wasn’t in the locker room. Maybe he’s out back talking to someone. There was an area behind the building, near the swimming pool, where people would gather on a cool summer night. I had found him back there a few times, talking with some young babe.

      He was there alright. This time, doing more than talking. They had found a secluded spot in the corner. The young lady was on her knees, her back to me. The workout yoga pants clearly defined her ass and sex. A dark spot in the center told me how aroused she must be. I couldn’t technically see what was going on, but her bobbing head gave me a pretty good idea.

      Before I could make any noise, announcing my presence, she shifted her weight, moving her head away. Holy fucking shit! My friend had the largest cock I had ever seen. It had to be 9-inches long, at least, with a girth bigger than the forearm stroking him.

      “I love your cock,” the woman whispered, in between plunging it down her throat as far as it would go. Which wasn’t very far.

      “And I love what you do with it,” he chuckled, stroking her hair.

      Derek looked up, letting the pleasure flow through. Our eyes caught. He barely reacted, giving me a wink, though he didn’t stop or allow the woman to know I was there.

      She could barely get 3-4 inches of the damn thing down her throat. Judging by the way she expertly twisted his shaft with each plunge, I assumed they had visited out back several times before tonight. She seemed to know just what to do. He groaned a little with each twist.

      Somehow, the way she was going at it, I knew this was near the end. The woman knew it too… had clearly done this before.

      She reached behind her neck, unfastening her sports-bra top, pulling it down, revealing her perky tits. The nipples poked out hard and eager for what was to come. Moments later, she pulled back, and Derek took over. He beat his shaft rapidly. She straightened her back, allowing him open access to her chest as he dumped an unbelievable amount of seed, systematically covering most of her tits.

      As soon as he was done, she licked all that remained on his shaft, then used her fingers to pick up what remained on her chest, shoving the cream in her mouth. All of this without moving her eyes off that enormous snake beginning to deflate right in front of her.

      This was one nasty girl. She enjoyed swishing the stuff around her mouth, savoring the taste. Macy liked oral sex, though she seldom allowed me to cum in her mouth. It was definitely not her thing.

      Once the lady had taken a big gulp of what remained, she reached for a towel she kept on the side, wiping the remains off her chest, standing up. He leaned down, suckling her breasts as she moaned. He turned her body slightly to make sure I could see the tits inside his mouth.
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        * * *

      

      I decided that discretion was the wiser course here. Unfortunately, before I turned, someone else opened the door to the building, making a noise that attracted her attention. Both their heads looked over. She saw me standing there.

      The woman screeched, covering herself with the towel, before darting behind Derek’s massive frame to refasten her top. She went stomping off past me, anger in every body part. I suspected it was because I interrupted the play, not because I had seen her naked.

      Derek did not seem bothered by my presence, smiling at me. “Enjoy the show?”

      “So much… Might be the hottest thing I have ever watched. That’s Milly, right?”

      “Maggie…”

      “Right, Maggie. How long you two been…” I waved his hand at his crotch. Only now was he pulling his gym shorts up to cover himself.

      “She’s a regular. Can’t seem to get enough of what I offer.”

      “I can see why. You offer a lot,” I said, making a joke of it by spreading my hands apart like I was showing him a monstrous fish I had just caught.

      “You kind of stopped the flow, bud. Usually, on Monday nights, I take her home after she worships me a bit. Give her the fucking she wants.”

      “Is that it? You have a different one for every night you are here?”

      I was laughing now. He joined in. We had been friends for a long time. A little ribbing was definitely in order after witnessing that snake blow all over his friend.

      “Not always, but often,” he chuckled. I couldn’t believe he was finally opening up to me about his exploits.

      “You have a very different life, my friend,” I said. “Sorry I interrupted the fun. Does this mean she’s gone for the night?”

      “Not likely. We always meet in the snack shop upstairs. Count on it. This one loves what I do for her.”

      “With that log… I’ll bet you can do a lot.”

      “Sometimes…” he smiled.

      “I just came by to say I was leaving. Maybe next time you can give me a little warning, I’ll come out to watch from the start. Pretty hot.” I was holding my gym bag over my crotch to hide that I was sticking way out there.

      He gave me a quizzical look, as if he was putting some pieces together. “Glad you had a good time. Wish I had known you were there earlier. I like to be watched… adds something to the thrill.” That look bored into me. Was he inviting me to watch next time?

      On the way home, all I could think about was Derek and my fantasy. His cock was just what Macy had mentioned. He had comfort with being watched. And he was a close friend I knew I could trust. Wait till she hears this news!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      By the time Macy got Sally back from the dance lesson that night, and we got the kids in bed, I thought it was too late for us to have the chat I had in mind. Tomorrow would be perfect. Tuesday was the only night the kids’ activities overlapped. Sally’s dance and Terry’s soccer practice left us a gap where they were both occupied.

      Without telling Macy, I spoke with other parents about bringing them home after the practices. They had no problem. We frequently did the same for them.

      Rather than staying at Sally’s practice, her usual, I asked her to make an exception, telling her I had something I wanted to discuss. She agreed after I told her I had already arranged rides.

      We stopped for a coffee on the way. My excitement was hard to contain. She had expressed a mild interest in the size thing before. I wondered if she’d really meant it. I’d definitely find out shortly.

      While we waited in the car queue, her patience had run out. “Okay, let’s hear it,” Macy smiled at me. “You had something to talk about.”

      “Do you remember that time we went to the resort where you played volleyball with those guys?”

      A cloud passed over her face, as if this was forbidden territory. “Why do you want to talk about that?”

      “Something happened that day, babe. Just curious why you refused to stay… to play around with them? You knew I wanted you to, and they certainly wanted to. You seemed so into it on the sand.”

      Macy seemed surprised at the direction of the conversation. “Why is this suddenly an issue? It’s been three years. Not sure I want to open that up again.”

      “Just stay with me. And yes, I really want to know. Let me say upfront, nothing that you tell me will change my opinion of you, nor make me angry… just been thinking a lot about it lately.”

      We were driving home with our coffee in hand. She remained looking out the window of the car. I could see the pace of the car matched the wheels turning inside her head, wondering how much she should say.

      “Come on, Macy,” I said, putting my hand on her leg, a squeeze of reassurance. “I’d like for you to be open with me. You seemed so ready to play that day. Even had the opportunity to do it when no one would have known. Yet, you chose not to.”

      “Being true to my husband isn’t reason enough?”

      I shook my head. Even I knew that wasn’t it. That ‘true husband’ was with her, practically begging her to do it. “All I’m looking for is the truth. I promise whatever you say will not upset me either way… just trying to understand. Okay?”

      “Why is this so important all of a sudden? Just because you want to?”

      “I guess… You knew I loved the idea of you playing around in front of me. This was something else. One minute you were ready to go… Macy, you touched those guys… intimately. You wrapped your fist around a couple of them… massaged some balls even. How many times did you grab them, pointing the shafts at me? Maybe we all got the wrong message, but they expected you to be with them that night. So did I. Then suddenly, you didn’t. Just trying to understand what happened.”

      She took a deep sigh, seeming to shudder in the passenger seat. “I was afraid.”

      “Of my reaction?” I asked.

      “No… of mine. By the end, I had touched most of them and they had ALL touched me…”

      “So fucking hot! I had to hold my towel in front of my dick. It made me so hard!”

      “I know that. Why do you think we humped all night? It was hot for me too.”

      “Then why? I would have said yes. You know that. And you clearly wanted to.”

      She heaved another breath, as if steeling herself for what was to come. “You don’t understand. I wanted them all.”

      “All?” I asked, a little uncertain of what that meant.

      “All of them… all at the same time. I wanted to be absolutely smothered in cock for as long as they could do it.” Her hands trembled softly, as if she had finally confessed some dark secret.

      I burst out laughing, wishing we could high-five while driving down the road. “Fuckin’ A! I would have LOVED that, babe! We had the chance…”

      “I’m sorry, Terence,” she said, cutting short my revelry. Her look shook me. It was fear. “I know we could have, that it would have been okay with you. It’s just…” her voice wavered more as she looked away, eyes fixed on the landscape as we pulled down the street of our home.

      Pulling into the driveway, waiting for the garage door, she turned toward me, putting her hand on my leg. “You just don’t understand how deep it went. I REALLY wanted to. Every bit of me seemed out of control with lust. I had never felt like that before. Inside… I knew… if I let myself go with them… I could never turn it back off again. That I would want to do it all the time.”

      As soon as this was out, she opened the car door, rushing into the house. What? All the time? Now THAT was unexpected. My wife really liked sex, but being gangbanged repeatedly?

      When I got inside, she was in the hall bathroom; the door shut. I turned the knob. It was locked.

      “Babe, come on… it’s not like you confessed a secret affair. Locking the door?”

      She reached over, turning the knob. Macy wasn’t even going, just sitting on the lid. Tears filled her eyes. I dropped to my knees, taking her in my arms.

      “I love you, Macy. Forever and ever. That will never change. I think it’s time we opened up with each other. You’ve had this… what do I call it… shame… buried inside you for too long. Something happened that afternoon. You humped me that night like a wild woman, but it closed off something else. I have noticed it ever since. We need to talk about it. I won’t be upset with you. I promise.”

      Her tears stopped abruptly. “You mean that? Won’t be upset?”

      I pulled her off the lid, walking us into the living room. “It started as my idea,” I said, getting us settled together on the sofa. “Why would I be upset?”

      Finally, she seemed to understand what I needed, nodding. “I’m sorry, Terence. I’ve thought about that day a lot. Too often. I don’t want gangbangs all the time. It was just an impulse. Might have been fun to have one… then. I don’t know what it was… I just wasn’t ready somehow.”

      My mind churned with all this comment entailed. Her desire… my fantasy of her doing it… the enticement for more… her recent renewal of my erotic storytelling… All the pieces of the last few months fell into place.

      “Are you ready now?” I asked, unable to hide the excitement in my tone.

      She smiled, patting my leg. “Maybe…”

      Before she could say anything more, Sally came in the door. Terry Jr. moments later. We chatted about the practices. Then scooted them up to bed. Macy went up to check on them… seemed to take longer than usual.

      I remained in the living room, picking up my phone to browse while I waited. I wanted to finish the conversation. What did she mean, ‘maybe?’ My cock was stirring as I thought about her new willingness… and Derek. Was this finally the time?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      When she came down, she had on a bathrobe I had seen on her many times. Heavy, warm, comfortable. As she approached me on the sofa, though, she opened the robe to show she had nothing on underneath. Our eyes locked on each other.

      But there was something else. A look on her face. A firmness of her shoulder. It was like she had made a decision and was now willing to tell me about it.

      Without asking, she straddled my lap, shedding her robe. The cargo shorts I always wore in summer were getting soaked with her juices, already flowing, as she rubbed her sex against my growing arousal. My questioning gaze made her smile.

      “Do you really want me to… to be the nasty girl of your dreams? To take on as many cocks as I want?” She rubbed her breasts in my face, using her hands to swat me with them.

      I grabbed her breasts, pinching the protruding nipples. She moaned at the sensations, grinding harder on my cock, already finding its full measure. Her lips came down on mine as my wife transformed into a first-class slut right in front of me, wanting nothing more than to be used by whoever wanted her. It was as if she had finally given in to the fantasy.

      My tongue found hers as we danced with a passion that seemed to be more somehow… more than our usual, at least. Like she accepted this new direction in our love life. Everything was now possible as my hands flowed freely over her body. Was my wife finally going to give me what I had wanted all these years?

      I pushed her back a little, smiling. “Eventually,” I chuckled. “For now, let’s start with just one.” My hands went to my belt, trying to get myself free.

      She touched my hands, shaking her head no. “They are probably still awake. Let’s go to the den.” I had a home office that was part of an addition we made a few years ago. At the far end of the hall, it had a lockable door!

      Macy stood, taking my hand, leading me down the hall, wagging her ass provocatively as we walked. I grabbed the robe on the way out of the living room. Hey, you never know when we might need to leave the room with young eyes on the other side of the door.

      She entered without turning on the overhead lights. Instead, my desk lamp provided all she wanted. My wife pushed papers aside, leaving a broad space on the desk. She leaned over, her ass hanging off the edge.

      “Use me like the slut you know I am,” she whispered, widening her legs apart and using her hands to spread her ass cheeks. “Tell me one of your stories.”

      Even in the dim light, I could see her sex glistening from the rubbing earlier. After quickly locking the door, I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough.

      Macy wasn’t looking back at me. Her head was straightforward, eyes closed. Maybe there is one story that would be perfect…

      “I take a seat in the corner as he approaches you from the rear,” I started. Her soft whimper told me I had hit the right cue. “You are holding yourself open for him, hungry for whatever he wants to do, eager to be penetrated by a new cock for the first time in a decade.”

      She groaned, pulling her cheeks even further apart. I could see her face changing in the window reflection, falling into the scene I was painting.

      “All evening long, you have been naked in front of your two fully dressed men. We talked, ate, listened to some music, while teasing you by not touching, allowing you to stew in your nakedness.”

      My hands were all over her ass, sliding up her slit, finding an already swollen clit, eager for my touch.

      “What do you want me to do?” she whispered. I ignored her, going back to the story.

      “I tell you to take his clothes off while I sit back watching. You gasp when you see the enormous size of his shaft, poking out, ready for your touch.”

      Macy on the desk gasped along with the story, squirming her hips. She needed a more active touch. I wasn’t ready for that. I worked her ass, fingers barely grazing her slit and rear bud. She shuddered at my growing control.

      “You finish taking his clothes off. ‘Get on your knees,’ I tell you. ‘Worship that log. You know you want to.’ You lavish every bit of skill you have in making him even harder. The size is too much, but you want to please him. Both hands and your mouth are active as your eyes lock on his gaze. A man you barely know. A stranger who, until tonight, you had never seen before.”

      I moved around to the other side of the desk, tapping my cock on her face. Her eyes do not open, though her mouth does. Her hands come up to join her active blowjob.

      “Every part of you wants to please him, to prepare him for what you really want. You are the slut that wants to be fucked, to be taken hard by this monstrous cock. Especially knowing that cock wants nothing more than to violate you repeatedly.”

      She pulled her mouth off abruptly. “Fuck me… right now!”

      “Just what he was thinking,” I said, as I walked around to her sex again. “Your husband leans forward, wanting to see every inch as the man pushes himself into you.”

      I swipe for a little moisture, pushing myself inside. Her groan fills the room.

      “You grimace at the sheer girth. Your husband has never stretched you as wide as this. Soon, you are gripping him hungrily with your cunt, pushing your hips back to encourage him to go deeper. That’s all he needed, slamming into you…”

      I savaged my wife’s pussy, pounding into her with all I had. She loved me to do it this way… had always said it made the orgasms more powerful. For her fantasy lover, it was the only way to go.

      Macy was immersed in the fantasy now, pushing back against me, crying out with pleasure as I pounded into her.

      “Terence, he’s fucking me so good. I love the way he stretches me,” she whispered, pretending I was in the chair. Fuck! I was getting into it myself. Might as well go for it.

      I pounded until she came, slowing unexpectedly. My cock still teased her. I kept my hips steadily rotating, just enough to keep her on edge for more.

      “It’s time for us to do this for real, Macy. You know you want to.”

      She groaned as I took a couple quick stabs inward. The fantasy was becoming real for her, the possibility opening up. I could feel it. Is this the time to bring it up?

      “I’ve found someone, my slut.”

      My wife shook underneath me, grinding back, trying to increase the friction. I wouldn’t let her. She moaned at the growing frustration, turning to look at me.

      “Are you serious? You have someone you want to bring over for our vacation?” She was panting now. Her breathing betrayed a surge of desire inside. “Who?”

      “Derek.” She knew my friend well. He had been to the house many times. The kids even called him ‘Uncle Derek.’

      “Oh my god!”

      I pounded into her, feeding her an image of him. “I’ve also got a BIG surprise for you… he’s huge! Able to fill you just the way you want.”

      Those groans became something more intense, her slamming back against me more frantic. The name seemed surprising, though not unexpected. They had become good friends over the years. Learning he was huge could not be much of a surprise for my new size-queen, considering how big he was.

      “Fuck me… Terence… oh god… fuck me…”

      Those groans became mewling as she went over the edge. My vicious lunging barely slowed as she thrashed against me, crying out with the pleasure flooding her entire body. The fantasy had taken her higher as I buried my load into her grasping sheath. She whimpered, wanting every inch I could give her.

      Collapsing on the desk, trying to catch her breath, I reached over to the credenza for some tissues, soaking up our combined juices. My god, that was fucking hot! I couldn’t believe all that worry about the resort and changes had disappeared so quickly. Maybe she was finally ready!

      Helping her up, her arms enveloped me as she squeezed tight, looking up at me.

      “When did he say he was available?” She asked. The eagerness was now unmistakable.

      “I haven’t asked him. I only found out about the size thing yesterday.”

      “What? You got me all worked up without even knowing if he’ll do it? What the fuck?! I can’t believe you would do this to me!” Her stare riveted me to the floor. Cold, hard.

      “So embarrassing…” she said. My wife grabbed her robe, stomping out of the room, mumbling curse words all the way down the hall.

      What the fuck just happened?! I thought she liked the idea?
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      Her hostile reaction surprised even her pervert husband. I was already used to her pushing back against my more outrageous stories. But this? After Macy came so hard with my ‘dirty talk’ fantasy of bringing Derek into our bedroom, I stood there in shock as she stomped out of the den.

      I wondered if the power of that session had shaken her somehow? Or maybe… more likely… getting her excited about it BEFORE knowing he would do it might not have been the best idea!

      How could I do it otherwise? I had to know if she would be interested before I brought it up with him. Otherwise, every time he came over to the house, it would have been awkward if he knew she had rejected him.

      None of that explained what happened. Macy treated me like I had a communicable disease that night. She was on the far side of our king-sized bed, wrapping blankets around. The signal was clear. Don’t touch!

      It was actually kind of funny. I went into our little session, seeking to know if she was interested. That part succeeded. She was. Now, as I looked at her back firmly planted in my direction, I thought about what this could mean.

      How interested was she? Derek had been one of my best friends for years, ever since we started working out together at the gym. I had brought ‘Uncle Derek’ to the house many times. He and Macy got along well, even warmly. I would even have called them friends.

      Though, now that I think about it, they seldom touched more than the casual friendship hugs she does with many guy acquaintances. I never caught them huddling with whispered secrets or got the impression it was anything more than that. Had I missed something? Maybe she developed feelings for him along the way. What else would explain it?

      When I woke the next morning, coolness continued to rule our household. Every time I approached her, I got the same cold rejection. The sensual vacation coming this week suddenly looked a lot less fun. Shit…

      Yet something was happening… something between us. It was like she was intentionally pushing me away. I could see it in her eyes. It was not anger. There was a twinkle of amusement, examining my reaction somehow. Like she denied contact as a way of taunting me. What was I to make of that?

      And I was having trouble handling these odd feelings that made my insides quiver. It was like she thought I needed a push and, after the session last night clarified her thinking, provided it.

      I swear, I got hard thinking about her pushing me away like this. As if I wanted her to do it… to push me… to take control. I could barely absorb the arousal that flooded me every time she turned away from me. My body simply quivered with the growing need.

      And that smirk of a smile, like she knew exactly what she was doing.

      When I walked out the door for work that morning, she smiled, turning her face away at the last minute, offering me only her cheek for my daily peck. I always left before she did. Her office was only 10 minutes from our house. This leaving ritual of my giving her a kiss on the way out the door was as firmly established as the evening dinner. Yet, this morning, she denied me even that.

      The arousal filling me was confusing. Did I want her to reject me that way? And what was with that wry grin as I looked back at her on my way to the car? Like she could read my mind. By the time I got on the road, I knew one thing for certain. I had to make sure Derek would be willing if I ever wanted to have conjugal relations with my wife again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      By mid-morning, I had a quasi-plan worked out. I texted Macy that I was going to be late from work that night. Then I sent a text to Derek asking if he was up for a drink after our session. We did that fairly often, so no problem. We set a time.

      Yet all I could think about was Macy’s curious reaction. Or should I say overreaction? All her resistance to my idea about playing disappeared when I mentioned Derek’s name. She came like one of those starburst fireworks blasts, shaking and trembling! We had a good lead-up to that, with lots of dirty talk. That typically got her going, but the way her pussy lips gripped my cock as she came last night… Holy shit! She LOVED the idea… a LOT!

      For the first time since I had my first fantasy of sharing her, I wondered if this would be a good idea… especially for my newly revealed ‘size-queen’ wife.

      Alright, I get it. She never said she was a size-queen. She only relayed the conversation she had with her friend, who had experienced a massive cock in college, remembering it fondly. My wife had simply wondered what it would be like.

      Do girls look at guy’s bulges the way guys look at breasts, checking them out when they meet them? Derek had been at our house dressed in clingy athletic wear fairly often. Maybe she glimpsed him along the way and knew what he was packing.

      Her clueless husband had certainly missed it. Funny how I had been with him that many times, in positions where his crotch would be on display, and never noticed his bulge until Monday. In my defense, why would I? NOT interested. At least, not in that way…

      Or maybe she made the connection because of his size. Despite my not being small, over six feet, Derek had me by 3-4 inches and at least 40 pounds. He was a large man. Maybe my wife simply extrapolated that everything about him was proportionally bigger!

      Truth is, I’ve got to get past this petty jealousy. It’s weird, considering how long I have begged her to do this. Yet, inside… the need for her to be with him grew. I somehow knew this uncertainty was part of the pleasure. It felt right somehow, feeling this jealousy, as if the arousal and fear merged, creating a powerful emotion I had never experienced before.

      My uncertainty expanded all day, as did my confusion. How can I be so concerned about what this means while my cock stays perpetually hard thinking about it? I had to stay at my desk several times to allow my shaft to decline a little, at least. What was happening to me?
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        * * *

      

      All the way to work that morning, I had thought about the first time I had my favorite fantasy… wanting to watch my wife in action. Macy and I had been married for about a year… it was before our first child came along, anyway. We were at Bear Lake with some friends. We were in the water, playing with a beach ball. One guy had put Macy on his shoulders. I grabbed another girl for the same. You know how kids do that. We were playing our own version of beach volleyball, trying to get the other guy to drop their girl in the water as they lunged for the ball.

      I couldn’t take my eyes off Macy’s gorgeous breasts, flopping against her bikini top as she playfully swiped with each pass. Somewhere along the way, the guy moved his head back, trying to catch his balance. This put pressure right on Macy’s sensitive clit. She gasped at the sudden contact. I knew that sound well. His neck had touched her unexpectedly.

      At that moment, I had this entire vision of his head being turned the other way, as his lips were munching away on her clit. My cock sprang to such rigid life, I had to move deeper in the water to cover the obvious bulge.

      After that, every time I would see her talking to another guy, or innocently touching one, I wouldn’t get jealous like other husbands. My cock would tingle as I imagined them in various stages of copulation.

      It took me many years to get up the courage to tell her about my fantasy. That’s when she first gave me the ‘pervert’ moniker, making it clear she was not interested in going through with that. Even at the Caribbean resort, when the opportunity was there, she had refused. Last night, she claimed she didn’t go through with it at the resort because she was TOO interested.

      How was I to take her being ‘all in,’ now that Derek was involved? That niggling fear found a home as I tried to puzzle out what had changed. Yet, like before, my cock seemed to grow stiffer as I imagined her approaching him… watching him take her… and, oddly, my guiding his shaft in. Shit…
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        * * *

      

      After our workout, Derek and I hit Rick’s Tavern, our favorite sports bar. The place had a huge beer selection with lots of eye candy for my single friend. Okay, maybe I occasionally stole a glance at the attractive young ladies with their clingy outfits…

      I always smiled at the reactions my friend got. They never looked at ME that way! More than once over the years, during our after-workout drinks, a young lady had stolen my friend for her own needs. He would always smile on his way out with her, as if he had no choice about abandoning me.

      “Were you able to meet up with Maggie that night?” I asked. “Sorry that I interfered with your routine.”

      “Hey, it’s nothing,” he said, ignoring my question. “There will always be another.”

      I wish I had his confidence. I’m not all that much smaller, but this guy had the full package. Tall and handsome, very fit, and now I knew a large tool to complete the trifecta. Seems unfair, somehow, that he got all that, and was a nice guy to boot. All I knew was that the ladies at Rick’s always paid attention to him.

      In one sense, I was glad he didn’t tell me about Maggie. His habit of keeping confidences made me more comfortable to ask the very delicate question I had planned.

      “Speaking of another…” I said, somewhat hesitant to bring it up. His usual targets all seemed in their 20s, and in very good shape. Would he want my 35-year-old wife? She was beautiful with magnificent breasts, but after two kids, she had moved to the modestly ‘curvy’ category, with slightly fuller hips and a little paunch in front. “… I would like to discuss a proposition.”

      “Sure, Terry. Whatever…”

      “My wife had a curious conversation with me the other day. About some friends that were remembering youthful experiences. Several of them had made it with guys that were… let’s say, well-endowed. My wife was curious about what that would be like.”

      “Lot’s of those around,” he smirked. “You see them at the club all the time.”

      “None that we would trust.”

      “Trust for what?”

      “It’s always been one of my fantasies to watch her with another man. So, now that I know you are part of that well-hung clan, I was wondering if you might be interested in playing with us… actively.”

      “Me? Sleep with Macy?” He sat back in his chair, with a hard gaze that made me squirm. “You sure about that?”

      “Absolutely. I would be there, maybe even join in. Mostly watching for the first time. Macy has made it clear she would be willing. How about you?”

      “You need to think about this, my friend. Think hard. The women I sleep with want to come back more than once. Are you up for us making it whenever she wants? It might be a lot…”

      “Confident, I see…” I chuckled, though slivers of worry ruffled my confident facade. Would Macy want to do it over and over? Those harsh feelings of before returned, causing my cock to stir. The idea of her doing it with him made me even more aroused.

      “Experienced is all…” he replied. “… like Maggie. We had a date after our workout a few months ago. Now she’ll do anything I ask. That blowjob out back has become a regular event on Mondays. As long as I agree to fuck her again, she’ll do whatever I want. What if Macy turns out to be the same? You open for that?”

      “I hadn’t thought of it going further than just the one time. Would you want that?”

      “Depends… some women have a spark of sexuality that lights my fire. If I did this, you would have to agree upfront that we could do it more if we wanted to.”

      I shuddered, thinking about the implications. My cock got even harder. “Anytime you want?”

      “I go through streaks, seldom lasting long with one woman, though sometimes, if they really hit my buttons just right, it might be longer, several months. Would that work for you?”

      “Not sure. I’ll have to talk to Macy about this. I was just thinking of a one-off.”

      “Up to you. But that’s my requirement to join you.” His look at me seemed to burrow in, as if he knew something about me I didn’t. This was an aggressive requirement. I knew that. Yet my cock stirred hard, pulsing with the need for me to allow it. He must have recognized the war going on inside me.

      He paused, staring at me, as if he was sizing up the situation. “No matter how much you want me to use your wife… to take her in front of you… to feed her my snake… to make her cum…”

      With each iteration, my breath caught. Visions of what he was saying, and what it meant for her… and me… filled my mind. It was like he knew what those words were doing to me.

      I almost missed the finish of his statement as his big smile found a new look I had not seen before. Something like Macy’s controlling look of this morning.

      “… to do anything that would interfere with our relationship. I get plenty of action, but don’t have many close friends. Can we take this step and remain friends?”

      I was shivering inside. Friendship no longer mattered as the war took control. Jealousy and arousal were dancing with each other as my cock pressed uncomfortably in my jeans. He seemed to know what was happening, smiling back at me with that same hard grin.

      “We’ll see what she says,” was all I could get out. “That work for you?”

      “Sure, Bud.” He smiled at me, a warm touch of understanding. “I think you’d really like what I can do for her… and you. Might like it a lot.”

      In the back of my mind, his language did not seem to place a top priority on our friendship. Getting what he wanted, when he wanted, seemed to be his focus. So why did that get me so excited?
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      By the time I got home that night, the kids were already in bed. Macy was watching a TV show, busily answering work emails on her laptop.

      She looked up, putting the laptop on the coffee table. “Terence, please come in here.”

      I did, putting my gear near the steps. She tapped the space next to her on the couch, so I sat there.

      “I want to apologize,” she said, smiling at my startled look. Not that she never apologized, but this seemed out of the blue. “You mentioned Derek while we were making love… pumping me up with one of those damn stories that gets me so hot… I got carried away. I want to apologize for getting mad when it turned out you had not spoken to him. That was unfair.” So that’s what this is about.

      “It’s okay, babe….”

      “No, it isn’t,” she interrupted. “We’re talking about introducing another person into our bedroom. That must be done with some care. I realize now you had to ask me before you spoke to him. Otherwise, he would have felt uncomfortable coming over, especially if he knew I had said no. I do not want our playing to interfere with your friendship.”

      “That must have been hard coming out,” I smiled, tapping her on the leg with a light squeeze. “Appreciate it, though. I’ll admit, I didn’t expect that chilly reception to follow the suggestion.”

      “Wasn’t fair, was it?” she said.

      “Well…” I smiled, “not sure what you will think about this then. I had drinks with Derek tonight.”

      I should have halted right there, when her expression abruptly turned from apologetic to focused. That unfamiliar grin, full of something again. That should have been my first sign that this was going in a different direction, but I had let Mr. Pervert out to play, and didn’t want to stop.

      “What did he say?” she asked, no longer trying to hide her eagerness. Yet, there was something else, like she already knew what the answer would be.

      “He said maybe.”

      “Maybe?”

      “He said yes, but…”

      “Come on, Terence. Stop teasing.”

      “He agreed…” her shriek caught me off guard. She sensed my worry, noticeably pulling back her enthusiasm. “But, under one condition. Some women ‘light his fire,’ he said. Before he accepts our invitation, I would have to agree that you and he could do it again. As often as the two of you wanted.”

      Macy grinned next to me, those eyes twinkling again. “He said that, did he?” Her face flushed a bright pink, but, like before, there was something else. What was I to make of that? She seemed a little surprised, yet I couldn’t help but feel a little suspicious, like she knew what the answer was before I said it.

      “Some women have a ‘spark of sexuality’ that gets him going, he said. I suspect he believes you would be one of them.”

      She leaned back against the sofa, the flush spreading to her chest. Her hand moved to her sex, rubbing against her clit through her shorts. She looked guiltily over at me.

      “This is all your fault, you know,” she teased. I stared at her in confusion. “All your talk and those dirty stories. Our discussion about the guys on the nude beach. It’s got me wanting more.”

      “How much more?”

      “How much will you allow?” she asked. “This week, you implied it would be okay for me to be gangbanged, as long as you could watch. I told you the lust I felt frightened me. You had no trouble with that. Now, you’re telling me it’s okay to do it with Derek whenever we want, even when you’re not around? What am I to make of that?”

      “I never said that would be…”

      “You need to listen to the words more carefully, hon,” she cut in. “He didn’t say whenever we wanted and you were available. He was very clear. Whenever WE wanted. You did not come into the decision.”

      My mind was reeling. Whenever they wanted, no matter what I was doing?

      My cock hardened, pushing against my work slacks. She noticed. Her grin grew wider, like a puzzle piece had finally come together.

      “If he wants to take your bride in the backyard and fuck her brains out, you’d be willing to allow that. Interesting…” Her look at me grew hard, probing. “How would this work then? I’d give you a sign… keep the kids in the family room… then he takes me out on the patio?”

      She giggled as the rubbing on her clit became more focused. “Imagine what your thoughts will be… knowing where I am… what he’s doing to my pussy…”

      Her eyes bored into me, demanding I pay attention. Forcing me to take in the deeper meaning of her words.

      “Can you accept that? Whenever he wanted?” I asked, gulping. I squirmed uncomfortably as my rigid shaft felt the constraints of my slacks.

      “Oh, yes… if he’s as big as you say. He can fuck me silly as often as possible. Isn’t that what you wanted?” She giggled, touching my leg. “Come on, babe. It would be unfair to stop now that we have a reasonable candidate to do it.”

      The hunger on her face caught me by surprise. Yet that something else hung around… an understanding, a teasing. She was saying this to push at me. Why?

      She pulled her shorts off, panties with it, turning her spread legs so I could see her sopping wet box. Her fingers continued to rotate on her clit. Those eyes had become smoldering orbs of lust. They never left me, though maybe it was the distraction of her hands coming together, spreading her labia apart. The dampness was everywhere now.

      I looked back at the stairs, remembering her worry from last night about the kids coming down. That no longer seemed a concern.

      “You want it too, don’t you?” she teased more. “You like the idea that your wife is a slut, willing to bend over for your big friend. I think it’s time to let your fantasy out for some fresh air. Your slut wants to be fucked, just the way you have wanted all these years. We’ll let you watch, at first. Then we’ll see how it goes.”

      Fuck! What had started as my fantasy… one I wanted her to be a part of… had suddenly become one of hers that I was going along with. I wondered at that moment if she would do it no matter what my preference.

      Pointing at her sex, she reached forward, grabbing my shirt, pulling my face toward her crotch. “Eat me. Right now. I want to tell a dirty story of my own.”

      I trembled at this need that had my cock hard as stone, and at the control she suddenly had over me. The pressure on my shirt switched to my hair, as she grabbed a handful, forcing me lower… toward those lips that seemed to throb as I approached.

      “You will eat me until I tell you to stop. Is that clear?” Her grip on my hair became almost painful as she shoved my face into her need.

      I almost came right then. What’s gotten into my wife? And into me? Her forcefulness made my already hard shaft into a solid steel beam!

      She was definitely acting weird. I could see the resolve forming on her face. This was something she wanted for herself. My fantasy no longer mattered. The reality of that sunk in, as if something inside was being ripped open, exposed to the air for the first time.

      “You will eat me until I tell you to stop. Is that clear?” she repeated, as if I didn’t remember it from before.

      My wife had never been aggressive in bed… except recently. For the last three weeks, she had become quite demanding. She would tell me what to do, down to very precise instructions. That always got me going! Before that, whenever we made love, it was always at my insistence. Now, the possibility of having my friend Derek’s gigantic cock had changed everything.

      Or was that it? There were plenty of large cocks at the resort. She told them all to go away. This seemed different. I felt it strongly as she gripped my shirt with one hand, hair with the other, pulling me closer.

      Her legs spread further in front of me on the sofa, as my face came into contact with her tender flesh. Maybe not so tender. Both her hands were in my hair now, smashing my face into her crotch.

      My cock throbbed with need. It was like she was burrowing into my mind, finding every bit of desire I had, then yanking it out of me. I shuddered as my eyes looked up at her, drowning in her control. I was swimming in her beautiful blues, wanting to bury myself in them.

      Those eyes… controlling… demanding. It filled me with the need… for more. I yearned to obey, to have her take me in just this way!
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      “Use that tongue while I tell you a dirty story of my own,” she demanded. Her grip on my head pushed my face around, encouraging my tongue to go where she wanted. I instinctively stuck my tongue out, following wherever she wanted me to go. Her tone had lost all softness. This was a demand. I shook at my growing need to obey.

      My tongue licked up her slit. She shuddered underneath as I stabbed her clit. A groan came out as she settled back into her position, allowing me open access, her hands continuing to direct my movement.

      “We’re at the Caribbean resort,” she started. “I took a day getting pampered at the spa. You decide to make that a down day, sleeping in or heading to the pool, reading a book. I don’t actually go to the spa, of course. I headed back to the nude beach for a different type of pampering. The same guys were there when I arrived. All of them remembered the way I teased them last time.”

      I shuddered at her words, slowing my movement. She had done a day at the spa that week… I frantically tried to remember which day. I stayed in my room almost the whole time she was gone. Is she telling me a true story?

      “Do not stop pleasing me,” she demanded, yanking my hair again. Her hands remained entangled with my hair, directing my head (and tongue) where she wanted it to go. I grimaced at the strength of her hold, though my cock remained hard as stone.

      “When they saw me taking my towel and bikini off, they whistled at me, asking me to join them again. They must have known why I was there this time, because they were all over me from the start. Every time I would go for a ball, their hands would somehow find a reason to touch me. And not just my shoulders. Fingers were all over… and in me.”

      My deep dive into her sex brought a stop to the story as she moaned. I moved my hands up to touch her clit, wanting to continue her journey higher.

      “Put your hands down. Mouth only,” she barked. The strength of her command just made it worse. I was falling completely for her dominance and didn’t know how to react. But my hands did. They fell back to my side immediately as my cock throbbed painfully hard, pressing against my slacks even more.

      “That’s better. Now, back to my story… Every time I moved around them, the guys would be all over me. One of them suggested we go to his cabana, on the secluded edge of the nude beach. I said yes, of course. That was why I came back. They had to know that by now.”

      My hand went into my shorts, stroking my cock. My tongue continued to push at my wife. She broke her story to moan and whimper at the pleasure I was giving. My zipper gave easily as I pulled my cock out, eagerly stroking my shaft.

      She quickly recognized what I had done. “Did I say you could touch that?” She said, this time pushing my face into her sex so hard I could barely breathe. My hand came off my rod. “You are here to pleasure me, not yourself. Is that understood?”

      I pulled off her sex. “Okay… okay …” I said, grimacing as her grip on my hair pushed me back to work.

      “Now, where was I? We were already naked when we entered the cabana. Before I could do anything, they had me on my back, on the floor. One cock was pounding into me as another took over my mouth. There were five of them. I knew they would demand all my openings before this was over, but I didn’t know how long you would stay in the room.”

      She stopped talking as a moan of pure pleasure came out of her. She whimpered as the wave took control, shaking as I stabbed her clit repeatedly with my tongue. The release shook her body. My eyes loved the grimace on her face, as if she was in deep pain. We both knew better.

      “That was so good…” she said, after she came down from her release. “Not as good as having a cock in your mouth and pussy at the same time. Still nice…”

      I still couldn’t believe the language coming out of my wife as I struggled to keep my tongue going. My appendage was getting tired. She didn’t care.

      “I didn’t want to wait in case you left our room. After I came once, and the first guy emptied his load down my throat, I pushed the guy out of me, pointing for him to get on his back. I scrambled on top, impaling myself on his enormous shaft. Looks at the other guys gave them all the invitation they needed. Or maybe it was spreading my ass cheeks apart, inviting their touch.”

      She giggled with the seeming memory. This must be true, I shuddered. She was recounting what actually happened.

      “Lube dripped across my rear bud and soon they filled every hole. I could only last another hour before I was exhausted. All five took turns sharing me with all three of my openings constantly full. I came and came.”

      Macy cried out so loud with her next release on my tongue, I thought the kids would come running down the stairs. She didn’t pay any attention at all, seeming indifferent to the possibility. Whether she came from the memory of the playing or my tongue was hard to say. But she had had enough. Her eyes were hard orbs of passion as she looked down at me, pushing my head away, panting heavily.
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        * * *

      

      My raging cock could wait no longer. Without permission, I came out of that position, yanking my pants down, shoving my cock as deep into her as it would go. She mewled at my penetration.

      While I pounded into her, her smile grew broader. She patted me on my hip to slow down. I did, reluctantly.

      “Did you like my little story?”

      “Was that true… you going back to their tent?”

      “Of course not,” she smiled. “I came back with my hair done and pubic hair shaved. Don’t you remember? We talked about how surprised you were about my being shaved. You think they did that while fucking me?”

      I didn’t know how to react, maintaining my slower plunging.

      “But you wanted it to be true. Didn’t you?” She taunted. “You even liked me telling you what to do, didn’t you?” She gripped my hips with her legs. “I want to explore that more.”

      I didn’t care what she wanted to explore. All I could think of was using her pussy for my own needs. She seemed to understand, shifting her hips out further, pushing to meet every thrust.

      “Use that cunt… I am your wife…” I thrust viciously upward, pounding into her, needing release. She worked my rod, seeming ready to receive my seed, then slowed abruptly, wrapping her legs around me, forcing me to slow with her.

      “… but you want more for this pussy, don’t you? You want it to be used whenever your friend wants to take it.” I grunted more, feeling the thrill of my fantasy come to life. “You want to come home from work one day to hear me screaming with his pleasure… to give him open access to your bride? It excites you so much you don’t know how to handle it.”

      She was right about that! An image just like that had consumed me ever since he mentioned it. I resumed my pounding, harder, getting close.

      “Stop!” she said, pushing me out of her. I was so close… my cock and balls ached for relief.

      Looking down on my bride, I quivered at the state she had left me in, so close… frustrated.

      She patted the sofa next to her… for me to sit down. Fuck, what am I supposed to do now? I needed to cum!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER EIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      I still couldn’t believe what had happened, or the way she stopped everything before I came. Something was definitely going on with her.

      My cock throbbed into the room as she guided me to lie back against the sofa, fully exposing that scrotum to her eyes, like she wanted me to be vulnerable in just that way. We both knew we had crossed a threshold. I just didn’t understand into what…

      Macy understood, standing to put her clothes back on. She seemed to relax, warming to her task. “Take the rest of your clothes off. I want you totally naked. Return to that position when you are done. Sit on your hands underneath your ass. Do not move them from that position.”

      I frantically pulled the slacks and shoes off my legs, yanking the shirt over my head. I was on my back now, hands underneath me. My stiff cock poked into the room as she settled next to me, stroking a rod that became almost painfully hard.

      “You liked it, didn’t you? Hearing the story… being denied your release…”

      “It was a good story,” I laughed. “You had me convinced you really did that. Not sure about the denial, though. I really need to cum.”

      She reached over, stroking my chin, chuckling. The nature of her laugh had even changed, becoming demanding, full of expectations. Almost as if she relished her cruel treatment of me. Ignoring my statement about denial as if it was inconsequential, she went back to her story.

      “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? To have me give myself to those men.” I nodded, almost ashamed at how much I wanted that. She nodded her understanding, giggling. “Before I take the gangbang route, maybe we should do something a little smaller. Derek seems like a good place to start.”

      “Why are you so willing now… after all those years saying no all the time?” I asked. She ran a finger lightly down my swollen shaft. It wanted… needed… a more active touch. That need filled me.

      All I could do was grimace at the control she had taken, settling back on the sofa, completely at her mercy. Putting my hands willingly underneath my ass had signaled to us both what I wanted. It left me feeling a greater vulnerability, as if she had ripped a facade away, exposing the true me inside.

      I had to face it as I stared up at her. I hungered for this… thankful she had pushed me here intentionally. How did she know I wanted this? Even I hadn’t known!

      Ignoring the turmoil churning inside, my wife went back to the conversation. “I like Derek. You know that. I trust he will treat me right and not talk about what we have done with others. You have always told me he is closed-mouthed about his adventures. The safe choice, I think.”

      “Seems more than wanting to be safe, Macy. Do you really want to make yourself available to him whenever he wants?”

      “Whenever WE want, remember? I have my say. And we’re not doing it in front of the children, so we have only certain available windows. We’ll work out a schedule that fits our needs.”

      A flush of fresh arousal took me as I understood the direction this had taken. ‘Fit our needs.’ Not mine. I was no longer part of the choice set.

      “You seem awfully convinced he’ll want to do that.” I said.

      She smiled, gripping my rod fiercely, nails embedded in the flesh. I grimaced at the pain. Her eyes flared with that control, daring me to take my hands out. I didn’t.

      “Yes, Terence. Because he told me so.”

      “What? You’ve talked to him?” I squirmed now, the pain of her grip warring with this news, driving me deeper into the abyss of my surrender.

      “Of course. He called me as soon as you left the bar. Wanted to make sure I was fully aware of what you were saying and willing to accept the offer he laid out. I assured him we had talked about it in advance and that I accepted his terms.”

      “Shit, Macy… What if I had decided not to go through with it?”

      Her bold laugh, combined with a couple of my pulses against her hard grip, told me she knew there was no chance of that.

      “The question, my love, was never whether you would approve. The question was how much you wanted to be involved. I told Derek I would talk to you. We’ve already scheduled the date. He’s coming over Friday night, after the kids leave for my folks. That will allow us to extend our time into the weekend if I want to… maybe even more over the whole vacation.”

      I shuddered next to her. This was all going so fast. If ‘I’ wanted to. Not if ‘we’ wanted to.

      “Now, the only decision left is the one I keep bringing up, and never answering. How do you want to be involved? You say you want to sit in a chair and watch us. I think that would be fine, but…”

      Fine? She thinks it would be fine? As if it is all up to her.

      “This is MY fantasy, not yours,” I protested weakly. “Why are you suddenly making all the decisions?”

      She smiled, as if she understood something much deeper. “Because that’s the way you really want it.”

      Her grip became stroking as I moaned. A wicked smile invaded my loving wife’s face.

      “Come, come, Terence… no one asks their wife to make it with a big-cocked man unless they want to be humiliated. Even if we go gently on you, there’s no way you won’t feel inadequate along the way. The part I have discovered is how much that turns you on. I know it does. You like that mix of jealousy and fear. You’ll do anything to make sure that happens, won’t you?”

      I felt my hands trembling under me as she smiled. The very ground was shifting, all certainty now gone. Her grin grew darker, stronger somehow. My cock pulsed in her hand. Her teeth showing with that wide smile.

      “Don’t take your hands out from underneath you for any reason,” she demanded, letting go of my shaft. She leaned back against the sofa, looking at me.

      There was no way I would do that, anyway, nodding my acceptance without hesitation. My cock flopped on top of me. I could see the engorged cockhead, eager to be touched again.

      “I started paying attention after our resort visit,” she said. “You are a cuckold, my dear. You WANT me to be fucked by Derek. But…” Her smile grew darker again. “… there is something more, something bottomless. You want me to direct the play. We both know that. And I’ve decided to do it.” She patted me lightly on my bare leg, as if confirming the decision.

      I gasped at her words. My loving, often demure wife is going to take charge of the bull and me? No, not of us both. A shiver passed through me. Just me…

      “I’ve even talked about it with Derek. He has some leather cuffs and other toys he has used on his other cucks. He is going to bring them along so I can use them on you!”

      I shuddered on the sofa. Her hand came up, tracing along my thigh. She did not stop, wrapping her fist around the shaft, still rigid in its full glory.

      “See? Just talking about it has made you so hard… Oh yes, you want this very much.”

      She had not asked me. I felt it to my very core. We had just taken the next step in her growing control over me. She played with my hard cock for a bit, stroking slowly up and down. That rigid pillar needed to cum!

      “Derek is going to fuck me long and hard. The way you talked about his enormous shaft, I’m pretty sure we will do it a lot over the weekend and beyond. So, our choices… well, YOUR choices. Do you want to be tied up in the room the whole time? Or tied up in the guest room so you cannot watch, just listen? Or do you want to be left free to walk around, to get a closer look? Maybe even push your cock in my mouth… if I request it.” Not of her pussy, only her mouth…

      She stroked my shaft several times, getting me right to the edge, slowing to a steady beat just short of my need.

      “When Derek walks in the house on Friday night, you will do everything we ask. You will not wear clothing unless we leave the house. When we return, you will immediately take your clothes off, without my telling you to. Got that? Of your own free will. You have given yourself to us, to use as we wish.”

      The need pulsed through me as she continued her strokes, alternating fast and slow, just enough to keep me on edge without cumming.

      “You will be OUR cuckold for as long as Derek is here,” she continued, that devilish smile finding a home in her expression. “There is one basic rule you must never violate, however.” Her hard squeeze on my shaft seemed to blossom into something more than just a touch… an uncertainty… a desire… a growing fear of where this was going.

      “You may not touch yourself or cum without my permission during the entire weekend. If you do, then our choices drop to only two. Being tied up or placed in the other room. Is that clear?”

      “Why are you doing this?” I asked, my voice quivering with the arousal that threatened to burst right out of that enraged shaft. I seemed unable to grasp what was happening, despite the hardness betraying the truth of her words. I was so hungry for her to take control… would have done anything… as long as she makes me cum right now!

      “That’s easy,” she giggled. “I already told you. Because you want me to. I am just responding to signals you have been giving me for years. You want me to be a more controlling presence in our bedroom, don’t you?”

      “I have always asked you to tell me what you like, yes…”

      “Oh, I think it’s more than that,” she interrupted. “And so do you. Haven’t you noticed my taking more control lately? Before, when we made love, I followed your lead completely. When I do that, you struggle to even keep it up. Being dominant is not your thing. But when I give you instructions, take firm control, you obey immediately, and your cock is a pipe of solid steel. Come on, babe, we’ve been married for 13 years. I know what you need.”
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      Her stroking was firmer now, faster paced. “I have a confession to make,” she giggled. “I have been doing a lot of research on people like you, chatted with people online, watched some porn for techniques, even read a couple of books on my Kindle.”

      I shook as her pace pushed at me. My entire body seemed caught between the pulsing need of her hand and the message of this momentous change coming.

      “I’ve decided this is just what you and I need for the future. I’ve decided to become your mistress.” I groaned at what was happening, feeling her grip on my shaft as if for the first time. “Doing all this research about YOU…” she chuckled softly. “It has surprised me how much it turns me on… for you to be this way. I want to take control, to use you in any way I want. Whenever I want. To take complete control of our sex life… all the time. I want to become your full-time mistress.”

      My mouth wouldn’t work. The war between the physical need for release and my crying desire to submit gripped me.

      “And here’s the truth I have discovered over the last few months of my taking charge. You need it. AND, you want a strict disciplinarian that does not tolerate disobedience.”

      Her pace of stroking slowed again, a groan finding its way out of my throat. I needed to cum in the worst way!

      “From now on, you will do whatever I want in the bedroom…. whenever I want… but nothing else. I control your cum and every method of getting it out of you. Every sexual part of you is mine, including your mouth and ass, to be used as I direct. Is that understood?”

      She gripped my cock HARD, pushing her knee against my hip, not allowing my hand to get free.

      That grip pushed harder into me, as if that cock was a conduit to my very being. She knew what she was doing, what it would do to me. My trembling grew worse as I understood the truth at last. I wanted this as much as she did.

      “Do you accept your new role… to be my sexual submissive?” Her grip seared into me, demanding her will, requiring submission. I cried out against it, wanting to resist, but everything up to this moment needed to be here, doing what she wanted.

      The power… oh my god! I settled back against the sofa, groaning. This was my darkest fantasy come to life. My Macy… my wife… becoming the Mistress I have always wanted. But I couldn’t get words out. The shock of this left me quivering as her hand gripped harder. I groaned at the shocking dance of pain and pleasure coursing through my body.

      “Yes… yes… Mistress… please, I will do what you want.” Speaking that word for the first time seemed to be the final straw that drove me into acceptance.

      “Good to hear,” she said, loosening her grip. My rod still throbbed at the pressure she had put on me.

      Her eyes captured mine as that wicked smile spread a warmth through me that found a specific focus… her grip on my shaft.

      “Now that we have gotten that out of the way, let’s talk about my plans for the weekend,” she said. My heart pounded as I looked at her. She was really going to do it… take control of our sex lives.

      Something inside me cracked at that moment, feeling the need for her to do it. Wanting her to use me anyway she wanted. It was as if my entire body had realigned, focused on her as my purpose in life. Had I always been this way? Wanting her to be such a forceful presence?

      “I’m just wondering if I can trust you to sit in the chair without playing with yourself.” Her stroking increased its pace again. That wicked smile melted me even more. I yearned for her to take me over the top.

      “Or whether I should tie your hands behind your back so you can’t touch yourself. Either would work for me. I wonder if I should ask Derek what he wants.” Her smirk told me she knew what Derek would do. “He knows what a cuckold needs. He told me he has been with several cuckold husbands. The two of us are going to control your every move.” She giggled again. Clearly, she knew I would not be as happy about his plans.

      She smiled at me as she saw my legs shake again. After 13 years, my wife knew what that meant. She slowed abruptly, stroking only enough to keep me hard. “Naughty boy. You’re not supposed to cum without permission. Did you not understand the rules?”

      I couldn’t help it. I needed to cum. She had taken me so close to the edge, then pulled back several times already. I groaned loudly, closing my eyes, allowing my body to consume the agony. There was something there… her denial… it felt exquisite, glorious…

      My entire body quivered on that knife-edge. The torture of my need seemed to add to the pleasure. What was happening to me?

      She let go, returning with full-palm strikes across my shaft. They weren’t all that hard, but being as aroused as I was, it felt like she was ripping my cock off! My entire body tensed. With my hands underneath, it felt like I was bound in this position as she hammered on me.

      “You must ask permission to cum. I told you that. Not doing so will bring punishment.”

      That powerful need for submission traveled over me as I mewled, needing this so much. I was getting harder with each strike. I dared not open my eyes.

      She was laughing now as she continued slapping my shaft.

      “I love this!” she chortled with glee. “Love having you helpless, required to do what I want. I am going to have so much fun! You are mine. Is that understood?”

      That last remnant of my independence ripped away, as if it had never existed before. I needed to be here, to submit to her will… wanted it so much…

      “Yes, Mistress. Anything,” I groaned, thrashing back and forth as the pain increased with each slap.

      She stopped striking suddenly, now stroking me furiously. “I control your cum, not you. From now on, you may not cum without permission.” Her pace increased, my legs beginning to shake again. “Your cum belongs to your Mistress…”

      “Oh my god,” I cried out. “Oh, Mistress… fuck…”

      Then I came. The explosion of my release caused my entire body to seize. That I couldn’t move my arms, trapped underneath me, intensified the waves as I grunted into the room. Macy didn’t slow her pounding. I kept blasting until hypersensitivity set in.

      My wife knew just what to do. She clamped her mouth over my cockhead, sucking hard, knowing I get very sensitive after cumming. I jerked, unable and unwilling to give in, to escape. I wanted her control, needed it. But the sensations pounded me as I squirmed.

      Finally, she pulled off. “Look at me,” she said. I opened my eyes. The love that I saw took my breath away. She wanted to do this… enjoyed it as much as I did.

      “I want to be your mistress all the time, my love. We will both enjoy that, I think. Do you give yourself to me? To obey all my instructions in the bedroom?”

      “Yes, I truly do. Thank you, Macy… sorry, Mistress.”

      She smiled. “Let’s get to bed. Gotta work tomorrow. But on Friday, we start our vacation. After we drive the kids to my mother’s, I have some tasks for you. You will become our full-time submissive as soon as the car door closes on our way home… and for the entire weekend. Derek will join the fun at 7.”

      I was still in shock that this was really happening. Maybe this weekend was not turning out the way I had originally planned, but I had never wanted anything more. Excitement filled me as I got up to follow her to our bed, my clothes still on the floor in the family room. As I crawled in beside her, we cuddled close. I stroked her hair as she pressed her head into my chest.

      “We are off on a radical new adventure, aren’t we?” she said. “First stop is Derek this Friday night. Are you as ready for this journey as I am?”

      I pulled her closer, nodding my head. I knew exactly how she felt.

      “Yes, Mistress. Anything you want. I am with you.”

      And I knew in my heart I meant it. Anything she wanted… I was hers.
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      Running the kids to her folks for their stay used to be something we did together. This year, she asked me to do it on my own. She had other plans.

      All the way back, all I could think about was what I had gotten myself into. This would not be Macy humping Derek for a couple of hours while I watched. Everything had changed with her taking on the mantle of Mistress, and my willing submission to her.

      My cock throbbed in my pants almost all the way home, as I wondered what the two of them had planned. Would my long friendship with Derek make any difference? As I drove, I hoped it wouldn’t. Giving up control, willing to do whatever they wanted, left me even more aroused than just the idea of his coming to take her.

      Since Tuesday, when Macy had taken control of our sex life, my need to submit had grown stronger than it had in my fantasies. I didn’t even touch myself on the way home. Not because she would find out, but because I WANTED to obey her. Wanted to submit. After that session on Tuesday, I finally had to admit to myself this is what I wanted all along, despite it taking some adjustment.

      I’m a big guy. Not as large as Derek, but still over six feet and very muscular. I had my share of fisticuffs in school. Nobody bullied me. Yet now, this need had somehow burrowed inside me… and I didn’t want to let it go.

      Every night that week, we talked about what was to come. She was not looking for a full-time submissive to be serving her 24/7. And frankly, that wasn’t acceptable to me either. Instead, we worked out a series of signals that would switch me from husband to submissive. My choice was to obey everything she asked during our submissive time, or we would stop playing altogether.

      She promised that the first three weeks, while the kids were away, would be very intense, assuring me I would spend a lot of time on my proverbial knees, obeying her every whim. I was to do so for our entire summer ‘vacation’ this year.

      These next three weeks would be the exception, however. If we both liked it, we might continue a more full-time thing for future kid-free vacations. Or maybe an occasional weekend if we could talk her parents or our friends into taking the kids. But normally, we would use the signals from her to direct our play in the privacy of our bedroom.

      For now, she expected me to be her full-time submissive. I always took off at least the first week of our vacation from kids, so we could spend time together.

      This first week… I shuddered thinking about it… what was it going to be like… submissive to her every whim, adding Derek to the mix? Her demands had grown increasingly strong over the last few days. My new mistress was really getting into her role.

      As I pulled into the garage, I swore to myself I would do everything she asked… everything THEY asked. With no limit. The word ‘No’ would not come out of my mouth the entire weekend.

      When I walked in the door, Macy stood there in a white coverlet she normally used with her bathing suit. It was mostly transparent. This time with nothing underneath.

      “Take your clothes off,” she said. “You’re not allowed to wear clothing until I tell you to put them back on.” Despite the commanding nature of the words, it was her tone that made it sink into my need. Macy whispered them with assurance, not as a bark of command. She simply said the words with every expectation they would be obeyed. Forcefulness was not needed.

      I glanced around the room. She had already closed all the curtains on the main floor of our home, making sure no nosy neighbor could interfere. Soon, my clothes were on the floor.

      “Fold them up, and put them in your dresser. You will not need them,” she assured me.

      While I picked them up, folding them on the kitchen table, she looked inward, as if she was checking off a list in her head. Making sure she got everything.

      “Every time I make a request for the rest of the weekend, you are to reply, ‘Yes, Mistress.’ If you need to speak, you will say, ‘May I make a request, Mistress.’ Not doing either of those will bring swift punishment from Derek or me.”

      I shuddered, wondering what punishments a big guy like Derek would inflict. Macy just smiled.

      “He’s going to be here in four hours. Before then, you will give me a bath, shave my pussy bare… so I’m ready to accept a new cock. Any time I want, I will simply say ‘eat me.’ You will drop whatever you are doing and plunge your tongue inside whatever hole I request, and for as long as I want. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “Good. Now, go upstairs, pour my bath water. Once it is ready, you will kneel on the floor next to our bed. I have a surprise for you.”

      Not sure what that meant, but it didn’t matter. I yearned to obey her every command. It was all I could think about. Little did I know how different my life was going to be by the time this weekend was over.
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        * * *

      

      Pouring the bath water seemed oddly cathartic, as if the action itself provided some arousal. I wanted to serve her. To provide all the pleasure I could. The more I thought about what was to come, the more aroused I got. My body reacted instinctively as my cock grew hard frequently.

      When I was done, I went into the bedroom, kneeling next to the bed as requested. On the bed was a single pair of her panties.

      She walked in, smiling, as if she got as much pleasure from my obedience as I did. “Stand up. Get on your hands and knees on the bed.” I responded promptly. She reached forward, pushing my head to the bed, leaving my ass exposed. “Grab your ankles through your legs.”

      As soon as they were in place, rope covered the two, fastening each ankle to a wrist, preventing any movement. I shuddered in this position, not knowing what was coming next. Not knowing only added to the excitement.

      “One book I read said I should test your tolerance before our partner arrives, to make sure to give the sub only what he could stand.”

      A cool liquid dripped down my rear bud as she worked a finger inside. I groaned at the unfamiliar sensations. Nothing had been inside there before. It hurt, somewhat, though it had a pleasure component too. Another finger followed, then a third. I was actively squirming now, right on the edge of crying out.

      The fingers came out and something hard replaced them. She pushed it forward until I cringed as the spread grew wider. My rear finally clamped down on something not as wide. It left me with a fullness that would not go away.

      Macy reached in, jiggling the thing in my ass. A pleasure pulse simply exploded through my body as I groaned again. “Good, good…” she giggled. “You seem very sensitive back there. This is called a butt plug. You will wear it whenever something else isn’t inside you.”

      That giggle raised a concern. “What else would go in there?” I asked.

      The reaction was immediate. She walked straight to the dresser, returning with something I could not see in her hand. PAIN! Oh, my fucking god! Strike after strike rained down on my ass cheeks. Some kind of paddle. She covered my ass with agony until I was screaming into the room.

      She stopped. “Did you forget something?” <strike> <strike> <strike> “You left off my Mistress…”

      When I didn’t respond, not really understanding what she meant, the strikes began again. This time even harder. I grunted underneath her torment, begging for her to stop. My entire body quivered with the pain, yet those sensations mutated slowly, becoming something else, a growing pleasure. My begging stopped as a moan came out of my throat.

      Her cackle of laughter shook me as the paddling moved systematically around my ass, covering every inch. By the time she was done, I was actively moaning, each strike sending a shard of pleasure directly to my now rock-hard cock. She dropped the paddle, her hand wrapping around the shaft, jerking aggressively, while she jiggled the plug in my rear. I thought I was going to cum right then!

      “Glad you like that,” Macy said, as I squirmed, groaning with the sudden pleasure assault. “Derek recommended I test if you enjoyed the pain before he arrived… and the plug. He will be happy to hear that you like them both. I suspect he has plans for you, my pet.”

      Her stroking was taking me closer. I moved my hips to increase the friction, groaning as my release grew closer. She pulled back, rushing to the dresser for something. Fuck!

      The strikes this time were not for pleasure. Full-arm blasts of something long and thin. She crossed every part of my rear and upper thighs. In between strikes, she practically screamed at me. “You will not cum without permission.” <strike> <strike> <strike> Each of them shook my body with their power. She dropped what turned out to be one of my own belts on the bed.

      “Don’t move or encourage your Mistress to allow you to cum. I will decide when I am ready, not you. If you do that again…” She walked over to her top drawer, returning to the bed. In front of my eyes, she held something that looked like a cage, though oddly shaped like the curve of a penis. “This is called a chastity cage. If you touch yourself or provide any encouragement to cumming without my approval, I will put your cock inside this cage for a month. Is that clear?”

      A month? What the hell? I couldn’t take my eyes off the cage. When I failed to respond, she picked up the paddle again.

      “Please… please, Mistress. I’ll be good,” I said, quivering with the threat of another round of strikes, yet it was the cage sitting in front of me that filled me with abject terror. I shuddered at the thought of having that thing trapping me inside, being unable to cum for a month.

      Calming into my position, I finally understood the full implications of what I had done. I had not agreed to go along for a session or two. I had given her complete control over me, willingly surrendering everything I was. It seemed like a fun idea on Tuesday, and even earlier today, but now that the full implications settled in…

      I closed my eyes, feeling the truth bloom inside me, pulling my arms against the ropes. This is exactly what I wanted, to give myself to her complete control. At that moment, I gave it, as if I had made an internal decision. My vow in the car took on a fuller meaning. Every part of me. I was hers to do with as she wished. I relaxed into this position, sticking my ass out for her to use.

      It was as if she knew what had happened as I settled back onto the bed, accepting what she did, no longer struggling against her control.

      Macy leaned over, stroking my hair. “You will not regret the decision you have just made, my love. We will find so much pleasure together. We have been married a long time. You can trust me not to take it too far.” She giggled at her own joke. “Just far enough to make you squeal.”

      The warmth of my submission swept through me as she picked up the paddle again, raining strikes across my backside. I grimaced at first, but the pain quickly transformed into something wonderful. It was as if my entire self had abruptly opened to give everything I was to her. I pulled against the bindings as she struck, feeling like I had just entered a cocoon of her love. The pain no longer mattered. Only my obedience mattered. There was nothing more I had ever wanted than to submit myself to my mistress right then.

      She stopped, leaning down to stroke my hair again. Our lips met as her love poured over me.

      “I give myself to you, Mistress,” I said, as she continued stroking my hair, purring with her own excitement.

      “Thank you, Terence. I want to be your mistress. It fills me with the same excitement you are feeling. Give yourself to me and Derek this weekend. We’ll push you hard, see if you like it. On Monday, we’ll decide on whether to continue. Acceptable?”

      “Yes, Mistress. Anything you want.”
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      Seeing her smile at these words sent my heart singing as I settled into this new world we had created. I yearned for more. Regrettably, on my knees, hands between my legs, was not a comfortable position. It put pressure on my neck, but I had no intention of requesting a change.

      Luckily, my mistress is sensitive to my needs. She untied my hands, ordering me to leave the butt plug inside.

      “Go pick out what you want me to wear for my lover this weekend.”

      I got up, stretched my legs, getting the feeling back. My ass felt hot to the touch. Not sore… she hadn’t hit me that hard… just hot to the touch.

      While I rummaged in her closet drawers, she leaned back on the bed, pulling her coverlet to her waist, spreading her legs toward the closet door. When I came out with my choice, a blue baby doll that left nothing to the imagination, I stopped at the sight, seeing her spread legs and cunt glistening with arousal.

      “Derek is going to fuck me long and hard, isn’t he? Any time I want him to.” Our eyes held each other in a grip of shared desire. ‘Yes, Mistress.’ Her fingers fell to her clit as I took a step closer. She shook her head. “Do nothing unless I tell you to.” I stopped walking, unable to maintain the eye contact as I watched fingers rolling her clit. Her folds seemed to throb with a growing need.

      While she played with herself, she talked to me. All the while, her finger pushed at her clit, increasing the dirty thoughts running through my brain. I couldn’t help it. This was a promise of things to come.

      “Your best friend is coming to fuck your wife. You may watch as much as you want, but you may not interfere. No matter how sensual or loving it seems, or how rough. Derek and I will be lovers by the end of the weekend. His coming means you have given us permission to make love whenever we want, whether you are there or not. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “I want him to take me as hard as he wants, to feel the power of that massive cock splitting me open.” She was moaning now. Her finger pushing at her clit. “Come lick me, my cuck. He is going to be here shortly. Get me ready for him.”

      I dropped to my knees, pushing her legs apart as my tongue grew closer. She slapped the side of my head hard! I shrunk back.

      “Did I say you could use your hands? You will do what I say, but nothing else. Put your hands behind your back and use your tongue only.”

      A surge of desire welled up in me as I moved my hands behind my back. I wanted so much to serve her.

      My cock was hard as stone, throbbing as my tongue found her inner core. As I dove into her, finding a rhythm with the finger on her clit, she continued talking.

      “The most fun of the weekend will be watching your eyes as that enormous cock splits me open. You’ll be helpless to stop another man entering your wife. Unable to stop him from bringing me so much pleasure.” Her eyes found mine again as I looked up at her writhing body. That wicked smile was back… harsh yet loving. “You won’t be able to touch me while he does it… you won’t even be able to touch yourself. I’ll scream with my pleasure… wanting it again and again…”

      I quivered, my tongue finding its way deeper inside. The cock between my legs was so hard it hurt, throbbing with how much this scenario thrilled me. I really wanted to see her cum hard on Derek’s cock, for her to get all the pleasure she wanted. It was ALL I could think about.

      Her legs shook as my tongue, and her finger, did what her body needed. Macy’s cry of pleasure was exactly what I wanted as she shuddered on the bed. She was ready!

      Macy took a few deep breaths, then got up on her elbows, watching me continue. She hadn’t told me to stop.

      “Yes, my cuck. It is time to get me ready. Go clean your face off. You will give me my bath, shave my pussy and make sure I am ready to be violated. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      I struggled to get up. After all that time tied up on the bed, and then the kneeling with my face in her crotch, my legs were stiff. Macy didn’t seem to care. I could hear her sighing with the warmth of the tub soothing her body.

      Finding a body sponge, I scrubbed her head-to-toe. Macy said little while I washed her, relaxing in the water, but her eyes never left me. They burrowed into my consciousness, as if analyzing my every move.

      Even after the paddling that seared my brain into submission, it was those eyes that cemented my place in her world. The warmth of them. The desire for me to be just this way. I needed their approval, their love. Every time she would say something positive, my heart would sing with joy. Even the slightest disapproval would fill me with regret.

      I wanted to linger in this place, scrubbing her, feeling her warm flesh forever, basking in her love, but the clock was ticking. Derek would be here soon. My hands helped her out of the tub. A towel tenderly wiped every drop of water away.

      Macy touched me frequently while I dried her, especially touching my hard shaft. These weren’t the tender strokes of old, teasing me to prepare for our making love later. These were pinches, slaps on my scrotum, open torment. Her wry grin filled me as I almost instinctively found my hands clasped behind my back, as my hips pushed forward, offering myself for whatever she wanted to do.

      My wife stepped to the cabinet between the sinks, scooting her butt onto the granite top, spreading her legs again.

      The meaning was clear. Time to shave. Macy always kept herself trimmed down there, so it was quick work for me to finish the job, but that meant more time kneeling.

      “I suspect you are going to spend a lot of time on your knees this weekend,” Macy giggled. “Better get used to it. Derek says cucks should be available to provide any service that is required. Do you understand that? ANY service…”

      I shuddered at what she meant. Would she want me to touch him as well as her? I had never considered doing this with another guy. Surely she wouldn’t…

      “I can see your thoughts, my love,” she said. “Your Mistress knows we are moving into unfamiliar territory for you, but this weekend is our time to play, to try new things. Or at least I should say, my and Derek’s time. It is YOUR time to obey. Anything we want until Sunday night, you will provide. Anything… Is that clear?”

      “Mistress… you would want me to touch him… intimately?” I asked.

      Her roar of laughter caught me wrong, somehow. A rising fear. What have I gotten myself into? My Mistress could tell.

      “We have agreed for you to be ours for the weekend. To use you as we see fit. Did you not think touching would be part of the bargain? Imagine that gigantic cock filling your throat, or your ass. I may need you to get him ready again after he has cum, to clean his seed out of my used pussy, or just to provide a place for me to relax while I sit on your face.”

      My eyes closed as that sudden fear took root. My thoughts spun with what this would man long after the weekend. How could my relationship with Derek be the same after this? Would I have to provide a blowjob in the club’s courtyard whenever he wanted? Like Maggie? Would I ever be able to make love to my wife again? Or would her new lover have priority? Despair blossomed in me, tears forming.

      She must have noticed. A firm hand gripped my chin. She had come off the cabinet, standing right in front of me. “Open your eyes, my cuck.”

      I looked up. The warmth of those eyes from before was now tinged with her own need. To take control, to be in charge. This was no longer my loving wife standing in front of me. She had transformed into a Mistress demanding obedience.

      “I can see you understand now. Our life together is going to be very different, especially after this weekend. I will be in control. Whenever I want it, and however I want it, you will provide whatever sexual service I demand. Even if that means sucking on Derek’s cock. Do you accept these changes in our relationship?”

      That uncertainty would not go away. So much change had come so fast. My brain seemed unwilling to take that last step. On Monday this week, we were a normal couple, making love like we had done many times over the last 13 years. Now, only four days later, I was on my knees in front of my naked wife, with her asking me to give up all control, to do whatever she wanted. Or worse, whatever THEY wanted!

      Despite my vow on my way home from dropping the kids, it was as if the full implication of what this meant had finally settled in. Could I do it? Should I?

      Macy must have seen the growing conflict, knew how big a commitment she was asking, though none of that mattered. This was what she wanted. Those eyes burrowed into me, pushing at my resistance.

      “You are mine to do with as I please for the entire weekend. Wasn’t that clear?” My cock throbbed as Macy came down on her knees, her other hand stroking me. She gave me a soft kiss. “You can trust me, Terence. Nothing about my love for you has changed. Only our sex life is going to be different. You know we’ve been moving in this direction for many years. Don’t you think it’s time for us to take that ultimate step?”

      That vow from this morning came back. She’s right. Our love life had become increasingly Macy-directed. It was time for me to let go. Give her what we both wanted.

      It was as if she had inserted a key into my emotions, opening a door to my true self. Now, it completely exposed my heart for her to play with as she pleased. I trusted her, but no longer cared. I was hers.

      Macy sensed my acceptance, standing up. “I will be downstairs. Get the bedroom ready for my lover to take me. Come downstairs when you’re ready. He will be here promptly at seven. Make sure you are on your knees by the door before then.”

      “Yes, Mistress.” I bowed my head, understanding fully what decision I had made.

      Macy grabbed the blue baby doll and walked out of the bedroom. I was so shaken by what had happened, I could barely get off my knees. My hard shaft told me the truth that my brain refused to accept. I wanted this as much as she did. Lust had won.

      Looking into the bedroom, I needed to get busy. Bed clothes stripped. Soft music put on the stereo. I drained the tub and cleaned it out. Took a quick shower. The butt plug kept me oddly excited as I moved around, like a reminder of her presence.

      As I showered, I wondered what they would have me do. What did she mean that something else might go ‘in’ my backside? Would Derek really want to fuck me? To have me suck on him? It was so hard to imagine my burly friend wanting a man’s touch… but it excited me in a way I struggled to process.

      I dried off, trying to push the uncertainty away when I heard the doorbell ring. Oh, fuck… I was supposed to be down there. I ran a brush through my hair, rushing down the stairs, still naked, of course.

      By the time I got down there, it was too late. Derek was standing inside the kitchen, his lips locked on my wife’s as she freely gave herself to him. I stopped at the kitchen door.

      My heart pounded at the reality of this moment. He was really here. She was really in his arms. And I suddenly looked down at myself. I was really naked while both of them turned to stare at me.
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      “The cuck has finally arrived,” Derek chuckled. “Thought we were going to have to start without you.”

      Without pulling out of his arms, Macy looked over at me. “You were supposed to be down here before he arrived.” She looked back at Derek. “What punishment does he deserve for that?”

      “I think we’ll come up with something.”

      Derek turned to a bag sitting on the floor. Reaching inside, he pulled out four leather cuffs, throwing them right in front of where they stood. “Get on your knees. Put these on without leaving the floor.”

      As soon as he said the words, he turned back to Macy. His hands were all over my wife, stroking her breasts, hands finding her welcome sex. For the first time, I noticed how hard her nipples were as their lips found each other again.

      They were no longer paying attention to me. I moved over to the cuffs, getting on my knees. The wrists were easy, despite it being my first time. But the ankles proved a challenge without getting off my knees. Derek laughed watching my efforts. Before I could finish, Derek broke away, coming behind me. He fastened my wrists together, reached around, putting the ankle cuffs in place. He then fastened my wrists to my ankles, leaving me unable to move on my knees.

      They started talking to each other as if I wasn’t in the room.

      “Did he agree to be our submissive for the weekend?” Derek asked.

      “Yes, and for much longer,” Macy giggled. “He is always going to be my submissive now. Aren’t you, Terence?”

      “Yes, Mistress.” I couldn’t believe how exposed I felt, and not just emotionally like before. My friend of so many years was standing in front of me. My barely clothed wife in his arms. I was naked on the floor. Unable to move because of the cuffs fastening my limbs together. My cock stood out from my body, broadcasting to them both how excited this made me.

      Derek reached over, rustling his hand through my hair. “You like this…” he smiled, staring at my outraged cock, hungry to be touched. “Good to know.”

      He turned his attention back to her and they pretended I wasn’t even there. Kissing, fondling. I could see his cock pressing against his shorts. The intensity of their lip lock left me breathless.

      “I think it’s time for you to get some dick,” Derek said to his lover. He came behind me, disconnecting the cuffs from each other. “Take our clothes off. First hers, then mine. I am going to fuck your wife right on the kitchen table, and you’re going to guide my cock into her.”

      He tapped me on the shoulder. There was no need for him to ask my agreement. My presence there had already given him all the permission he needed.

      I stepped up behind Macy, ready to pull the baby doll over her shoulders. She spun to face me, pulling me into her arms. I towered over her, yet her commanding presence left me eager to get started. Her hand wrapped around my shaft as she gave me a peck on the lips. This was not a passionate embrace, like she had done with Derek moments before.

      “You’ve wanted to do this for many years. Isn’t that right, my cuckold?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “Ready to have your fantasy fulfilled… finally?”

      “So much…”

      Abruptly, Derek reached into his bag again, pulling out a thin rod. Macy reached around holding me in place so I couldn’t move as Derek wailed on my ass with his toy. Strike after strike.

      “You are never to address her without her title. Is that clear?” He barked at me.

      I groaned at this sudden change and the searing pain of the stick. Holy shit, that hurt! Slices of focused pain filled me as Macy let go, gripping my rod with her fingernails. This front-and-back torment left me filled with pain. It felt like she was ripping my cock off while a wild animal chewed on my ass. I groaned at the onslaught.

      “You are ours to play with as we wish… all weekend long,” my wife giggled.

      The pain stopped suddenly as she dropped to her knees, swallowing my cock down her throat. Derek’s hand found the butt plug, jiggling it forcefully. Before another groan could come out of my lips, Derek was back to creasing my ass with his rod while Macy painfully slapped my balls and shaft. Only to stop, back to sucking and pressuring the plug. They kept this cycle going until I couldn’t stop the groans escaping my lips.

      “Anything we want,” Derek barked at me. “Any time we want.”

      This might have been worse. To go from that severe pain to incredible pleasure over and over left me frozen in that position.

      “Oh my god…” I cried out. I had never experienced anything like this onslaught before. Macy sucked on my cock with abandon while Derek whipped my ass. I quivered between them until something happened to me. I felt myself floating, allowing the pleasure/pain to take me where it wanted. No longer in control, I gave myself to them fully.

      My wife knew exactly what she was doing. Her sucking had only one purpose. Just as she got me ready, Derek began whipping me viciously. The combination of being sucked for so much pleasure and filled with torment at the same time gave me an orgasm that simply exploded out of me.

      Macy had not allowed me to cum since Tuesday. All that pent-up need had grown with the teasing this week. Now, I blasted down her throat, while I alternated pushing back against his strikes and forward into her mouth.

      Nothing had prepared me for what happened. The pleasure shattered everything I was, leaving me unable to find myself. I had become a vessel only for her… and for him. Everything had now changed between us.

      Derek stopped striking, grabbing my arms, refastening my wrists behind my back. His strong arms pinned them so I could not move. Macy stood, pulling my lips down to hers. I was so eager for her touch I forgot all about what was in there. As she pressed her lips to mine, her tongue pushed in, followed by a gush of white cream. I sputtered a bit before opening wide, drinking in what I had just given her.

      The taste was bitter and salty, yet the fact that it came from her made it completely different. I sucked on her, swallowing it all. Tingles coursed through me as I felt Derek holding me in place.

      Derek’s hold became firmer as Macy dropped back to her knees, reaching into Derek’s bag again. One of those cages came out. She set the piece on the floor.

      Fear filled me… “No, Macy, please… you said…”

      “You have no choice in whatever we do,” Derek barked at me, his mouth only inches from my ear. “If she wants it caged up, that’s what you’ll be.”

      Seeming to ignore my pleas, Macy moved my now flaccid shaft through the fat metal base ring. My balls followed. Dread filled me as I watched my soft cock covered a stainless-steel cage, a final snap of the lock finding its home. She lifted her ankle onto the table next to us, fastening the key around her ankle with a thin chain.

      I could only stare at what used to be a raging shaft. Only moments before, it had delivered the greatest pleasure of my life. Now it was nothing but frustration waiting to happen. What have I done?

      “I know how you are, babe,” Macy giggled, standing back to admire her efforts. “You won’t be able to stop touching yourself. You know you won’t. Besides…” she said, moving around to wrap her arms around her lover. “… you won’t be using it, anyway. I gave you that blast as a send off. Now, your focus should be on us. I will need only your tongue and holes for the rest of the weekend. Right, Derek?”

      “And we will want a lot of those,” he laughed.

      This was another of those moments of decision. I had the right to change this, could remove the wrist cuffs, rip that key right off her ankle. Derek wouldn’t stop me, I was sure of it.

      And I can tell you now, that was a tough choice. I wavered for a long moment. It came down to trust. She had threatened me with the cage before. I had done what she asked, and now she put it on me, anyway. I wondered about trusting my new mistress, since she was as new to this stuff as I was.

      They both waited for me to react, to find my inner peace with this change. Would I break? Or let this stand?

      Oddly, it was the cold steel around my scrotum that convinced me to stay. My release had been so strong, my entire lower reach still throbbed with the intensity. The cold seemed to calm me down. And I came to agree that she was right. There was no way I could watch them make it without touching myself. My Mistress knew me better than I knew myself!

      I bowed my head in acceptance. Macy chortled with glee, clapping her hands like a schoolgirl happy her choice had been the right one. “We are going to have so much fun,” she cried out.

      She stood, holding my cage-enclosed cock in her hand. The confusing sensation was hard to understand. It filled me with joy that I could make her so happy. Yet the uncertainty about what it meant remained. And I wondered when it would come off. Would she remove it at the end of our play this weekend, as promised? I no longer felt certain about that outcome.

      “Now,” Derek said, “where were we? Oh yes, you taking our clothes off so I can fuck your slut.”

      He unfastened my cuffs. Macy held her arms up in the air, clearly telling me to take her top off. I moved behind her so that she was facing Derek. Her baby doll top came off easily. Without hesitation, I reached down and ripped the thong off her body. She shrieked in surprise as Derek chuckled.

      Looking over her shoulder, I grabbed her tits, holding them out at him. “Is this what you wanted?” I asked.

      “Very much,” he said, nodding his approval.

      Derek’s clothes were next. This was surprisingly harder than my wife’s. We had been good friends for a long time. I always considered myself on an equal footing with him. Now… this weekend… I had fallen to servant. His sexual slave, required to do whatever he wanted.

      I moved behind him, wanting to provide the same show I did for her. His T-shirt came over his head first. Shorts came next. He was so hard; the shaft bobbed as I passed the material over it. No underwear impeded my path.

      In for a penny, in for a pound, right? I reached around, stroking his cock toward my wife. God almighty, it really was big!

      “What you were looking for?” I asked Macy.

      The look on her face almost made me reconsider. So full of hunger and desire. She fell to her knees in front of her lover, trying to drive as much as she could down her throat. Derek wanted none of that. He had other plans!

      He picked her up, pushed her onto the kitchen table, pressing her tits against the cool top. This left her completely exposed to his demands… just where she wanted to be. My wife groaned at the ease with which my large friend could fling her around.

      Derek stepped up behind her, his cock close to her opening. She reached around, spreading her ass cheeks. He had a clear view of what she offered. Yet, he did nothing, waiting for me.

      I knew what he wanted. I grabbed his shaft, pulling him toward her. My eye flicked back-and-forth between the glistening slit, dripping with her arousal, and his eyes, hungry like hers had been for him. Moving it up and down across her slit to gather moisture, I pushed it into her insatiable opening.

      Derek couldn’t wait any longer, forcefully plunging inside. A cry came out of my wife’s mouth as she came off the table.

      “Fuck… so big…”

      The grimace on her face told me of the adjustment going on inside. I was hesitant, thinking she wanted to stop. As he moved, however, that cry became a moan, then a whimper, and she settled back on the table, pushing her ass back against each plunge. I guess she wanted it, after all.
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      It was as if I had just left the room. My monstrous friend and his massive cock gave it to my wife hard. I was only inches away as I watched him violate her with every ounce of power he possessed. He hammered into her. It didn’t take long. Macy was so keyed up by the week-long preparation that she cried out with the first of what I was sure would be many such orgasms this weekend.

      This is when I discovered the downside of the cage. The scene really got me going, even though I had cum only moments before. My shaft tingled, finding renewed vigor. This was somehow supplemented by the butt plug providing its own stimulation.

      As my cock grew, the flesh pressed against the wire of the cage. A little at first, then more as I grew harder. I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the way he was splitting her open, yet increasingly, the pain in the cage pulled me away.

      I tried to will it down. Counted backwards. Remembered basketball scores. Old Christmas movies. Anything to take my mind off the wonderful sight in front of me. Nothing worked. I got harder and harder, pressing against the wires.

      A whimper came out of my throat as the ring pushed against my balls. Without being able to expand outward, the erection had to go somewhere. This increased the discomfort even more.

      My sound shook my wife out of her stupor of pleasure. She motioned to come in front of her. As Derek continued pounding away, she gripped my caged scrotum in her fist.

      Macy smiled up at me while massaging my shaft. How was THAT supposed to help?!

      Understanding seeped in. She was doing this on purpose. My wife wanted to increase the torture on my shaft, not lessen it. If that’s what she wanted, I could do it. I even fastened my hands behind my back, pushing my crotch toward her. NO sacrifice was enough for my new Mistress.

      This was a unique experience, feeling her hand stroking my cage while her body jerked with each plunge. That just increased the stimulation. My rigid shaft pressed hard against the cage, making me groan louder.

      Macy cried out for her own pleasure… again! This time a bone-rattling blast which shook her, yet she never released my cage. Instead, her automatic reaction was to squeeze harder. Luckily, the cage protected me!

      Derek was a jackhammer. Drilling my slut with everything he had. Macy cried out again and again. I had a good-sized tool, but nothing like this. Her new bull touched areas I had never reached, pushing her pleasure higher.

      After a few releases in a row, she seemed to focus more on me.

      “Is this what you wanted, my cuck? To see your wife taken by a gigantic cock?”

      “Yes, Mistress,” was all I said.

      “He is so big! So much bigger than you. Is that what you wanted, for me to experience this?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “You succeeded. Now, go upstairs to our bedroom. Kneel at the foot of the bed. Fasten your wrists to your ankles. We will be up shortly.”

      I did not hesitate, immediately moving toward the stairs. Her moaning grew louder, as if my leaving the room allowed her more freedom to accept what her lover was doing. And he was giving it to her. Derek pushed so hard I could hear the slap of their hips joining. It seemed like she would never stop cumming.

      As I settled onto my knees next to the bed, fastening my hands and ankles together behind me, the moaning and slapping from downstairs faded into the background. I turned inward. This really was what I wanted for her. To do nothing but be here for her pleasure. I settled back on my haunches, allowing her pleasure to sustain me. The gentle touch of the ever-present butt plug kept me on edge.

      This is what you wanted, wasn’t it? For her to get the pleasure she desired? To get that Big Dick she spoke of? Of course it was. Each groan of her pleasure and grunt of his thrusting filled me with joy… with the desire for her to get more. What happened to me no longer mattered. It was HER pleasure I wanted more than anything.

      My wife was getting what I wanted for her. And here is where I learned of my Mistress’ wisdom. When I stopped looking at what was going on, focusing instead on her, my shaft went back down and my heart swelled. She was full of him, and I became full of her.

      What could be better than that?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Unfortunately, my knees disagreed. They barked at me as I listened to my wife and friend go at it downstairs. Funny, of all the things I could be concerned with here. Like my wife getting fucked by another man. Or the likelihood that the same man would want to fuck me with that monstrous cock later. Yet it was my braying knees that came to dominate my thinking.

      I was a big guy, had played lineman in high school football. My knees weren’t in the best of shape, anyway. Worse, we had remodeled our upstairs two years ago, converting to hardwood flooring in every room.

      Now, as Derek went on and on, her repeated cries of release filling the space between us, my own torment grew worse. No amount of positive butt plug reenforcement could eliminate that discomfort. They didn’t sound like they were close to stopping. I thought about finding something I could put under my knees. Maybe a bath towel or a pillow.

      Glances in the room, looking for something to use, brought my attention to our high-backed accent chair that had always stood on the wall at the foot of the bed. All during my setting up of the bedroom this afternoon, I somehow failed to notice the leather straps hanging on each leg. Staring more closely, it was obvious Macy had installed some kind of restraint system on the chair.

      The mix of emotions that washed through made me laugh. A fear grew of being strapped there so they could do anything they wanted to me, or to each other. This found a hopeful opposition from my knees, who welcomed being able to sit while they did what they were going to do, anyway.

      For long moments, I focused on how to get up without making any noise, finding something to soothe my aching knees.

      Before I could move, noise on the steps brought Macy and Derek to the bedroom door. The glowing smile on her face made me blush. She had certainly gotten what she wanted.

      “That was so fun, my sub,” Macy giggled. “Derek really fucked your bride.” She must have noticed my discomfort in this position. “Not feeling so good about the move to hardwood right now, are you?”

      That got Derek chuckling, too. “Get on the bed, on your back,” he commanded. “Keep your wrists fastened underneath you.”

      Obeying was surprisingly difficult. My stiff knees actively snarled at me as I unfastened my limbs, trying to rise without the use of my hands. Losing a little balance, Derek reached a hand over to support me, helping me get the rest of the way up. The two of them laughed at my predicament.

      It was funny, I’ll admit that. Keeping a grown man from falling over had a humorous component. But their laughter did something else. Inside me. Somehow I knew they were laughing AT me, not WITH me. The reality of that sank in, tainting the joy I had felt only moments before. They were going to do what they wanted, when they wanted. I was no longer even a consideration unless they needed a new toy to play with.

      This new certainty left me moving to the bed with less enthusiasm than I had felt while listening to them go at it on my knees. I wondered if Macy would even notice… or care.

      Soon I was on my back, my hands spread underneath my ass with the eyehooks between the cuffs clasping them in place. Macy got up on the bed. Her knees moved to either side of my head. That sopping wet slit gaped open above me, a genuine mess. Their combined juices spread all over the newly bare flesh.

      Without another word, she dropped onto my face, shifting her hips to cover me in those juices. I could barely breathe, snatching gasps of air when she moved away from my openings. Otherwise, I was obeying my Mistress, swiping my tongue everywhere she moved, gathering everything I could.

      “This will be your role from now on,” Macy said plainly, like she was asking me to do a household chore. “Every time he cums in me, it will be your job to clean me out for the next round. I want my lover to have a clean go every time. Don’t you want that, Derek?”

      “Of course,” he chuckled. “And it will get him used to the taste of cum. We have plans for that mouth.”

      I trembled inside, knowing it had been my choice to give them this power over me. Yet, I was growing increasingly nervous about what those plans might be as my tongue lavished attention on her. The cleaning duties quickly gave way to her need for more stimulation. She settled fully on my face, rubbing her clit against my active tongue, groaning loudly.

      Weight found its way on the bed as she leaned forward. The unmistakable sound of her sucking on his shaft filled the air. All my uncertainty of before disappeared as her moaning became more active. My Mistress was using me to get her off while she prepared her lover for another round. I could do this!

      With renewed vigor, I slashed across her clit, pushing as deep into her opening as I could get. She seemed to notice my attention, pushing back harder against my face. I watched for the signs of her release, knowing them well after 13 years.

      Derek had other plans, since he was already hard. He instructed her to get on her knees, her crotch now suspended only inches above my head. I stared at the moisture I had encouraged as her lips glistened. Fuck, this was so hot… just looking at her all aroused like this had my cock pressing against the cage again.

      Her lover wasted no time, moving back to the bed, his shaft sticking out above me, ready to plunder his willing victim.

      “You want to watch, don’t you, Terry? Watch me split her wide open… watch me take what had only been yours before…”

      He reached down, unfastening the ankle bracelet, tapping Macy to take it. My heart raced as I thought about the cage coming off. It was already crimping against my growing shaft.

      Macy had no interest in that, throwing the key on the bed. “Fuck me,” she growled. “I want him to watch every inch… to see what he has given up by wanting to be a cuckold.”

      Derek looked down at me, chuckling. “Works for me…” Our eyes caught for the briefest of moments before he moved forward.

      She was more than ready for him, though he seemed more interested in putting on a show. His hands spread the vaginal lips, allowing me to gaze at the arousal that covered everything. Macy whimpered for him to put it in. As he did, my eyes drank in the way her lips seemed to give in, fighting his entry. When he pulled out, those same lips gripped him all the way out, not wanting him to go.

      Humiliation filled me. I wasn’t small. Just not anything like THAT log. Her groan of satisfaction when he began his rhythmic movement was a needle driving into my heart. I could feel my scrotum shriveling as his low hanging balls scraped across my face with each plunge.

      But before these dark thoughts could take hold, his technique caught my attention. Being this close, I could see how expertly he worked her, switching from slow to fast, shifting his hips to spread the pleasure around. Each of these movements brought instant reactions from my bride.

      It didn’t take long. She shuddered on her hands and knees, crying out with a release. I could see her crotch tremble at the power of his control. Macy was hungry for more. As soon as she stopped trembling, her hips began moving again, encouraging him to give it to her harder.

      “That’s your problem, bud,” Derek said, as he resumed his violation of my wife. “You need to give it to them long and hard. Let them take what they want. You are always so concerned with getting off, you forget why you’re there.”

      The humiliation of before came back like a tidal wave, washing over me. How would he know that? Had they been talking about me? I shuddered at the import of what this meant, trying to turn my head away from the scene above me.

      Macy laughed, sensing the movement, barking at me to keep my head straight, to watch every plunge. I did as I was told.

      “That’s right. Your friend and I have had lots of conversations about you over the last few days. He’s agreed to provide me the satisfaction you couldn’t. I need a hard cock that can provide me with relief.”

      As if this was some kind of signal, Derek drove himself aggressively into my wife, stopping all conversation as she mewled at this renewed assault. In between moans of delight, she continued telling me how it was going to be.

      My life suddenly seemed a very different place…
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      “Derek has agreed to insert me into his regular rotation,” Macy said gleefully, as another plunge temporarily halted her words. “Whenever he calls, you will be responsible for taking care of the kids so I can go over to his place to be fucked. When he’s done with me, I’ll come home for your required clean-up.”

      Why is she telling me this now… in this position? I was trapped underneath her, Derek plowing into her welcoming cunt. Her excess liquids spilled all over my face. She needed to humiliate me even more?

      “Hey, buddy, that’s not to say you won’t have some fun. We’ll send you some pics and videos to keep you entertained.” Their joined laughter at that taunt sent me deeper into my misery.

      Yet, something was happening to me. Something that surprised me, but not them. I started to get hard again! The stirrings inside my cage pushed against the frame, creating the acute discomfort I had experienced downstairs when she first put it on.

      “He has promised to fuck me as often as I want, even if I decide to take off work and meet him here at the house for an all-day session.”

      I groaned again, my eyes now riveted on the plunging log above, driving into my wife. Images of them making it in our marital bed, her legs wrapped around him as she moaned, filled my imagination. Oh god… my cock pushed against the cage, rigid with renewed need.

      Relief down below came suddenly. Macy had unlocked the cage, taking off the wire pushing against my shaft. I groaned with the abrupt freedom to expand. Her mouth fell to my shaft as Derek finished what he needed to say without halting his plunging. He accented each phrase with a vicious plunge right above my face.

      “Cuckolds like you, my friend, need to be pushed.” <thrust> “They like the degradation and humiliation.” <thrust> “I’ve had a few others like you over the years. You’ve got a good woman here.” <thrust> “Willing to give you just what you need.”

      He stopped speaking, grabbing her hips. The hard plunges became a jackhammer of torment. My wife’s mouth pulled back. She gasped loudly at his unexpectedly harsh pounding. My own groan came from the realization they had done this on purpose… to push me… to torment her cuckold in ways I didn’t know I needed.

      Even the metal ring that still surrounded my scrotum left me feeling more under their control. She wasn’t sucking on me, but her hand stroked my shaft and balls as she vibrated above me.

      “Suck her clit,” Derek ordered. “Make her cum.”

      The strength of his command washed through me, causing my cock to pulse hard. My tongue stuck out, pointing for her nub. It was hard and extended. She mewled at the surprise touch.

      But he was slamming into her so hard, I could only catch it on his movements back. While he plunged forward, my out-stretched tongue traced along the base of his shaft.

      He was hammering with purpose now, clearly near his own release. Macy moaned, dropping her mouth back to my shaft, hungrily taking it all the way to the base. She reached through my legs, jiggling the butt plug. The sensations forced my throbbing shaft even harder.

      Macy must have felt the pulse. Her mouth became almost painful in how hard she was sucking on me. This stimulation of sucking seemed to be the trigger she needed. My wife cried out, another monster climax taking her body.

      Before he could respond with his own, Derek pulled out, furiously pumping his shaft, pointing it at my face.

      “Open your mouth,” he barked.

      I didn’t understand what was going on, yet I obeyed instantly. Oh fuck! Rope after rope sprayed all over me. Eyes, nose, and mouth. He leaned forward, directing his creamy seed directly into my muzzle. Sputtering at the volume, I tried to turn my head away. He used his other hand to hold my head in place, his seed finding its last strands.

      He leaned forward, whispering to Macy. Her mouth came off my shaft. A hand came up, slapping my stiff man-meat repeatedly. Hard slaps of punishment. The sudden change from pleasure to pain caused me to whimper underneath them.

      “Never turn your head away, cuck,” Derek barked. He held my head firmly in place with both hands, slapping my face with his softening shaft. Macy continued to rail on my rod. It felt like she was ripping it off my body! I was trapped below them, unable to move or change position. I pulled against my wrist cuffs, feeling that loss of control grow even stronger.

      

      Trembling inside, the pressure of his holding my head and her smashing on my cock sent more pulses through me. Something was happening. I felt it wash away all previous restraint. Like my true self was pushing at me, trying to break free. I tried to fight it, resisting their efforts. Men didn’t allow others this control, didn’t allow their wives to treat them this way. I should be outraged, pushing back, throwing her off me.

      Yet every slap of her hand against my crotch, and his control of my head pushed at me harder. That something… oh my fucking god! When it broke through, it was a complete and utter liberation. YES, I wanted to give into them, do whatever they wanted.

      Desire exploded out of me. I wanted them to do this, to use me, to take me just this way. In that moment, I surrendered myself completely. All thought of resistance collapsed. I had never wanted their control more.

      

      When I suddenly thrust my cock upward for more of her torment, lapping at his cock, trying to get it in my mouth, I could feel Macy’s body jerk, her head turning to look at Derek.

      “Told you so…” he chuckled. “He’s got it bad. This boy wants to be used, and hard.”

      Her mouth returned to my shaft for a few more plunges to make sure I was as hard as possible, only to stop. The cold steel of the cage returned, pressing against my stiffness, fighting its renewed incarceration. I groaned, knowing what this meant. Another round of denial, of not receiving the release I so desperately needed.

      Somehow, that denial fed these new sensations, kept me quivering with the joy of my submission to my masters, of giving everything I was to them. Another deep groan escaped from my throat as the pleasure of that denial found a comfortable home. I leaned back on the bed as this new joy crowded every other thought away.

      “Your husband, and my friend,” Derek said, stroking my hair affectionately, “is a submissive through and through. He wants it, needs it.”

      He tapped on her rear, helping her lift her legs over me. She turned, lying down, cuddling close. Her eyes drenched me with the love we shared. Being unable to put my arms around her drove me deeper into my submission. If anything, it seemed this new revelation made her love me more.

      “The real surprise to me,” Derek continued, “is that you’ve been married so long and never figured this out before.”

      “Is this true, babe? You’ve always been like this?” Macy asked. I shrugged, not really knowing what to say. I hadn’t known myself until moments ago.

      Derek chuckled, sitting on the bed, stroking her gently, intimately. He was no longer her friend. This was the stroke of a lover. His touch on her breast sent more shards of pleasure through me. I closed my eyes, allowing the waves to torch me, never wanting this to end.

      “Don’t you see, Macy? He didn’t know.” He turned his attention to me, reaching over to fondle my caged scrotum. “Our new sub is only now discovering how much it excites him, how much he wants to lose himself in the submission.”

      He chuckled again, only this time, his hand came up, gripping my chin, forcing my eyes away from my bride to his.

      “He wants us to use him… The question is how to best do that.” Those orbs seared my need, creating another touch of agony as my cock hardened again inside its cage. “I think we should require him to crawl everywhere we go. To keep him strapped in the chair when we make it. And when we do our group thing, he will be required to take them all on, no matter what they want to do.”

      Macy started a little, looking up at Derek with a frown. She hadn’t wanted that news to come out yet. My eyes must have been full of the blooming concern. What friends?

      “We were going to tell you tomorrow morning,” Macy said, “after we had our fun with you tonight. Your loudmouth friend jumped ahead of himself.”

      He smiled at her, not caring at all that he had spoken before she was ready. I could see it in his expression. He knew I was ready.

      “Friends?” I got out weakly. “What friends?”

      “Your wife wants to experience that gangbang you’ve always wanted for her. Told me about it. I contacted a few friends. They are going to join us next weekend. We are going to fuck Macy until she can’t take it anymore. All night long.”

      “Won’t that be fun?” Macy roared with enthusiastic laughter. “Great for both of us. I’ll let that fear of the lust go, and you’ll get to watch.”

      Derek pulled her off the bed, into his arms. Her breasts pillowed against his chest as he reached down to kiss her, stroking her body. My wife purred at his touch.

      “What do you think, babe?” Derek chuckled. “Should we tie him up in the next room, allowing our cuck only to hear what’s going on?”

      Macy smiled up at my towering friend. “You think he’d like that better?”

      I looked between them, worried this was actually a possibility. The shock of the new players had already given way to a desire to watch. Surely they wouldn’t…

      Her wry grin told me she was half joking. But only half. I shuddered at the possibility.

      “Please…” I pleaded. “I’ll be good. Do whatever you want. I prefer to watch, Mistress.”

      That appeared to placate her… for now.

      “Good,” she giggled. “And I want you to. But for now, we need to get you ready.” What did she mean by that?
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      Derek chuckled above me, pulling my head up. I could not resist, my hands still fastened under me. Macy helped get me off the bed. Soon, I was on my knees, head smashed back to the sheet. My ass hanging in the air. Derek detached my wrists, pulling them to the corners of the bed. Leather straps held them in place. What the fuck? When did they put those there?

      Before I could even pull against them, they yanked my legs apart, attaching them to the corners below. I was in a full X-position on the bed with only my butt plug covering my exposed position. The cage was a little uncomfortable, pressing against my body.

      ‘Lift your hips,’ Macy whispered to me. She pushed a pillow underneath as I did so. This took the pressure off my cage, but left my ass totally exposed to the room.

      Macy got on the bed, caressing my ass cheeks, while Derek went from cuff to cuff, making sure I had no mobility in this position. Whatever they were planning, they needed me to be right here.

      And oddly, I wanted the same. My new desire for submission left me willing to be whatever they wanted, without limits.

      After Derek was done, he ran back down the stairs, returning with the bag he had brought with him. Out of that bag, he pulled a blindfold, seating it securely over my eyes. I was now totally at their mercy, unable to even know what was coming. My cock throbbed in its cage, wanting to be in this exact position.

      That is, until the first pain spread across my ass. It was a broad-faced paddle of some kind. I could hear the <POP> of the impact even before the pain made its way to my head. With each strike, Macy squealed with delight.

      Like those initial strokes this afternoon, my wife was enjoying her task. <POP> <POP> <POP> With each stroke, she grew more comfortable that I could handle it, hitting harder. I groaned at the impact as the pain grew more intense.

      Derek wasn’t going to be left out. More pain landed, this time a sharp, narrow crease across my back. Some kind of rod, I guessed. Oh fuck… this was much more intense. Each stripe sent waves of pain through me.

      My cries of torment filled the room as the combination of the two instruments washed my entire body with agony. Neither of my parents had ever been spankers. I had never experienced anything like this before. I thrashed against my bonds, twisting around, trying to get away. They laughed at my futile efforts, continuing the rain of blows.

      Abruptly, I felt a pulse inside me. Something changed, as if I was reacting to the pressure. The blows still hurt, but the pain somehow found a direction. A shard of that torment pushed into my crotch, suffusing the area with a pleasure that captured everything I was. As the blasts against my skin grew stronger, those new shards created tremors of pure pleasure. I groaned, a sensation that made my body tremble.

      Derek stopped, chuckling. “I think he is going to like being our submissive,” he told Macy. She stopped as well. He pushed at the butt plug. This seemed to increase the delight already back there. Another chuckle, this time from both of them. “And he’ll really love it when you give it to him with this.”

      I heard a rustling sound. Something landed on the bed, to Macy’s startled giggle.

      “You want me to do that now?” she asked, lifting whatever it was off the bed.

      “Of course,” Derek said. “A new submissive needs to be trained. You can’t expect him to take all of them at once. We’ll need to keep up that training all week if he’s going to be ready for next weekend. That’s your job as his Mistress.”

      I heard her pulling whatever it was near her, a faint sound of scraping skin, tightening of cinches against straps. It’s funny how you make all these connections when your eyes are not available.

      Her giggling filled me with more joy as I heard Derek whispering to her. It was too soft for me to hear, but the rustling of fabric against skin, a cinching latches, told me he was fitting something on her.

      Macy got on the bed between my legs. She caressed my thighs, a sweeping motion leading to my ass cheeks. After the pulses from the pain, the cage had become a major source of discomfort. My hard shaft was pressing against it. I was so aroused and the pain suddenly so erotic, I didn’t know how to process all the sensations.

      I’m not even sure how to describe what was happening. How can I tell the difference… know the difference… between pain that hurts and pain that delivers exquisite pleasure? All I knew was that her caressing and massaging my ass, while jiggling the butt plug, was driving my cock crazy.

      She reached between my legs, fondling the cage. There was no give there. The flesh of my shaft pushed against it, wanting to break free. There was no chance of that, so my misery became worse. I felt like someone was clamping onto my shaft with pliers or something.
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      Her massaging moved to focus on the butt plug, jiggling, rotating it inside me. These brought even more pressure on my caged cock. I grimaced at the agony. Macy pulled the butt plug out, lingering the longest at the widest part, causing me to cry out again.

      “I think you need something bigger in there,” she giggled. She moved up the bed, closer between my legs. Something hard touched my ring… a rubbery touch. My opening gave way. The intruder went further, stretching me wider.

      I cried out, this time in genuine anguish. “So big… fuck… so big.”

      I could sense Derek leaning over to her. “Take your time,” he said. “Work it in slowly. He can take it.”

      Macy pulled out slightly, though not much. Pushing back in again. This time, the pressure stretched me even more, but somehow it didn’t seem to hurt as much. She pulled out again, pushing in further this time. Crap, whatever this is, it’s really long. The plug just seemed to fill the opening. This thing filled my entire rear canal, and did not stop until I felt her skin touching my hips.

      Derek leaned in, whispering in my ear. “Better get used to this. What Macy is using is called a strap-on. It’s in the shape of a real penis. She’s going to use it regularly for the next week. You need to be ready for the guys when they arrive. All of them are gonna want some tight virgin asshole.” What the hell! All of them wanted to fuck me?

      I groaned loudly as whatever it was inside me pulled out, returning more forcefully. The power of the sensation touched me, especially as her hands began massaging my ass cheeks with each plunge. I was whimpering now, unable to understand what was happening to me. I wanted more of the splendor of being tied this way while she fucked me! Each plunge electrified my entire body. Maybe the most pleasure I had ever felt.

      Just as she got into a rhythm, my pushing back against her to match each thrust, a crease of pain lit up my back again. Derek had returned with his rod. I shook between them. This was beyond anything I had ever experienced. Pain and pleasure. They seemed to be alternating. Pain, then pleasure, then pain again, in an endless cycle.

      This created a pressure in me that I struggled to manage, even resisted. Yet it kept growing. I tried to control where it went, guiding my reaction. Nothing helped. The pressure continued to build.

      Derek stopped momentarily, leaning down to whisper in my ear again. “Time to let go. Don’t fight it… let go of everything. The more you fight the fall to subspace, the harder it will be to enjoy. You’ll see…”

      The quivering became even more intense as the creases of pain returned to my back. Both of them were taking it to me now, no longer trying to coordinate. My wife savaged my rear with plunge after plunge. My friend felt like he was trying to take the skin off my back.

      I tried to fight it more, but could hold on no longer. Like a dam breaking inside me, the warring sensations seemed to rip me wide open! Like an exposed wound, I was entirely THERE! A surge of pleasure took me, as if I was falling into it.

      “Oh god,” I cried out. My body thrashed against the bonds holding me in place. I pushed my ass back against her, trying to take it deeper. I wanted to take everything they could give. My cock joined in the torment as my hard rod pressed viciously against its cage, demanding release. My torso was shaking as I gave myself to whatever they wanted.

      Somehow, Derek must have sensed my growing discomfort. Macy slowed her plunging as I felt hands between my legs. Then the sudden removal of the cage from the larger ring.

      “Fuck…” I cried out as this new freedom added to whatever had taken me so hard. Macy went right back to her plunging. Derek returned with something different. A strand of beads that lit my skin on fire. He whipped me just as hard, but instead of the single crease of pain, this was multiple strands of little balls that scorched every inch of my back.

      I no longer cared. The pain seemed to push me deeper into that hole of pleasure I had found before. I pushed back against my wife’s thrusting again… More; I wanted more!

      Macy stopped moving as much, shuddering on top of me. Fuck, I was making her cum! “Cum for me, my love,” I shouted into the room as she let loose with a hard blast. I could feel her hips shaking against mine, even while Derek continued his striking, trying to make sure he had turned every inch of my back a darker pink.

      Finally, I could take no more. Collapsing on the bed as Macy pulled out. Derek stopped. That’s the last I remembered. I was asleep moments later.
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      I woke to a dark room with a cover over me. Someone had removed the cuffs and cage. Only the big metal base remained. Noise from downstairs told me they were still here.

      Wow! What an experience! Who knew pain could be so pleasurable, right? Flashes of the night filled me as I sat up, trying to get some semblance of balance back. Looking at my uncaged cock made me smile. Maybe they planned to let me use it this weekend after all!

      A moan from downstairs caught my attention. Derek must be entertaining my bride. I walked into the bathroom, reaching for a robe. No, that’s not right. My Mistress told me I was to be naked the entire weekend. I wondered if they would want me to crawl into the room? No, that seemed more a comment than an order.

      Walking down the steps, I tried to be as quiet as possible. I was hoping to watch them while they were having their fun without me. Maybe feed a little of my voyeur kink! Her moans were unmistakable. They were in the family room and he was giving it to her hard.

      The surprise when I peeked around was that he was sitting on the sofa. Macy was doing all the work, her legs on either side of his lap, using his cock to pleasure herself. Her gasps of pleasure as she plunged her hips repeatedly down that monstrous shaft made me smile. It seemed like he had given her free use of that rod for as long as she wanted it. And judging from what I have seen so far this weekend, she wants it a lot! Luckily, neither had spotted me yet.

      “I love your cock… love it so much. You can use my pussy any time you want,” she panted in between thrusts.

      “How often do you want it?” he chuckled.

      “Every day for the next three weeks, if you’re up for it. After that, we will need to work around the kids.”

      “What about your husband? He might like some loving, too.”

      “Are you kidding? With you available? I’ll have to think about how to handle him.”

      I twisted away from the sight of her need, leaning against the kitchen wall. It was all I could do to keep breathing.

      What the fuck? She wants to go with him all the time from now on? I don’t care how submissive she wants me to be. Total exclusion was never part of any agreement. My heart pounded in my chest as the reality of my situation sank in. Was she even required to pay attention to me now? I had given her complete control of our love life. Total submission, I had promised. Now that it’s here, I’m not happy with the outcome.

      “I’m not getting in the middle of that, babe. We agreed on free use this weekend, but after that, he’s got to be part of the deal. He’s my friend, too, remember.”

      “Of course, of course… but he has given me control. And I’ve taken it. You think that means we’ll be exactly like we were before… my waiting around for him to make the next move? THAT’s not going to happen. I will do what I want.”

      I never made the first move? I settled back against the wall, knowing it was true. Being the aggressor was never my style with Macy. It just didn’t work. I wanted her to be the controlling presence in our love life, but I thought that meant between me and her, not my being left with nothing. Or worse, being stuck in that cage all the time!

      The sound of his slamming upward several times, bringing her to a quick release, made me cringe. They would soon find out I was here. I rolled around, peeking over the edge once more.

      “Easy to say,” Derek mused. “You still have to live with him. Is that really what you want, a sub that serves you 24/7, with no thought for himself? How long do you think that will last? I’m not a submissive, but I can tell you, you may not want to live with the Terry that comes out the other end of that experience.”

      Macy rolled off his lap, cuddling close to him. Derek hadn’t even cum as long as she humped him. Her hand traced along that hard piece of steel. It strutted above his lap, bouncing as she stroked the length. I still couldn’t believe how big it was. Yet Derek did not respond to her touch. His mind was full of her words and what it meant. I was certain of that. Mine was, why wouldn’t he be?

      “Being a cuckold can be several things, including a fun sexual experience, a depressive state after being tossed aside for another man, or even a way to grind your man into the dirt as he comes to deal with you. Is that what you want, to grind your man down until he has nothing left, then toss him aside for the next dick that comes along?”

      Macy looked up at him, pulling her hand off the shaft. “That doesn’t appear very appetizing…”

      He snatched her hair in his iron grip, forcing her to look at him. “Is that what you want, to be the bitch of some dominant guy that will use you until he finds a new pussy?” He turned her face to his shaft. “Suck on me until I cum. Don’t stop.”

      His hand forced her head downward. I could see her pushing back a little, but she was hopelessly over-powered by my muscular friend.

      Macy opened her mouth. He didn’t wait. His force pushed her mouth down on his rod, and deep into her throat. She thrashed against him, trying to breathe. He would not let go, doing the same jackhammering as he did in her pussy. She hacked at his hand, trying to get away. He would not let go.

      “This is what you have planned for Terry, isn’t it? Forcing him to do whatever you want, no matter what it costs him? That really what you want? I can tell you right now, that ain’t cutting it, babe. Not for me. And I know Terry pretty well. He might go along for a while, but it will be the end of your marriage.”

      As if she finally understood what he was doing, she stopped fighting his control. He immediately let go. She rose slowly from his lap.

      That IS what I thought, that she was going to cage me full-time and do whatever she wanted. I shuddered, thinking about what that meant about my future, with her, and my family. Fuck… Despair began to settle in.

      “And frankly, Macy, I’m surprised to hear this from someone who claims they love him. That’s what you told me, at least.”

      Macy leaned back against the sofa, staring up at him. I cringed, wondering what she would say.

      “Maybe you didn’t have to send the message so harshly, but it arrived. I have no interest in leaving my husband or driving him away for a big dick.”

      My heart leaped at those words, though now, after the language of before, I wondered whether this was a face-saving measure. Derek was clearly angry at her. She didn’t want to cut off her access for the rest of the weekend.

      “Glad to hear it. Then why don’t you try rephrasing the comments of before… about your future plans?”

      “Look, I’ve really enjoyed having you available. I’ve cum so often… well… I want to do it more. That doesn’t mean I want to dump Terence. That was never a consideration, but his new submission gives us an opportunity to feed both our needs, don’t you think?”

      Derek’s look at her was skeptical, though he nodded for her to continue.

      “From now until next weekend, for the group thing, I want to keep him in denial, not allowing him to cum. Yet I want to tease him constantly, maybe even keep him in the cage a bit of the time. That way, he feels like he’s involved. Over the group weekend, I plan to share him with everyone that wants him, to give everyone a chance to use those instruments of yours on a willing submissive. How often do guys get a chance at a sub with no limits?”

      Derek smiled. He clearly had already told her about the same plans. He only invited guys that were bi and had a kinky side, just for that purpose.

      “What then?” he asked.

      “After that, we’ll reassess… Terence and I, I mean… to see where we are and how far he wants this to go. But between now and then, I was hoping we would have some time to share each other. Does that no longer work… for you to have a relationship with this raging, heartless slut?”

      Derek burst out laughing, grabbed her again, pushing her down across his lap. His hand slaps across her ass rang throughout the house.

      “You’re a raging slut alright… I never said anything about heartless. That was all your doing.”

      She squirmed on his lap, trying to get away… but not really. I knew my wife liked rough play, liked to be spanked and ‘forced’ to do what she wanted to do, anyway.

      I started suddenly, realizing there was no way I wouldn’t have heard them, even upstairs. I needed to get back, make noise coming down! But I couldn’t pull myself away.

      “Okay… okay…” she giggled, pushing his hands away from her reddening ass. She got off his lap, crawling between his legs on her knees. Her hands clasp that rod, still half-hard. Her sultry look into his eyes caught my attention, that’s for sure.

      She licked on it, sucked the head gently, rubbed his balls. “You want me to leave you alone for the weekend? Let you take a break?”

      “You fucking minx,” Derek laughed, touching her head, welcoming her touch. “Saying that while allowing your tongue to tell a different story? You ARE a raging slut.”

      He nodded his approval. She went at his cock with her mouth and hands until he was hard again, then scrambled up to impale herself on it once again. A groan of pleasure from both of them filled the space.

      “I love to feel you inside me,” she mewled. “So big, so strong and hard. That’s all I meant. I’m available whenever you want.”
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      “Is that the way you took it, Terry?” Derek asked.

      I jumped at my name. He must have known I was there all along. My name certainly startled my wife. Her head whipped around hard enough to give a neck injury as she scrambled back off his cock. I emerged from the kitchen.

      “How long have you been there?” she asked.

      “Long enough,” I said simply.

      She rushed over to where I stood, pushing her naked body against mine.

      “You understood what I meant, didn’t you, babe?” she said, worried I might have taken it the same way Derek had.

      “How much do you want him?” I asked.

      “Not enough to leave you over! I thought we had agreed this weekend would be for playing, allowing Derek and I to do whatever we wanted with each other. Wasn’t that the deal?”

      “I wasn’t the one changing the arrangement, Macy. You’re doing that fine on your own.”

      She pulled back, ready to launch another effort when she saw Derek and I exchanging glances.

      “Oh… you jerk! You both got me riled up…” She ran up the stairs, returning with a leather cane, swatting it at me. She chased me all over the family room and kitchen, swatting me hard across my ass when she could get in range.

      Derek was roaring with laughter. “Your tits look great bouncing around the room, by the way. So nice…”

      “Oh, they do?” She cried out defiantly, turning her cane toward him. He jumped up, the two of us scrambling around while she swatted at us.

      Finally, Derek had had enough. On her next swing, he grabbed the cane out of her hand, forcing her down to her knees. He encouraged me to approach. “Take that ring off him. You owe us, and we’re going to take it out on your ass… literally.”

      Macy stared at him with that ‘you wouldn’t dare’ look I knew so well. Derek had no trouble ‘daring.’ He shoved his cock in her mouth, pulling me to stand right next to him.

      “The ring,” he barked.

      While she tried to handle a growing snake in her mouth, my wife carefully pulled my scrotum out of the ring, putting it on the side. As soon as it was off, Derek pulled out, turning her head toward me. I did the same thing, forcing my cock down her throat. I wasn’t tiny, but not like that log. She easily took me completely down her throat, touching her nose to my pubic hair.

      “Impressive,” Derek said. “I expect you to be able to do mine that way by the end of our time together. Before next weekend, for sure. I’ve got a guy coming that is even bigger than me. You’ll have to take him down before any of us go inside you.”

      He chuckled, as the frustration grew on Macy’s face, turning toward him again.

      “You too!” he said to me, slapping down hard on the cock only inches from my wife’s face. Macy looked up at me, smiling that knowing grin that had nothing but mischief behind it. “You will have to suck on every cock BEFORE it goes inside your wife. And I mean suck it all the way to the base.”

      Derek pushed on my shoulders, getting me to fall to my knees right next to Macy. Our faces were on either side of his now hard shaft. “Time to share,” he laughed, holding his cock out, batting our faces with it.

      Macy grabbed a hold of it, taking it as deep as the shaft would go. It wasn’t far. Maybe 3-4 inches. It was so wide, her entire mouth stretched just to get the head in. But she gave it all she had, licking and sucking on it.

      She smiled at me, pointing that beast in my direction. What the fuck was I supposed to do with that? I had never sucked a cock before!

      My wife knew I was clueless about what to do. “Put your hands behind your back,” she told me. “I’ll guide you.” She took my chin in her hand, pointing the cock at my opening.

      “Lick it, do it like you want me to do it to you… just that way.” My tongue came out, licking the precum off the tip. “Cover the tip with your tongue, touching every part. Lavish your attention on it.” I followed her instructions exactly. My rod was finding this play very exciting, as I pleasured my friend in my wife’s direction.

      Macy was staring at me. I sensed it, but my eyes never left Derek’s. My heart… something in my heart needed this.

      “You want this all on your own, don’t you?” She giggled, looking up at Derek. He winked at her. “Now who’s the slut, huh?”

      “Do it,” Derek said to me, though his tone was gentle. “You’ve wanted to suck on me for a long time. I’ve known it. I’m offering it to you now.”

      I shuddered, glancing nervously down at my wife. She gave me a subtle nod. She already knew it, too.

      So I did, taking him into my mouth. Feeling the power of this man, my friend… now my lover? I took several inches in.

      A hand found my shaft. It was Macy.

      “You love sucking on your friend,” she said, stroking me. I was hard as a rock. “Look how hard you are. We’re finding out lots of new things this weekend,” she stated flatly. “First, that you’re a natural submissive, and that you have a shine for your friend. I think we can make good use of that, don’t you, Derek?”

      “He is already earning his keep,” he chuckled, gently guiding my head deeper onto his shaft. He guided my head with soft, gentle movements. Our eyes drank in each other as I pleasured him. I suddenly felt like Maggie on her knees, wanting nothing more than to pleasure this man.

      My friend wanted more. “Come up here,” he said to me, shifting slightly to point his cock at Macy. She gobbled it down. Her eyes never left me as I stood, cuddling against his naked body.

      I was shivering, like a virgin approaching my first boy. He wrapped his arm around me, pointing my head upward as he leaned down to kiss me. A gasp came through the muffled mouth of my wife. I didn’t care. I would deny my desire no longer.

      My body told him all he needed to know as I folded myself into his arms, returning that kiss with all the passion I felt. My comfort at being here surprised me. I had never touched another man, not even experimenting as a boy.

      But this was not a casual hookup. We all knew that. This was love. My deep and abiding friendship with this man had become important in my life, even in Macy’s. We could finally express that love in a physical way.

      My natural submission took over. I buried myself in his arms, cuddling close. Hands found the back of my head, pulling me in closer. Our kiss grew even more passionate.

      Macy stopped sucking. Only gentle strokes remained as she stared up at us. I never looked down, but I sensed her gaze. Derek did too. He dramatically kissed me, pushing in hard and aggressive. I needed this, wanted him to be my lover, giving into his embrace.

      And my friend knew Macy wanted it just as much. He let her watch down there for a while, then pulled her up to join us. We were kissing each other, finding the joy of this moment, these new emotions. As if by guidance, my lips gradually landed on Macy. Nothing matched this feeling, or my need for this woman to be in my life. She clearly felt the same.

      My wife pulled back. “I’m sorry, Terence, if my words made you think I wanted to trade you in for another. I’m sorry if that hurt you. Not what I meant.”

      “Well…” I smiled at her. “Derek has already found a way you can assuage our hurt feelings.”

      She backed away. “Oh no… you’re not going to do that.”

      Derek and I closed on her, grabbing for her arms.

      “You need to get ready… trained for next weekend. With that many guys, every opening is going to be needed.”

      She stopped walking away, as if she finally accepted her fate.

      “I like anal, but two at once? Please be gentle with me, okay?” she said.

      I stroked her chin. “Did you really need to say that?”

      Her love for me shone in those eyes, as she bowed her head, shame painting her expression.

      “Come on, babe. Let’s have some fun,” Derek said, extending his hand to her. She took it, moving toward the stairs. He nodded to me, holding her hand to stay.

      “Go get the shower started,” he said to me. “Let’s get cleaned up before we start.”

      I rushed up the stairs ahead of them. This was going to be so much fun!
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      It took longer than expected for them to come into the bathroom. They seemed to be having an argument downstairs. A heated one. I couldn’t make out much of it as I fidgeted with the water temperature and made sure the towels were ready. But I could make out words like ‘sub,’ ‘his role,’ and a final loud ‘NO.’ She would accept only one path, apparently.

      The harsh look on Macy’s face when she emerged into the bathroom caught me by surprise. She had clearly won that argument. Gone was the new camaraderie, the sharing of love promised downstairs.

      “Get on your knees in the shower,” Macy barked. “You will scrub us until we are done, then we are going to introduce you to the chair.”

      “The chair? I thought we were going to share you…”

      Macy bolted from the room. Derek immediately pinned me against the bathroom cabinet, face pressed against the mirror. This left my naked ass exposed to the room as Macy returned, a short leather rod of some kind in her hand.

      “You do not speak to your Mistress that way,” Derek screamed in my ear. Gone was the tenderness of our kisses, the warmth of the gentle language we shared. I quivered against the wall, not knowing how to react.

      Macy responded harshly, wailing on my ass with full-arm strikes covering every inch she could. I shuddered at this sudden change, all my hope squashed.

      What have I done? I thought we were going to make love together…

      She halted her activity for a moment. “Did you really think you were going to cum inside my ass? Cumming in there in reserved for my bulls, not for the likes of you.”

      I whimpered against Derek’s firm grip as Macy returned to her fierce blows across my ass. My mind was struggling to transition from the loving embrace downstairs back to the reality of my submission to them.

      Macy seemed to apologize for the language of before, yet here she was, being even harsher than before. My wife appeared to have no trouble with the disconnect, though Derek kept his face turned away from me, seeming unhappy about this turn of events.

      Her repeated striking drove me deeper into my submission. I no longer fought against Derek’s grasp, allowing her to do with me what she wanted. I sank down onto the cabinet, knowing this was what she wanted.

      Tears threatened to break out, but I held them back. I was hers to do with as she wished. It was my promise to her. Subs did not get to choose when and where that submission would take place.

      Derek let go briefly, his body weight trapping me against the top. I didn’t dare move without instructions. Cool liquid dropped onto my rear bud… a pressure. The width at the peak told me it was a butt plug, though this one was different somehow. Longer and not as wide as it made the journey into my darkness.

      My Master spun me around, grasping my arms behind my back. The breaking of my heart made its last journey as Macy reached for the chastity cage sitting on the cabinet. My eyes caught the strangeness. This was not the one she had used before. It was black with bulges in odd places.

      She roughly pushed my scrotum through the larger ring, seating it firmly in place. The tube where my cock went had a roughness to the inside as she locked me away.

      “Crawl into the shower. You are to get us ready for him fucking me again,” Macy giggled, shaking my newly installed cage, now a nightmare encasing my crotch.

      I didn’t try to look up or touch either of them. All hope of love and sharing had been crushed, as had my soul. Something about the loving promise of before, followed by this harsh treatment, had broken me.

      My rod felt every bit of that rejection. It shriveled inside the cage as my ass clinched the plug, which had offered so much promise for more excitement later. Now, I knew it would be nothing like that!

      The false promise of being in Derek’s arms, of kissing my wife with all the love we felt, seemed so out of place suddenly. As if they did the teasing of affection just to push me harder into my submission.

      I went down onto my knees, crawling into our walk-in shower. My eyes barely left the floor as I heard their lips finding their new home once again. My partner’s passion was not to be challenged, at least not by me. Those threatened tears of before could no longer be held back, the shower water masking their presence.

      The two of them crowded into the shower stall. Macy handed me a body wash, telling me to use it on her. She turned her back on me, returning to the passionate kissing with her lover. I began at her lower legs, scrubbing and massaging as I moved higher.

      It was as if I was another person, looking down on myself. I felt disconnected, analyzing what was being done. The massaging motions moved slowly upward until I was scrubbing her ass cheeks.

      Everything I had been for and to this woman now seemed nothing but a side note, a necessary distraction that allowed what she really wanted to take place. My tears continued to fall as I struggled to keep them short of sobbing, making a noise they would hear. But as the despair sank deeper, I no longer believed they would stop even if they heard me crying.

      Macy spun, allowing me access to the other side. I glanced up only to see her head still turned to her lover’s mouth. She paid no attention to me at all. His hands taunted me further with his grasp on her breasts, pulling at her hard nipples as she whimpered her welcome.

      I continued to scrub… her toes, then her legs… moving higher to cover the crest of her bare flesh in suds. She grabbed my hair, pushing my face into her slit while spreading her legs. I sputtered at the soap covering my face, giving in to what she wanted. What else could I do? My tongue came out as I lavished attention on her already extended nub.

      Not sure what it was, but this action seemed to be the lowest blow of all. My wife, the love of my life, was necking with her lover, worshiping the growing passion between them. I was now an afterthought, needed only for cleaning and servicing.

      My despair grew more intense as she grabbed my hair fiercely, pushing me into her crotch, needing a more aggressive service. I gave it. It was now my lot in life, my place in the order of things. Nothing else mattered.

      The change of my circumstance was written on my cock. It had shriveled to nothing, not even close to getting aroused like I had been before. My wife had given herself to another. I no longer felt a part of it, a willing accomplice to her pleasure. This was simple subjugation.

      Macy tugged at my hair, encouraging me to finish the scrubbing. My glance up as I spread new lotion on my hand, found both Derek and Macy staring down at me. Derek’s seemed to have some sympathy, but Macy’s orbs were hard and unyielding. This was what she wanted. My needs didn’t matter.

      I came up, scrubbing her stomach and breasts, covering her chest. It was all very clinical, not sensual. Like I had seen her do in the shower every morning. She didn’t notice. Her lips seldom left Derek’s.

      A hand moved to my shoulder, pressing me back down to my knees. Macy changed positions with my friend, pointing his monstrous rod at me.

      “Make sure it’s nice and clean,” she giggled. My hands filled with lotion again, reaching up to take his shaft and scrotum in my grip. “That cock is going to fuck your bride all night long… over and over… until she cannot stand more. I haven’t decided if we are going to allow you to watch. What do you think, Derek? Should he be allowed to watch?”

      He grabbed my hair, shoving his shaft down my throat. It felt good. I’ll give you that. I had come to enjoy the feel if him in my mouth very much, but his words pushed my despair into free fall.

      “I don’t think so. We’ll let him imagine what’s going on.”

      He pulled out of my mouth, encouraging me to finish. He was already hard. My hands found every part of his lower half, cleaning it with lots of lotion and tender massaging. He finally pushed my hands away.

      “Get yourself dried off,” he said. “I need some quality time with your slut here. Crawl into the bedroom, put your cuffs back on, and get in the chair.”

      I nodded my acceptance, stepping out for a towel. They didn’t wait for me to leave the room. While I dried off, he pressed her against the glass wall facing me, her tits crushed against the glass. He pulled her hips out, then took her harshly from behind.

      The look on her face pressed against the glass shredded every remaining bit of self-respect I had left. In our decade-plus of marriage, I had never seen a look such as that… so full of excitement, pleasure, lust. She wanted this, and only this.

      I turned away, dropping to my knees for the trip to the chair. The cuffs were lying on the seat. After putting them on, I got up, finding a position I was sure would be my home for a while. I could see where the leather would hold me in place, allowing very little movement.

      The noise of their coupling drew my attention back to the shower. I had left the door open, allowing me to watch. They knew it too. Macy’s internal focus of before had been replaced with eyes fixated on me as Derek gave her all the power he had, slamming her repeatedly against the wall.

      My heart no longer seemed under my control. I turned away from the scene, unable to continue watching. Earlier in the evening, every one of her orgasms filled me with joy, as I worshiped what Derek could give her. Now, I felt only the weight crushing my spirit.

      Yes, I had chosen this life, given her the control we both wanted. The activities of the night had exposed a need for submission that surprised us all. None of that play had prepared me for these feelings that would not go away. That this submission would mean giving her up as my partner and lover never crossed my mind. It was too evident now, as Derek brought those gasps of pleasure from my bride, that I had no rights to her any longer. I had surrendered them to my big friend… and her whim.

      I knew she had needs… needs for more pleasure… needs to be in control… My pleasure seemed to come from watching her receive ever more.

      Yet, now, as each whimper wafts from the shower, it became obvious I hadn’t thought this through very well. Somewhere in the middle of all our mutual lust, my central position in her world had been ripped aside, leaving me dangling on the edge of an unknown abyss. Would she save me from falling in? Or push me harder as I fell?

      Her cry of release in the shower felt like a knife slicing across my heart. I still wanted her to feel all the pleasure she wanted, but everything was different somehow. As I heard them laughing with each other while drying off, the darkness took hold of me. I was no longer involved, separate from the drama of their new life together.

      Where did that leave me? Dumped on the side, my heart told me… all those years of building a relationship with Macy tossed away like so much wasted effort!

      Derek… of the huge cock… of the dominant personality… had taken the First Chair in her mind. Macy had made that very clear. Did that mean First in her heart too? I faced a future of cages and denial… of being set aside whenever she needed ‘something else.’ My wife had made that very clear.

      I wanted her to get what she needs, but did it have to leave me outside, looking in? I cringed as the dark path before me, one of growing loneliness and separation, left me unable to handle the sorrow.

      They walked out of the bathroom, touching like the lovers they had become, walking straight for my chair. Derek carefully aligned my cuffs with the legs, pinning them tight. I had little freedom of movement, though it wasn’t so tight it cut off my circulation. He wanted to make sure I could stay a while.

      Once I was secure, Macy stepped up with the blindfold they had used earlier, fastening it in place. I wasn’t going anywhere, trapped in my chosen world of submission. The joy was gone, only the capitulation remained.

      “Let’s get a drink. I want to let the shower fun settle before we get started again.” This was clearly said to Derek, not me.

      “Great idea. Let me grab a robe.” Steps across the hardwood into the bathroom. A swoosh of fabric told me he had grabbed my robe, and hers.

      “That feels warm and comfortable,” Macy said. “Thanks, lover.”

      Two sets of footsteps walked out of the room. Neither had said a word to me while they pushed me into my submissive seclusion.

      As I heard them descend the steps, my tears began to fall for real now. Hearing their clinking glasses and chatting from the kitchen while I was trapped here in the chair drove the despair deeper. The life I knew as my own, of the loving kids and devoted wife, had disappeared. I wondered how much of that even existed any more as sounds of her whimpering told me they were doing more than drinking.

      At the same time, my submission to her was complete. I would do everything she told me going forward. This realization didn’t produce the raging hard-on from earlier in the session. The cage and plug pulled at me, as if they were weights pushing me closer to that abyss.

      Her cry of release from downstairs pulled me out of my misery, though not for long. Noise from the steps caught my attention. They were returning.

      “That was tasty, Terence. Your friend has a talented tongue.” She walked up to my chair, pecking me on the lips. Her hand came down to rub the cage enclosing my scrotum. “Enjoy your night. Derek is going to show me how it’s supposed to be done… all night long.”

      The sound of them dropping to the bed was unmistakable. Soon, active copulation became obvious. I tried to generate the excitement of before, imagining them hammering at each other, letting the joy of her releases fill me with the same excitement.

      But there was little of me left. In only one night, the strong, devoted husband, now strapped to a chair, had been torn away. I had surrendered everything to my masters. Despair set in as that final realization took hold. Her control had left little of me behind.

      Her first climax on the bed, unseen, only heard, spiraled me down the abyss, falling harder with each cry of pleasure. After I do not know how many of my bride’s releases, there was nothing left of me. Only the submission remained.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

      
        
        Look for BOOK 2 in this series,

        Macy Takes Control: Getting What She Needs

        for the exciting conclusion. All is not as it seems.
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        Terence yearned to witness his wife in the passionate embrace of another man. When it happened, Macy’s need for control pushed him deeper into the realms of domination and submission than he expected.

      

        

      
        Now, as they approach the weekend that would change them all, his choice of embracing this newfound level of control has left him wondering where he fits in his wife’s new world.

      

        

      
        Will there be anything left for him if he allows Macy to get what she needs?
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        Terence yearned to witness his wife in the passionate embrace of another man. When it happened, Macy’s need for control pushed him deeper into the realms of domination and submission than he expected.
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