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            Prologue (Jerry)

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’d do that… share me with another woman?” I asked. My wife was fixing a drink as I sat on the sofa in our living room. She had brought this topic up several times in the last couple of weeks. I guess she really was interested.

      “Of course, Jerry. Don’t you think that would be hot?”

      “You know it would be, Becky, but sharing like that… so open… Could you handle that?”

      She grinned at me. I wasn’t sure what to make of that. It was equal parts insecurity and desire, both warring for her attention. Right now, desire seemed to be winning.

      Becky placed the tumbler in front of me. Jameson, of course. She looked at me. “We just need to find the right person. Someone who would share with us, openly and freely. Do you know anyone?”

      Her friend Sherri came immediately to mind, but I held back, unwilling to open that possibility. Sherri had the nicest rack of any woman I knew. Large and well-shaped. She always wore tight tops when she came over. And she was at our house frequently, seldom wearing a bra. It was all I could do to hide the erection I frequently got when she would stretch or reach across a counter. So nice…

      But she was Becky’s best friend… and had become one of mine in the last 10 years of our marriage. I could never let my arousal up for some fresh air, for fear Becky would react negatively. I didn’t want her desire to hit an emotional roadblock. She seemed interested in taking it to the next level.

      My wife should decide on her own where she wanted to go with this one. My adding likely candidates could only add an emotional wrinkle to an already complex issue.

      “Okay… I think that would be fun,” I said. “I’ll let you figure out who would be best. I’m sure Little Jerry will have no trouble with your choice.”

      Becky stood up, walking to the sink, her back to me. “Sherri’s coming over later. Is that okay?”

      “Sure, babe. I’ve got some work to do, anyway.”

      She turned toward me, a smile of pure desire. “Maybe she’ll wear that soft cashmere sweater you love… that hugs those tits so nicely.”

      I gasped. She must have seen me staring at them. “Sorry, Becky. Didn’t mean anything by my staring. I…”

      She reached across, covering my mouth with her soft hands. Her smile of before became even more intense. “Stop, my love. I am not mad. Kind of hot watching the way you look at her. Maybe she’ll be the one.”

      My cock sprang to life as her hand fell to my lap, gripping the shaft in her tender fist as she worked it out of the zippered enclosure.

      “I can see you would enjoy that,” she giggled. “She just might be the perfect candidate.”

      Her lips found mine, necking while her hand worked me to full hardness, pulling her panties down as she mounted my lap. Our mutual groan filled the kitchen as I yanked her sundress over her head, burying my face in her breasts. My mind flashed to what it would be like doing this to Sherri…

      As if she knew what I was thinking, Becky groaned deeply as my lips suckled her nipples. “They really are handsome breasts. You’d love them more than my… more perky offerings.”

      “Don’t be silly,” I laughed, pulling back. “You have all I need…”
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        * * *

      

      When I think back on that conversation, and the explosive orgasms for us both that afternoon, it occurred to me how naïve we were. Well, how naïve I was. I had no idea what change this would be in my life… in our lives together.

      My wife had been hiding a dark secret for many years. A secret that threatened to tear us apart, or send our relationship in an entirely unique direction. One thing was for sure. Our marriage would never be the same.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        THE BEGINNING

        (Becky)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Early Junior Year

          

        

      

    

    
      “What the…” the girl shouted, her books and papers flying down the crowded hallway.

      “I’m so sorry,” I said, embarrassed at my carelessness. My junior year chemistry class was on the other side of Lakeview. I was hurrying to make it before the bell rang, turning a corner too sharply, smashing into this poor girl walking down the hall.

      I tried to help her pick up the papers. She just pushed me away. “No, no. You’ve done enough damage. I’ll get it. Better go wherever you’re in such a hurry.”

      Jumping up, pulling my backpack off the floor, I shouted, “really am sorry,” as I took off down the hall. Principal Carlson yelled at me to slow down. My running became a power walk.

      Just what I needed, I thought to myself. Another student pissed at me. I was already not the most popular girl in school. From my clumsy manner after growing so much in the last two years to the greasy, disheveled hair I routinely wore to school… Let’s just say the cool kids didn’t have much use for me.

      Especially that Erin McIntosh. I had no clue what I did to piss her off. Lately I hid in back hallways to keep her and that circle of bitches she ran with from taunting me in front of the other students. Now, running into this girl! All I needed was to make another enemy!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      It’s rare you can single out a specific moment when life changes directions down its crazy, careening path. This was that one for me. My life, and future, would never be the same.

      Our lunch break was right after chemistry. I always hid in the very back of the lunchroom, trying to make sure no one noticed me. After the disastrous morning, I needed a calm moment.

      “So why were you in such a hurry, anyway?” a voice said, sitting right across from me. Crap… it was the girl from the hallway accident.

      “Really… I’m sorry,” I said. “I was late for Kasten’s chemistry class. He already docked me for being late twice. A third time and…”

      “Detention. Been there, done that,” she laughed. “Look, I just wanted to apologize myself. We’ve all done silly things. There were no casualties,” she snickered. “I shouldn’t have been so hard on you.” She was apologizing to me?

      Before she said anything more…

      “Hey, skank,” Erin said. Her followers giggling haughtily behind her. “You’re in my seat.” The girl across from me turned toward my tormentor, staring at her. Not saying a word.

      “Oh… hi… Sherri,” Erin said, nervously. “Why are you sitting with her?”

      “I’ll sit with who I please.” She said nothing else. I swear Erin melted right in front of us.

      “Okay…” Erin replied, shuffling off with her friends twittering in her wake.

      “Wow! You did that so easily,” I giggled nervously. “Erin has been after me for months. I still don’t know what I did to piss her off.”

      “You did nothing. She’s just a bully. That crew is always looking for someone they can abuse. I doubt she’ll give you any more trouble now that she’s seen you with me. If she does, I have ways to make her a little more cooperative.”

      My startled look at the obvious threat made her laugh as I assessed her for the first time. Sherri was tall for a woman. At least five-feet ten, I thought, especially compared to my barely five-two. And big. Not fat. No, not an ounce on her. Just… how to describe it… larger than life!

      Her long blond hair and soft brown eyes highlighted a face both kind and cruel. I had seen both already. I would say she had an athletic build if it wasn’t for her massive chest. Compared to my 34B’s, they seemed huge, pressing out against her t-shirt!

      “So, what’s your name?” Sherri asked.

      “Becky.”

      “You always run down the hall?”

      “Not always…” I stopped talking suddenly.

      Our eyes locked. My chest tightened. A rush of caring about her filled me, wanting to be closer. Somehow, I understood she was thinking the same thing. Something incredible had just happened between us.

      “Well, do you?” she asked again. This time, the same embarrassment I had… that sudden emotion we had shared… came back to me in a flood. Her head turned away as she spoke.

      “No, really…” I giggled, and that’s how we met. We talked all the way through lunch. She made me promise to meet after school. I had made a connection. Sherri and I just hit it off.

      After that, we hung around before and after school, sat together at lunch. She even introduced me to her friends. My life in high school made a miraculous change, at least that’s what my mother said. I was a different person afterward.

      How could I disagree with my mother? For the first time since I started high school, I had a circle of friends to call my own. Like all teenagers everywhere, my behavior changed with it. I wanted to match those friends. I started showering before school each day, wearing clothes that looked like them. Even joined in talking to the group, rather than be the quiet one always sitting in the corner.

      As I look back on it, that was the time I grew up, becoming more open about the world and my place in it.

      To the joy of my parents, my grades got better, too. Sherri was very much a ‘good student’, focused on academics for future achievement. She wanted to be a lawyer. We would often study at her house. And she meant it. That encouraged me to do the same. My B’s and C’s suddenly became straight A’s. Mainly because I handed in the homework assignments on time and actually studied for the tests before they came. Who would have thought THAT would work?!

      True to Sherri’s word, Erin didn’t bother me again. Occasionally, I would get a stare from her. Yet she never approached me.

      My folks were sure happy about the turn in my fortunes, frequently inviting Sherri over for dinner and family events. They did everything to encourage us to continue being friends.
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      About six months after we started hanging together, late in our junior year by then, Sherri invited me to a party at a friend’s house. This friend didn’t go to our school. Her name was Cindy.

      The house was a mansion, with a long driveway and set far back from the street. Cars lined the driveway as we walked up. Lights and music blared from the open windows. The nearest neighbor was so far away, no one would care. Already, people were milling inside, spilling out onto the front porch and backyard on this warm spring evening.

      “Cindy’s been a good friend since grade school,” she told me as we approached. “She introduced me to all the vices I happily enjoy today. My first joint. My first boyfriend. Even my first time being naked in front of others,” she teased me, tickling my side as I looked up at the stairs. “Her folks are into swinging and bondage play.”

      I had no clue what that meant. Something sexual?

      “Growing up, we would always find these weird things around their house. Whips, and plugs, bottles of lube. Cindy’s mom was very open about explaining everything. We learned a lot about these things very early,” she giggled. “Cindy was the first person I kissed seriously. Learned a lot from her.”

      I gasped. She kissed a girl? What kind of party was this, anyway?

      An unsupervised party. That’s what it was. The parents were away for the weekend. I had seen these ‘parents away’ parties in the movies, and heard that other kids did them at my school. But this was my first time attending one. And to do my first in such a large home… I simply wasn’t sure how to handle the lack of adults.

      Or the surprising lack of guys. Girls packed the place. I recognized many of them from Lakeview. Some in my new circle of friends. They were all my age!

      “Since last year,” Sherri told me, as we moved into the main room, “Cindy has been collecting like-minded girls to these parties. Now, we get together every few weeks to let our freak out. Her parties can get pretty raunchy. I hope you are ready for it.”

      I wasn’t sure how to respond as I looked around. How friendly they were with each other already had me on edge. The girls danced together closely, hands caressing each other, their lips frequently touching. Several times, girls would pair up, two sometimes three together, walking upstairs. Time would go by, then they would come back down, clothes often not looking like they did when they made the trek up, rejoining the dancing bodies in the main room.

      Sherri dragged me onto that dance floor, forcing me to flail around. I hated dancing in front of others. Always felt like the ugly duckling. Not graceful at all. Remnants of my old shyness, I guess. My friend would not let me regress back to my old ways.

      Soon, I was dancing up a storm as the beat of the music filled me with joy, celebrating the pleasure with my new friends. When Sherri moved on to talk to others, I continued dancing with the other girls.

      The nature of the party changed for me as we danced. Hands began to explore me, just like they had with the others. I was a little embarrassed, not wanting to make a scene. I allowed them to touch me as they liked.

      And they liked to touch all parts of me. I squirmed at the strokes on my breasts while hands caressed everything below that. All I did was nervously hold an arm or shoulder, though this was awakening something inside me. My pussy trembled as the hands grew bolder.
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        * * *

      

      This is when my relationship with Sherri took a sensual turn. We had been tripping around our passion for each other since we met. Her casual touches, and lingering stares, had infected me. Several times, while we studied in her room, I sensed her looking at me as if something were about to happen. It never did.

      For the next slow song, she slipped in front of the other dancers, taking me in her arms. All pretense of casual friendship was gone as her hands caressed, pulling me into her embrace. I melted into those loving arms. She was so much taller than me that my face often ended up buried in her chest. The warmth of her mounds pressing invitingly against my face drove me deeper into her embrace.

      Her hands were all over me, too. Just like the other girls. Yet this was different, soaking into me. My heart sang as the vibrant colors of this new love we shared danced before my eyes, filling the air with a symphony where only the blaring music should have been. A warmth spread throughout my being, igniting a sense of pure bliss.

      She lifted my face up to hers with a soft touch, pressing her lips to mine. Something happened to me at that moment. The friendship. Our casual comfort with each other. The constant touching on the dance floor. These all merged into an openness to her touch, a willingness. I returned her kiss with equal fervor.

      She pulled my body close, the caressing now openly sexual. My breath became labored as the touching pulled me into her world. I wanted to be a part of whatever she had planned.

      When the song stopped, she pulled back and our eyes met, as if for the first time. There I found love, lust, closeness, desire. We stood there staring at each other while the next song returned to the hard beat. We barely noticed. And my heart cried out with only one thing. Permission. I am yours.

      She nodded her head, as if she understood my message. Grabbing my hand, she guided me toward the stairs.

      The first bedroom door was slightly ajar. We peaked in. I understood this was where we were going, eventually. It still surprised me. Three girls were on top of each other, totally naked. One had her pussy grinding a girl on the bed, while the third kissed that girl, fondling her breasts.

      Sherri reached around my body, gripping my breasts openly in front of the three on the bed. I turned my head back to her. The lust in her eyes drew me in, as her hands found every part of me available to her.

      The second door had a girl with a leather harness strapped around her waist. Her partner was on her hands and knees, leather cuffs on wrists and ankles, while the girl above used a dildo strapped to the harness to fuck her friend on the bed.

      I had to take a second look. The girl moaning, getting humped so savagely with the dildo, was Erin, the girl that had tormented me for so long. While we stood in the door, Erin’s eyes drifted over to us standing there. She shook on seeing me staring at her, yet the presence inside her sex would not allow her to get too involved. Her eyes shifted downward as the girl with the dildo demanded her full attention.

      Sherri leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Erin’s the submissive for most of us around here. Will do anything. She has licked me to many orgasms. Good at it.”

      My eyes did not leave the dildo and Erin’s moaning acceptance of it inside her.

      Sherri walked into the room, pulling a long rod out of the closet, winking at the girl with the dildo. She pulled out of Erin, to her whimpers of protest.

      Sherri stepped up, slashing the rod across Erin’s ass with five quick strikes. The unexpected change from pleasure to pain caused Erin to cry out, even though she did not change position or offer any resistance.

      “You willing to do anything for anyone, aren’t you, Erin?”

      “Yes, Mistress.” Her screams with each strike brought a couple more girls to the door, watching her torment. No one protested or tried to interfere. She just took it, leaving her ass in the air.

      “You’re not going to torment my friend Becky any more… are you?” Five more slashes creased red stripes across that beautiful ass. Her screams grew more intense.

      Laughter poured out of the hall as Cindy came up, pushing through the door. “What are you doing to my slut?” She giggled.

      Erin’s frightened eyes found me only for a moment before she locked on Cindy at the door. There was genuine fear at that point. No, I suspected she would not be bothering me again.

      “You’ve been bullying girls again, you slut? What have I told you about that?” Cindy said, signaling for the two girls at the door to follow her into the room. They pushed her flat on the bed, the cuffs on Erin’s wrists and ankles fastened to the bedposts into a full spreadeagle position. Erin offered no resistance to what they were doing.

      Each of the girls grabbed a striking instrument as Erin whimpered. “Please, Mistress… I won’t do it again… I promise…” Then the wailing started as all three delivered a punishment that made me cringe.

      Then something surprising happened. Astonishment filled me, my eyes widening at the breathtaking sight before me. The sound of my gasp echoed in the air, and a rush of adrenaline sent shivers down my spine, then straight to my sex. My heart pounded in my chest.

      Erin started moaning as the blows delivered pain covering much of her back, ass and thighs. The more blows, the deeper the moan. She pushed her ass up, seeming to ask for more.

      Cindy was clearly the ringleader. She nodded to the girl with the dildo, who got back on the bed. In one orchestrated movement, the striking became more intense for just a moment, then paused as the girl drove the dildo into Erin’s exposed sex.

      The orgasm that came a moment later, and her resulting cry of pleasure, spread downstairs. Cheers erupted from all over the house. Everyone at this party understood what that outcry meant. Erin was thrashing against her restraints, shaking as the release tore through her.

      “You’d like that, I think,” Sherri giggled, returning to my side. “Nothing like a hard cock to bring pleasure.”

      How would she know that? I wondered. I had never kissed a girl before tonight, or even a boy, come to think of it. Much less had a woman fuck me with a dildo! Clearly, my friend had more experience with these things than I did.

      Tonight, I found out just how much experience.
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        * * *

      

      Despite the disheveled sheets from recent use, the third bedroom was empty. Sherri left the door open, sitting on the bed. I remained standing, uncertain what to do, as she pulled me closer. Our lips returned to where they belonged. The glow of her desire pressed forward. All I did was follow her lead, opening my mouth to accept her. Nothing mattered to me more than being with my friend.

      As we kissed, her hands slowly unbuttoned my blouse, each button making me shiver more. Unfamiliar desire filled me, making me tremble with a delicious fever. A pressure in my groin grew as moisture leaked out of me. I wanted her to rip my clothes off and do whatever she wanted with me. Needed it so much!

      The blouse came off my shoulders, my bra the only barrier remaining. I reached around to unfasten it when she quietly said, “Did I tell you to do that?”

      My hands flew down to my sides. I quivered as I stood in front of her, not sure how to respond.

      “You want me, don’t you, Becky?”

      All I did was nod. I had never wanted anything more in my life!

      Sherri softly stroked my chin. “I’m not like other girls. I need to be in charge of our relationship,” Sherri said, moving up to my cheek. “You will obey everything I tell you. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, of course, Sherri.” There was no question of my following her instructions. I instinctively wanted to do whatever she said, down to my very bones.

      She reached around to unfasten my bra, pulling a nipple to her lips. They must have heard the groan that came out of my mouth down the block. As she alternated suckling my breasts, her hands were on my jeans and panties, unbuttoning, pulling down. I lifted legs to help her, standing naked in front of my fully clothed friend for the very first time. Somehow, this seemed just the way I should be. I belonged to her at that moment.

      “How much do you want me, Becky?”

      As she said this, her thumbs and forefingers pinched my nipples repeatedly, pulling them away from my body with each pinch. I gasped at the strange sensations… pain, yet pleasure at the same time. Each pull of pain sent shards of pleasure straight into my pussy. I was struggling to remain standing.

      I wasn’t sure how to respond to her question. All of this was so new to me. I only knew I wanted to be standing naked in front of my fully clothed friend. What did she want me to say?

      “I want you,” was all I got out.

      “That’s what I thought. Get on the bed. Spread your legs so I can see how wet you are.”

      I eagerly jumped on the bed, on my back, turning my body toward Sherri as she stood. I held my legs open a little. She reached over, spreading them wider.

      The truth of what was happening hit me hard, as if I had an epiphany or something. I stared down at my body. I knew what I needed to do. My legs opened wider … just as she told me… as if everything I was could only be right if I obeyed her every word. Moisture came gushing out of me.

      She slowly removed her own clothes, those full breasts attracting my lustful eyes, spilling out of her bra. They were huge, D cups or better, yet still full and firm. Pink nipples jutted out hard at the tips. Her shaved sex was bald compared to my hairy pubic hair. Her own arousal glistened on the surface of her full lips. I blushed with embarrassment.

      For the first time, I noticed the door was still open. She must have seen the direction. Smiled in return. Not a problem.

      She must have sensed my nervousness. “You know what you are, Becky?” Without waiting for me to respond, she got on the bed, on her knees, between my spread legs. Her hand reached forward, stroking my clit. “You are what is called a submissive. I have known it from the start. Every part of you wants to obey me, doesn’t it?”

      These unknown sensations flooded through my body. I gasped at her power over me. I only nodded. The desire to obey filled me!

      “I am not like that. I am the opposite. A dominant. I want to be in control. We are the perfect match, I think. I have known it since you ran into me in the hall. I want to be your mistress.”

      The pleasure of her fingers on my clit sent shivers up my body. These intense new sensations were so strong, so hard to absorb. I trembled under her touch. In my very soul, I knew the truth of what she said. I WAS a submissive, needed her to direct me, to take charge. Her eyes locked on mine as I gave into my need… and hers. All resistance collapsing. I wanted this. Needed it. I would do anything she asked.

      Her second hand came down, running a line up my slit. I whimpered as the unique flavor of this touch caused me to push my knees further apart, thrusting my hip out.

      “Pull your legs back. Show me everything you have.”

      The combination of her touch and control was all I thought about as I quivered before my lover. I reached around, putting my arms under my knees, pulling my legs up. My hips thrust out at her. Embarrassment merged with humiliation to create a delicious cocktail of desire and submission.

      Yes, all of me is yours, Sherri. I pulled harder on the legs, lifting my hips toward her and her touch. I want you to control me so much.

      As I held this position, her eyes were all over me, from my glistening sex to my face that wanted more of her. Those soft hands continued stroking my sex. She talked to me, gently.

      “I told you I grew up with Cindy. Our parents were close friends. Her parents turned out to be quite kinky. The toys we would find around the house gave us a view into their world… probably before we should have. Cindy started using them on me. It didn’t stick. I didn’t like it much. I loved the strap-ons, though. She has given me many nice orgasms with her using one. Cindy is also a dominant like me, a student of the craft. She tried to take charge of me when I was a sophomore. I pushed back. Then she discovered Erin.”

      She stroked me again, giggling at some thought that only she heard.

      “Sorry, just remembered the first time I saw Erin tied to a chair. Cindy had her naked, legs and wrists fastened on either side of it, ass sticking up in the air. They invited anyone at the party to do anything they wanted. Cindy had set a paddle next to her. I loved hearing her squeal all evening as girls used her openings and the paddle, often at the same time. I gave her a good number of whacks myself. Probably why she never crossed me again.”

      Her smile grew warmer as I stared up at her, my legs still spread, hopelessly enthralled by this woman controlling me so completely.

      “Still, it’s important to remember that no one is forcing Erin to submit. You saw her. Even with all that pain, she gained great pleasure from it, came hard after Sarah penetrated her. You are like that, though not the same. Erin needs to be abused, humiliated. Wants it even. Part of her kink. You… you have part of that, I think, though mainly you just want to be controlled.”

      I nodded at the truth of it.

      Sherri continued. “Look… you’re a little confused. I am much more experienced in these things. Cindy has given me an advanced look, compared to you, at least. I want to take you there if you are willing. Are you?”

      I barely caught my breath to speak. Her hands were driving strange feelings into me. “Yes, Sherri. I want you to teach me.”

      “Good… From now on, when we are naked with each other, or any time I tell you to, you will address me as Mistress. You will give yourself openly and willingly. Is that clear?”

      I nodded again. She moved both hands back to my nipples, twisting them harshly. I cried out with the sudden pain. The pleasure coursing into my pussy grew more intense, despite the ache.

      “Was that the proper response? You are to say, ‘Yes or No, Mistress’, nothing else.” Her twisting continued, almost overwhelming me, tears forming in my eyes. “Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. Her control pushed deeper, with a surge of emotion… of love.

      “From now on, you belong to me. Whenever I want you, you come to me and do whatever I ask. Understood?”

      I nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I am yours.”

      “Put your clothes back on,” she said, smiling. “Let’s dance some more.”
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            Submission

          

        

      

    

    
      I trembled as my sex pushed out at her, wanting her touch. My body screamed for something unfulfilled… a frustration had grown beyond my understanding. None of that mattered. I understood one thing clearly. Sherri had become my mistress that night. I must do what she says. Rolling down from the awkward position, I crawled forward off the bed.

      Just before I got to the edge, on my hands and knees, her firm grip pulled my face up to hers.

      “All this playing has left you frustrated. Your body longs for release.” Is that what these feelings are? A desire to orgasm? “We have plenty of time, Becky. I want you to think about what is happening. Make sure you are happy and want to continue. Giving up control to me is a big decision. I want you to take some time. We’ll see each other tomorrow. I’m coming over for lunch with your folks, aren’t I?”

      I was still having trouble focusing away from my pussy, which was simply on fire. Her warm eyes brought me back. “Of course, Mistress. My mom loves you. She thinks you are the best thing that ever happened to me.”

      I got off the bed, cuddling my body against hers, pulling her face to a kiss. “Who knew she would be right? You ARE the best thing that ever happened to me.”

      Sherri smiled, returning my kiss. “I love you, Becky. Have for a long time. You can trust me. I will never do anything that isn’t in your best interests… in OUR best interests.”

      She handed me my clothes, helping me to dress while she did her own.

      “Leave off the bra. I have plans for those titties.”

      My heart was beating hard as I buttoned my blouse without a bra. The girls downstairs would see my nipples clearly through this white blouse. They hardened suddenly at the thought.

      Sherri giggled beside me, tweaking each nipple. “Yes, Becky. You love this. You want to be on display for them, showing them the sexual creature you really are inside. I want that just as much. If there are other girls down there showing some skin, then I expect you to do it too. Don’t ask, just take your top off.”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “One other thing,” she said at the top of the stairs. “You are to let anyone touch you that wants to. Anyone, anywhere. If they ask, you will take off your bottoms, too.”

      I shivered as she turned me toward the stairs. Her firm control left me so wet I was soaking my panties. “Yes, Mistress,” was all I got out.

      We stood at the bottom of the steps, ready to go into the mass of writhing bodies. I looked up at Sherri, my new friend that only moments before, in a bedroom upstairs, had become so much more. She simply smiled. “Time to go!”

      The party was going full out now. Loud music pounded through the walls as dancers found the rhythm. When we came around the corner, Sherri leaned over at the sight of naked breasts. The floor was full of them. Only a few girls had their tops on. Many were totally naked.

      “Off,” she whispered.

      Just as I promised her, I reached down to unbutton my blouse, pulling it over my head. My nipples were throbbing with excitement as I moved into the crowd of naked women, Sherri at my side.

      She stopped, grabbing my arm. “Do whatever they want,” she ordered firmly. I shuddered at her command over me. Her tone was not quite an order, yet not a request either. We started dancing, moving to the center of the bodies.

      We were not there long before Sherri stepped away from me. As if there had been an unspoken command, the other girls turned toward me all at once.

      Hands covered my body as I raised my arms into the air, giving them open access, my eyes fastening onto Sherri’s smiling face, nodding her approval. My pants came unzipped, pushed down to the floor, thrown across the room. I let them. For you. I do this for you.

      And they took every part of me. Fingers found my sex, grinding against my clit and plunging inside my soaked canal, pushing into my rear bud. My breasts were open game as well, nipples pulled, groped, caressed. The magical sensations from upstairs returned, though this was different.

      I loved the touch, loved the new flavor of each hand. Inside, I knew the truth. I was doing this for one reason: to please my Mistress. This somehow had become a performance, an act of obedience. Obeying my Mistress had suddenly become the most important value in my life! Music pounded in my ears, yet all I could hear was the beating of my heart. I lost myself to the touching… and into eyes of my mistress.

      Abruptly, the hands pulled back. My eyes opened as a now naked Sherri crushed me against her full breasts, pushing my face into the cleavage. “Suck on my nipples,” she ordered in a soft whisper. My mouth found her areolas, as large as my breasts. The nipples now stood out as needy peaks.

      All those hands that had been covering me returned to the two of us, as if we had become the center for everyone in the house.

      A hand pushed inside my sex. This one was not caressing. She was there with purpose. I looked up through the valley of Sherri’s luscious breasts, wanting her control over me. I knew this was her hand, her caress that was taking me higher.

      I shuddered against her, a tenseness growing in my core. That unfamiliar sensation again. I had never masturbated in my young life, too ashamed to even play with myself. Now… oh my god… the power of what she was doing grew inside me, each circle on my clit finding something more for me to give.

      Suddenly, a finger pressed into my rear bud as Sherri’s thumb roughly flicked against my clit. My body came apart, thrashing against my lover’s grasp. The pleasure surged through me as I cried out, unable to stop the waves from finding open spaces to fill. My entire body was alive!

      I collapsed in her arms, panting heavily. At the very least, I knew what had happened. Girls came just like guys. I just didn’t know what to expect. As I came out of the surge, I heard cheers from the girls surrounding us. All I did was hold on to Sherri for dear life as I trembled with the new sensations.

      Sherri pulled my face up to hers, a puzzled look on her face. “Was that your first?” she asked.

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      Heads turned toward me, giggling voices. She leaned down to my ear. “Only use that reference when we are alone, or when I tell you to.” I nodded, whispering an apology.
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      We danced, hugging close after that, as the party wound down. Then she drove me home.

      Our lives together had changed irrevocably after tonight, and we both knew it. Sherri and I were ‘together’ in every way that mattered. I wondered as I stared at the road flying by whether I should ‘come out’ to my parents. I had heard that’s what gay people were supposed to do.

      As if she sensed what I was thinking, Sherri reached over to stroke my leg. “Let’s keep this between us for now. It’s so new… we want to see where this goes before committing in front of others.”

      “Of course… Mistress.” I said that last tentatively, still not sure when to use it.

      Sherri simply nodded her acceptance. We talked about when she should be at my house for the dinner tomorrow as she let me out of the car. She did not touch me or show any affection in front of my parent’s house. She just thanked me for coming, eager to see me tomorrow. Memories of pleasure filled me as I stared at her car driving away.

      Despite it being past midnight, my dad parked himself in the family room watching a movie. He had clearly been waiting for me.

      “How was the party?” he asked.

      “Fun, met a lot of new people.”

      “Did the boys try to hit on you?”

      “No, dad. No boy issues. Just danced and had fun.”

      That seemed to satisfy him. If he only knew how much had happened to his daughter. Boys would be the least of his worries.
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        * * *

      

      From that point forward, Sherri and I were clearly together. We were with each other whenever we weren’t in class or with family. Her folks both worked, so we would go over to her house every day after school. As soon as we walked in the door, I had my clothes off. She only had to tell me once.

      At first, she would take hers off as well. As time went by, she stayed dressed, leaving me even more submissive to her.

      At the start, it was mainly sexual. I learned to eat her to orgasm, to use my fingers and tongue for her pleasure, even how to use a dildo in her. I wanted to please her in any sexual way she wanted.

      She also brought me the greatest pleasure I had ever known at that point in my life. Hard to describe how many times I came those first few months. My friend kept me on edge for long periods, then brought a cascade of releases that would leave me panting and broken on the bed.

      Sherri taught me how to masturbate, how to increase my self-pleasure with fingers and toys. She introduced me to a vibrator.

      Over time, though, our hours together became increasingly focused on submission and humiliation. She taught me how to present myself, on my knees, hands behind my back, legs spread to fully expose my crotch. I would sit like that for long stretches as she walked around, doing whatever she needed.

      My desire seemed to grow stronger with every minute that passed in that position. I quickly came to understand how much I loved both the submission AND the humiliation that she increasingly brought with it. Often, she would walk over to me, still in my position, shoving her fingers roughly into my sex, pushing against my clit. I would quickly explode with a release that shook my entire body.

      Soon, I was following her around on my hands and knees, doing anything she asked, no matter how humiliating. I licked her feet, tongued her asshole, got on the bed on hands and knees, holding my asscheeks apart, showing myself to her.

      She introduced me to a butt plug one day. This dildo, shaped like a narrow egg with a flat part at one end, grew to be her favorite form of torment. She would lube it, then push it into my rear, forcing my head to the floor. She would push a button, turning the vibrator on while forbidding me to move. By the time I was squirming under the growing sensations, she would bring me to a monster orgasm with her hands.

      My lover got off on the domination as much as she did the sex.

      When summer arrived, I became her full-time slave every day. My mom wanted me to get a job. Not a chance! I refused to pull myself away from Sherri’s loving domination. The combination of our love for each other and her instinctive understanding of how to push my submissive needs left me hungry for more of my Mistress.

      Each day, as soon as her folks were off to work, I would walk in the door, rip my clothes off, then move into my position at the corner of her bedroom. She would often pretend not to notice me for long stretches as I quivered in the corner, waiting for a touch that always came. I seldom got off my hands and knees in her house that summer.

      Sherri’s folks had a high fence around their backyard. During the day, when no one was around, she loved to take me out back, completely naked, of course, requiring me to crawl around in the grass like a dog. I often was required to lie on my back, masturbating in front of her until I would cum. She often threw a dildo out to me as I lay on my back in the yard, requiring me to suck it while I got myself off, or to use it on myself.

      The deeper I fell into her submission, the happier I became. As my mistress gave me her instructions, I found everything I was, everything I hoped to be, reflected in her eyes. My heart sang as I obeyed.

      Even to this day, I remember that summer between junior and senior years as the happiest of my life. Yet, it wasn’t until she took me back to Cindy’s for another party before my life as her submissive flowered fully.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Giving Everything

          

        

      

    

    
      In July, we returned to Cindy’s house for another unsupervised party. By this time, Sherri had told me all about her long relationship with Cindy. About how they learned BDSM together, through Cindy’s mother. Her mother was a professional dominatrix that owns a club in Millersville, dedicated to fulfilling BDSM fantasies.

      ‘Mistress Bianca’ was her professional name. She taught her and Sherri a lot about how to control subs, the pacing of their needs, and how to manage their expectations. She frequently had the two girls out to her club, using live submissives to train them.

      Lesson number 1, without question, was Responsibility, with a capital R. Cindy’s mom stressed that over and over. It is the responsibility of the Mistress to take care of the sub, not the other way around. Sherri mentioned it to me frequently.

      Subs will often be in weak, even exposed positions, while in submission. The Domme cannot leave them to fend for themselves. Once the sub has surrendered control, they often won’t know how bad a shape they’re in. It is the Domme’s responsibility to make sure they were okay. No excuses! She had given that speech to Sherri and Cindy several times, she told me. YOU are responsible, not the sub.

      All summer, Sherri had been practicing her Domme skills on her new sub. Along the way, she explained how these lessons with Mistress Bianca had confirmed her own leanings. She even told me about how they discovered Erin was a submissive.

      Erin had come to one of Cindy’s parties. She danced with everyone, even enthusiastically took her top off when Cindy asked. At some point, Cindy called Sherri over, pointing at her. Sherri came over, taking Erin in her arms, kissing her, then told her to take her shorts off, and panties, getting on her hands and knees.

      “Right here. On the dancefloor?” Erin asked, confused about what this meant.

      “Are you questioning what I have told you?” Sherri said matter-of-factly. “I didn’t give an explanation, nor plan to. Get on your knees.”

      Erin slowly pealed her shorts down and off, followed by the panties, dropping to her knees.

      Sherri stepped across the room, showing for Erin to crawl toward her. Along the way, every hand caressed her sex, ass, hair. By the time they reached the other side, Erin was panting with her arousal. Cindy and Sherri exchanged a look of understanding. Definitely a natural submissive.

      Before the night was up, Erin had given everything she was to Cindy and her control. They had her on the sofa, ass in the air, where anyone that wanted to use her could, for whatever they wished. Erin didn’t complain or question the orders. She just came… a lot.

      After that, Erin became a fixture at Cindy’s house. Even when her parents were home, Erin seldom had clothes on in their house. She was Cindy’s submissive. No further explanation was needed.

      Now it was my chance to return to Cindy’s for my ‘outing’ as her submissive.

      This time, Sherri instructed me not to wear panties or a bra, and to wear a see-through top. By this time, there was no question I would do it. I had to put on a light sweater to get out of the house, despite the hot weather. My dad looked at me curiously as I left that night.

      We danced for a while when we first arrived. Soon, we were up in the bedrooms. This was so different from the last time. Her submissive was now a very different person from the newbie of before. I had my clothes off, crawling to my position on the floor, at only a nod from my Mistress.

      “Get on the bed,” she instructed softly. “Hands and knees. Like before. Place your face on the bed, and use your hands to hold your ass open so I can see everything you have.”

      Crimson flooded my face with the heat of embarrassment. I wasn’t about to say no, crawling up, spreading myself just as she said. I turned my head only enough to see her.

      Abruptly, I noticed three other girls were standing in the door, staring at me. Shrieking, I rolled over, trying my best to cover myself.

      “Did I tell you to move?” she barked.

      Embarrassment at being in that humiliating position in front of these girls overruled everything else. My eyes shot back and forth between Sherri and the girls in the door.

      “Help her back into position,” Sherri giggled.

      The three girls rushed onto the bed, forcing me back up on my knees, pushing my head to the sheets, moving my hands back to spreading my asscheeks. Sherri nudged my legs further apart.

      “You want to obey, so do that. Does it really matter who is watching? Your only job is to obey. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered, unsure of what was coming next. Hands were all over me, pushing so many levels of need, I quivered at the still unfamiliar sensations. These girls weren’t gentle like my Mistress. They were rougher, more demanding. The pulls on my nipples hurt as they yanked them harshly, twisting them, slapping my breasts on the side and tops.

      I groaned at the pain, yet the pleasure surges that accompanied each slap soon had me gasping with arousal.

      One girl buried her face in my sex, teasing me with her tongue as the other two simply tortured my tits. The combination of this pleasure and pain drove me deeper into the submission that had become such a part of my life as I exploded with the first of many orgasms.

      Sherri leaned in front of me, her face next to mine as her friends used me. I panted with the arousal, soon exploding over the top as another release shook me. They didn’t even slow. Another release came.

      While they took me, Sherri whispered. “Time for you to become what you really are. To give yourself to me completely, my slut. You are mine now to do with as I want.”

      The girls pulled back abruptly, waiting.

      “Do you give yourself to me, sweet Becky? To use as I wish, to become my submissive?”

      I quivered on my knees in front of her. All the orgasms had left me unable to think of anything except her. And her control.

      “Yes, my Mistress. I want that very much. Please.”

      “Then it is done,” she said, stroking my face. I shuddered at the meaning of what had just happened. “This is the beginning of your new life as my submissive. The rest of the night, you will obey the commands of anyone that tells you what to do. You are ours to use as we wish. Do you accept this challenge?”

      “Yes, Mistress. Anything for you.”
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        * * *

      

      “Good, now it’s time for you to stop being a virgin. Are you ready?”

      I trembled at those words, wondering what she meant. I heard movement in the hall, trying to turn my head. She held it in her hands, unable to see. “You will need to trust me, Becky. Giving yourself to me means you will go along, even if you don’t understand.”

      I nodded, closing my eyes to accept whatever came. Sherri gripped my arms in front of me, as if she was binding me in position.

      A hardness pushed against my sex, splitting me open. A sharp pain caused me to cry out, as if I was being ripped open. That only lasted a moment. That hardness now filled my body as the growing pleasure consumed me.

      This hardness was real, not something artificial. The warmth of the shaft found its way in until the guy’s balls touched my clit as he pushed to the limit.

      My groans filled the room. “Chris has wanted to fuck you for a long time, Becky. If anyone was going to open you to new horizons, I figured he was the right choice.”

      Chris was a member of our circle of friends, a nice guy who always seemed fun. Yet I had always been so focused on Sherri, not even a little spark of affection had ever grown… on my part, at least!

      Until now! He hammered his pleasure into me. Sherri held my arms in her hands. We glued our eyes to each other. “There is so much pleasure I want to give you… to teach you… I want to give you every experience I can.”

      Soon, I could hold back no longer, trembling against him. His release splashed rope after rope into my welcoming sheath as an orgasm torched my insides. My eyes did not leave Sherri, even though this orgasm seemed stronger, more full-bodied. For you. I will give everything to you.

      As his cum began its journey back out, I heard whispers to Chris behind me. He walked out without saying a word. A warm washcloth coated my sex. My ass still hung in the air.
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      Sherri got off the bed, tapping my shoulder to rise. It was all I could do to concentrate on all that had happened. Beside me, a girl stood with leather cuffs and a collar. I looked up at Sherri, curious about what this meant.

      “For the rest of the night, you will be bound to be used by whoever wants you. You have given up all control of what we do to you.” She leaned down, fastening them to ankles and wrists while she spoke. “Please understand, this is a choice you have made. A choice you may change at any time. No one expects you to do anything against your will. If something happens that you don’t like, simply say ‘Stop’. Everything will. Is that understood?”

      The idea of telling my Mistress to stop seemed farcical as she talked to me. I only nodded with understanding.

      She stood right in front of me, attaching the collar and a long leash to the front. “When we walk downstairs, you will immediately drop to your hands and knees, crawling behind me on a leash. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      “Until we hear your ‘stop’, you will do anything we want.” She did not wait for my reply, guiding me down the hall. “Are you ready?”

      I took a couple of deep breaths, a little nervous about what they had planned. My love and trust in Sherri gave me all the confidence I needed to let go.

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      As soon as we hit the main floor, I dropped to my knees. She tugged for me to follow. All movement stopped when we entered the main room where the dancing had been only moments before.

      The sea of bodies parted as she led me across the room. At the far end was a large arm-less chair, made of rough wood with a small padded seat that had a hole in the center. Along the back and legs, small metal eyelets glistened. Where the fuck was that before?

      “Get up, slut,” Sherri said loudly, clearly for the entire group.

      I sat on the chair, demurely, my hands in my lap. Before I got comfortable, two girls grabbed each arm, pulling them back, fastening each to the chair backs. Then two more grabbed each leg, pulling them back to hooks just above the arms. This left me with my sex pulled out into the room, fully exposed. Memories of Sherri insisting she shave me before the party suddenly came to mind.

      Sherri reached down, placing a blindfold over my eyes, saying only, “Have fun.”

      I quivered at what they would do to me, though the arousal already glistened on my bald pussy lips. Being displayed like this, totally open, and bald, made this so hot! My submissive needs fractured all resistance. I was theirs.

      I lasted in this awkward position through multiple dildos, tongues and fingers, often all at once. The climaxes came one after the other. Each cry of release brought cheers and laughter from the crowded room as the music started back up.

      There was something about being taken this way, to the loud beat of the music, that filled my need for submission. The orgasms grew ever more intense as they came one after the other. Even during those periods when no one touched me, I trembled, knowing I was open to the room, on display, available for anything they wanted.

      Forty-five minutes later, I groaned at the discomfort of being bent this way. Sherri came over, unhooked me, allowing me to stretch a bit. That didn’t last. She pushed me back to the chair. This time across the seat as if I was on a lap. They fastened my wrist and ankle cuffs to the legs on either side, forcing my butt up in the air.

      And they started again. Though this time, in between dildos and licking, spanking became part of their fun. Everything from hands to belts to a thin rod found their way across my ass. I grunted and groaned with each strike, even as my pussy glistened with the moisture that overflowed.

      The last orgasm was not a single blast at all. Someone was spanking directly on my pussy. I gasped at each slap, feeling the torment growing. What came was a roar of heat that battered me like an erupting volcano. I pulled against my restraints as the pleasure shook every cell, crying out my pleasure into the room. Cheers erupted out of the crowd as I panted heavily!

      After that, I slumped against the chair, exhausted from all the cumming. One person kneeled to unfasten the cuffs. I knew it was Sherri even before she took off my blindfold.

      “How did you like being a submissive to the group, my love?”

      “So fun. Very intense.”

      “Glad you enjoyed it. Lots of firsts tonight. Your first man, your first group play, your first public bondage. I want to introduce you to so many things.” She helped me to my unsteady feet, trying to get my body used to holding itself upright. “Will you let me?”

      “I am yours, my Mistress. Always.” Her submissive didn’t care who heard me now. I would shout it at the world. “I give myself to you.”

      Sherri smiled, pulling my face up to hers. Our kiss brought giggles from the surrounding girls. Her love filled me as I wrapped my arms around, kissing her back.
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        * * *

      

      During our senior year, Sherri and I were inseparable. Whispers of us being ‘lesbos’ often followed us down the halls of school. Neither of us cared. None of that mattered as a group of similar girls gathered around us.

      True to her word, she gave me many experiences. From being tied to a wall while people whipped me to a two-hour session with some guy named Marcus, a football player at a neighboring school. He fucked me so long and hard I was walking bow-legged for days afterward.

      But these were exceptions. Mainly, we were just together, making love to each other, with me in total submission to her. I would come over to her house after school, quickly removing my clothes… as always.

      After the Cindy experience, my Mistress used bondage to amplify my need for submission. She would frequently tie me into an uncomfortable position while she studied right next to me. She would reach over, teasing my sex until I would cum, then go back to studying. I grew to love her torment of me.

      And she loved to do it, much to my delight. Sherri often sat on my face, forcing me to bring her to release with only my tongue. She made me give her a sensual bath with my hands tied behind my back, using a sponge in my mouth. She especially loved me on the bed, on my knees, holding myself open for her. These would usually end with her fucking me hard with a strap-on.

      Naturally, Sherri continued taking me to Cindy’s parties all that year. Her folks apparently liked to vacation and would leave her alone frequently. At those parties, I quickly became the regular party favor on the main floor while they tied Erin to the bed upstairs. Cumming became a constant part of those celebrations.

      It turned out that Cindy’s mom had a complete dungeon in their basement, with multiple pieces of furniture that she would bring up to use on me. They had me back on the chair many times, and tied on a frame that held me in an x-position. They even used clamps on me to torment my nipples, labia, and clit. That brought some serious releases as fingers inside delivered that blessed mix of pleasure and pain that Sherri had taught me.

      By the end of that year and the summer after we graduated, I wanted nothing more than to be my lover’s plaything.
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      I wished our time together could last forever. But you know what they say, time stops for no one. My school years ended. College arrived. Sherri got into a prestigious school back east for pre-law. I attended State U for nursing.

      My tears at her departure surprised my mother, even though, after nearly two years together, she had to suspect Sherri and I were more than just friends.

      The tears came from my conviction that our time of love was over. How many relationships survive the separation of college? Very few. I was sure my lustful partner would find others to occupy her time.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      When Sherri left, early in the fall after our senior year, it was the saddest day of my young life. We had been lovers for nearly two years.

      Not your typical relationship, I’ll admit. She was my Mistress, and I was her submissive in every way that mattered. Yet there was no mistaking our love for each other. That our own sexual needs meshed so well together, with her as my dominant, and me, as her submissive, was just one of many reasons we had a great relationship.

      We rarely had fights or even many arguments. In every way that mattered, I happily allowed her to make every decision. My submission to her and the dominance she brought for my needs matched us both like the proverbial glove.

      As I cried, watching her drive away with her folks, a U-Haul in tow, all I could think about were the times I spent tied up in her presence. She would have me trussed up in a corner somewhere, squirming with the discomfort. I still worshiped her with my eyes as she walked around the room, ignoring me.

      The paradox of this moment seemed so weird suddenly. I loved this woman with my very soul. I would have married her that day if she had asked. Yet, this same woman would tie me in uncomfortable positions for long stretches, give me to other girls and guys, to use as they wished, and even used many belts and whips on me.

      Our regular visits to Cindy’s parties had become an exercise in how close I would come to using my safeword. Multiple sets of girls dragged me up to the bedrooms for everything from loving sessions to hardcore BDSM, tying me to the bed, then whipping me.

      She arranged for her friend Marcus to fuck me in front of the group. They had me blindfolded and tied so my arms ran along my shins, ass in the air. It was so humiliating to be tied like this in front of a crowd. Yet I came and came. His enormous cock brought so much pleasure! And despite most of the girls at the party being lesbians, I suspect they all enjoyed a handsome naked body like Marcus. I learned later that night that Sherri provided the oral stimulation to get him ready for me.

      Late that summer, before she left, my Domme took me to every extreme I could imagine. We would languish in each other’s arms most afternoons, making love slowly and gently. Then she would tie me to a chair and do whatever she wanted. One time, my Mistress brought down a half-dozen of her father’s belts to see how much abuse my ass could take. That became a regular occurrence after that. During one belt session, she raised so many red welts on my thighs, I had to borrow a pair of her jeans to wear home. The shorts I wore would have exposed the red slashes to my folks.

      Despite all this, on every one of these hardcore occasions, I somehow understood her thinking. She hurt me during them. No question, though the conversation and loving dialog never stopped. She was teaching me what I could endure and still enjoy. Truth is, I loved those times with her. It fed my need for submission and connected me ever closer to my Mistress.
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        * * *

      

      She came back frequently at first. Every holiday and all summer. We would make love constantly while she was in town. Then she would return to the east. By the end of her sophomore year, she got an internship with a law firm in Boston for the summer. She only came back twice in the next two years.

      Then there was law school, where she got into an elite school on the west coast. I was sure she would never leave California after hearing her talk about it on the phone. In California, our distance grew wider. The constant flow of calls and texts of the last few years slowed to an occasional connection.

      And my career took off. After graduating from nursing school, I ended up getting a job with the State U hospital complex. I found nursing to be a very satisfying career and settled into my life in the intensive care unit, rising to be a Charge Nurse.

      While she seldom came home, that didn’t mean she never did. On one memorable occasion, we took a weekend trip to Chicago, spending most of the weekend in bed. Only running through the Art Institute late one afternoon. There was very little submission on that trip. Just love.

      I kept hoping she would ask me to move out west. My nursing degree would allow me to go anywhere, even help ease expenses for her last year of law school. She never did. That last year, I only saw her once, for that Chicago trip. And we seldom spoke on the phone. Broken-hearted, I finally had to admit my lover had moved on.

      To make matters worse for us, my own social life emerged as competition for our affections. Nurses are a randy lot, always talking about who they are bedding and teasing about their next adventures. There were several lesbians in our circle of friends, though I did not find any attractive candidates to replace Sherri. It became obvious ours was not a typical relationship.
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        * * *

      

      Two years after I graduated from college, I met a man at a party. Jerry was an electrical engineer who specialized in fiber optic systems for telecommunications. Despite his nerdy job, however, he was far from that. At six-foot-two and 230 pounds, a life dedicated to weightlifting and fitness had left him very much a hunk of a man. His dark brown hair and grayish/blue eyes always attracted me.

      He asked me out several times before I agreed. And even then, we did not really click at first. His quirky sense of humor and love of sports, especially the way he followed State U basketball like it was the only team in the world, left me unimpressed.

      One day, he arrived at my door on a Friday night with flowers and a bottle of wine. That won me over! We seldom left my apartment for the rest of the weekend. Jerry turned out to be an excellent lover who found unique ways to bring pleasure to his woman.

      After that, we were together every day for nearly a year. He moved into my apartment at the end of his lease. When mine came close, he found a house where he wanted us to live. While showing me around, he surprised me with an engagement ring strategically placed on the master bedroom window ledge. Visions of Sherri filled me. By this time, I seldom heard from her. I immediately said yes.

      Okay… I know what you’re thinking… after so many years with a woman, how could I love a man, much less get married to one? Frankly, I don’t have an answer for that. Maybe I’m bisexual. Maybe I was just young and simply fell for the first person to show an interest in me during the awkward days of my youth. I’m not really sure what happened.

      All I knew was that Jerry captured my heart. It differed from Sherri, of course. I never felt drawn to be a submissive to him, nor was rough sex a part of our lovemaking. He just brought me into his life in a way that made me feel included and loved. And his solid 8-inches of manhood, with the knowledge of how to use it, brought me many hours of pleasure. What’s not to like?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Complications

          

        

      

    

    
      Sherri was the maid of honor at our wedding, of course. I described her to Jerry as my best friend from school, never mentioning the extraordinary relationship we had, of course. Or the physical nature of it. How could I explain my need to submit to this woman?

      Even at the wedding, and the buildup to it, she seldom mentioned our past, or gave any hint that she was upset about where this was going. Seemed thrilled for me. Sherri even gave a funny bridesmaid toast, which ingratiated herself to my husband with its wry wit and funny anecdotes. Her recounting of our collision meeting brought roars of laughter from family and friends.

      Sherri ended up getting a job with a firm in San Jose after her graduation from law school. The long hours and intense caseload meant she didn’t get away much. Yet, after the wedding, she began coming home more often.

      When she did, Sherri spent many hours in our home, usually staying with us whenever she came back to town. We never revisited our physical relationship. In fact, she gave no sign she wanted to. I suspected she had someone special in California.

      She and Jerry got along really well, meshing as friends and people who agreed on many political and social issues. Even though Jerry noticed how touchy-feely she seemed to be, she never mentioned our past. I just laughed it off… it’s just her way.

      Everything went along like this until Sherri moved back to our hometown, five years after my marriage to Jerry. One of the larger law firms in town had recruited her to join their corporate litigation practice with a huge bump in pay and promises of partnership potential.

      I took a week off of work, flying to San Jose to help her pack. The firm moved most of her household effects. We shared driving duties between her car and a rented panel truck, bringing items she did not want them to handle.

      Oddly, no overt touching or physical relationship took place during that trip, even though we slept in the same bed. I was always naked in bed, of course. Somewhere inside, I hoped that would spark her touch. Nothing happened. She wore T-shirts and sweatpants to bed, staying reserved, unwilling to push against my obvious devotion to Jerry.

      After that, she became a frequent guest in our house. Even shared Jerry’s love of basketball, coming over for many games and using her firm’s season tickets to take us as often as possible. They really liked each other, even though I felt some tinges of jealousy as he stared at her huge boobs, in such contrast to my ‘perky’ ones. Mine were so small I often skipped a bra. Her 38D’s always pressed the front of whatever she was wearing.

      How strange is life, right? My former lover had met my current lover, and they really liked each other.
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        * * *

      

      This calm status quo lasted about a year after her return. One challenge of Jerry’s job as an engineer was frequent travel. After a new project began, he would require ‘site visits’ for anywhere from a week to several months. I did not mind, not really. I used those opportunities to take on extra shifts at the hospital for some extra cash come the holidays, or that cruise we had been considering.

      One Monday night, just after Jerry left for a five-day site visit in Brownsville, Texas, Sherri showed up at my door with an overnight bag. I welcomed her in, of course, not realizing yet how much had changed by letting her in that door.

      “Get your clothes off, slut,” she barked. “Get into position on your knees.” She did not brook any question, walking upstairs to our bedroom, bag in tow. It was like we were back in school. I reacted without thinking. By the time she returned from upstairs, I was naked, on my knees, holding my hands behind my back, eyes toward the floor.

      Right in front of me, she dropped four cuffs and a collar.

      Everything that had happened over nearly a decade since she had left for college melted away at her mastery over me. I quivered with anticipation, though my mind thought mainly of Jerry and what this would mean for our relationship. Tears formed in my eyes as the truth seeped in. It would mean everything!

      She kneeled in front of me, stroking my chin as tears streaked down my face. “Don’t worry, you are still safe with Jerry. I will say nothing to him and expect you to do the same. None of that matters. You still belong to me. We both know that.”

      All I did was nod. I knew what she said was true. To my very soul, I had given myself to her so long ago. Even all these years later, nothing had changed.

      “I tried to put this off,” she said. “Do you know how hard it was not to touch you sleeping naked next to me on the trip back from California, you conniving slut?! You got naked just to taunt me, didn’t you?” All I did was smile, knowing my nakedness was all the sign she needed.

      “When I returned, I tried to keep you at a distance, only coming over when Jerry was here. Nothing worked. Every time I saw you, my blood boiled with need. Why do you think I took that job with Baker, Thompson, & Hughes? You think I didn’t have reasonable chances for partnership in San Jose? I wanted to be closer to you, Becky.” I gasped at those words.

      “Put the cuffs on, fasten your hands behind your back. I’ll fix us a drink. Leave the collar.”

      She stood, walking to the kitchen, not waiting for my acceptance. That I was naked and on my knees told her all she needed.

      From the kitchen, she kept talking, as I put the cuffs on my wrists and ankles, fastening them behind my back.

      “From now on, we will schedule our sessions when he travels. I will show up on the first night and stay as long as I wish, leaving the evening before he returns. This way, if we leave any marks, they will have plenty of time to clear. I will say nothing to him about this arrangement. If you choose to, that’s your choice.”

      “I cannot cheat on my husband, Mistress.”

      She dropped the drinks in the kitchen, rushing into the entryway, pushing my head to the floor, leaving my ass fully exposed. Sherri rained blows on my ass, full handed slaps of pure rage. “Are you questioning me, slut? You better not be, because this will be a long night for you if you are.”

      By the time she stopped, I was openly sobbing. The war inside between her welcomed power over me and my fear of what this means for my marriage needed an outlet. She had never seen me like this before, no matter how hard she struck me. I was inconsolable at the conflict ripping my life into pieces. Resisting her was out of the question. Didn’t want to, yearned for her control of me again. Still, I loved Jerry, and the life we had together, and our plans for a family. Yet this…

      She pulled me back up to my standard position, sitting on the floor in front of me, picking up the collar.

      Her loving face was back. Inside, I knew what happened. Not once, in all our years of playing our Mistress/sub game, did I ever question her or say no. Much less offer a full complaint. Truth is, I never wanted to.

      “This might be difficult,” she said. “Though not unexpected, I think. I see it when I touch you. The truth is in your eyes. You long for this as much as I do. I cannot hold back any longer. We need to find a way…”

      I simply nodded yes. Turning down my mistress was simply out of the question.

      “You can never tell Jerry,” I whispered, my eyes unable to look her in the face. “It would hurt him so much. I couldn’t bear that.” Tears continued to flow.

      “You have my word, Becky. This will only be between us.” She raised my face with one hand, lifting the collar with the other. “If you accept this collar, I will own you, as I did before. I promise never to make any demands that will jeopardize your marriage. Though when we play, you will give yourself freely and completely. Do you accept submission with this collar?”

      Our eyes locked as the war inside came to the only resolution possible, nodding my acceptance as she fastened the collar around my neck. Shuddering at what I had done, my eyes continued filling with tears.

      Only now, my Mistress stood, pulling me off my knees, into her arms. “You will not regret this choice, Becky.” Her lips fell to mine as a groan escaped my lips. The pull of the cuffs behind my back, the collar around my neck, and the soft touch of her lips… all these sensations collided to reawaken years of repressed memories of our love. For the first time in many years, I had finally come home.

      But what about my husband?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Cheating

          

        

      

    

    
      She led me up the stairs to my bedroom. I saw what she had done, laid some kind of restraint system under the mattress frame, leaving straps at each corner. I stared at the leather straps, the surge of arousal causing my sex to gush down my leg, a deep flush heating my face.

      Sherri giggled next to me. “Don’t you see… you want this as much as I do. Need it. We were never happier than when you were under my control. I want us both to be happy like that again, even after all these years apart.”

      Unfastening the cuffs behind my back, she gave me a slap on the rear. “Hop up. On your back. Time to serve your Mistress.”

      Her smile of welcome brought me back. As I got on the bed, spreading arms and legs near the straps, that glorious surge of pleasure and love returned. She attached my cuffs to the bed, pulling them tight. I was nervous about what pain she had planned, yet knew it didn’t matter. There would be lots of cumming involved as well.

      For our first time, my Mistress had planned well. No pain, only pleasure. As soon as she fastened me in place, her face fell to my sex and I felt the rush of her touch as I came on her skilled tongue. Her hunger was relentless as she made me come again and again. When I was tired, she moved up to cuddle against my still bound body. The kissing filled my heart with joy. How did I live without this for all these years?

      Nothing was off limits this go round. She sat on my face as I gave her plenty of her own releases, fucked me brutally with a strap-on, and stuffed a butt plug in me. The vibrating brought several more releases as she drove her tongue into my slit.

      She unfastened me two hours later, told me to call Jerry to make sure he was taken care of, then crawled into bed with me. Her decadent nude form against me all night was as rapturous and tortuous as anything when I was bound and restrained…

      I loved Jerry. Truly did. But the joy of my mistress? I simply cuddled closer. The war inside filled me.

      We both took a sick day when we woke the next morning. I never left her control. And pain was back on the menu. Everything from eating her to multiple releases, to her use of Jerry’s belts while she fastened me on my stomach, drove me deeper into the submission I yearned for. I now craved it again.

      She even brought out one of her father’s old belts she had stolen when we were in high school. “Remember this one? I used it that first time with a belt. Very painful…” she giggled.

      I only nodded my head. She took it to me with that thick belt, driving me more completely into her arms.

      The next day, work returned. By the time she arrived at my house that evening, I was already naked and in position, collar firmly in place.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      And that’s how we existed for nearly five years. Jerry would go, and Sherri would arrive. I would give myself to her for the entire time he was gone. She would leave the day before his return.

      One time, he almost caught us, arriving home unexpectedly early. Sherri stuffed the restraints under the mattress while I rushed into the master closet, pulling some sweatpants on and boxes off shelves. By the time he got upstairs, Sherri and I looked to be sorting through clothes in boxes.

      That was a close one. After that, I encouraged him to call when he was on his way. I would make sure I would finish whatever project I had going by the time he arrived. He always did after that.

      In that fifth year, Jerry’s firm won a contract in Malaysia. This site visit would be for a full month. My mistress already had a plan in mind.

      Remember Cindy? From the parties? By this time, she had become a full-fledged dominatrix with her own dungeon in a warehouse district of town. She had converted the warehouse into a space for tormenting her clients, stocking it with many unpleasant implements for the fun.

      Since Jerry was going to be gone for so long, my mistress figured whatever they did to me would clear off my skin by the time he returned.

      Friday night of his first week gone, Cindy had invited some of her Dom friends from around the city to take part, including several men. I was fastened naked to the ceiling in an X-position. Holy fuck! These pros delivered maximum pain with minimal skin damage.

      I thrashed under their whips, paddles, and canes, screaming out as my mistress used clamps on my front. It was the most intense experience of my submissive life. I was so worn out when she took me home, I could barely keep my head up.

      Truth is, that is not really why my head hung low. It was from shame.

      They had taken it to me hard late into the night. Sherri strapped me to a spanking bench, and the Doms took turns using me as their personal fucktoy. My Mistress offered both openings for their pleasure. I came and came as the men fucked me and the women used their instruments of pain.

      While they took me, they used Sherri on the bed right next to me. In between my cries of pleasure and pain, Sherri’s groans filled the room.

      On the way home, those feelings of shame pushed aside the pleasure of the session. I had betrayed my husband!

      I don’t know why I had a special exception in my mind for Sherri, or why guilt never came when we were together. Maybe it was because she was a woman, and not a threat. Maybe it was because we had known each other before I met Jerry. It didn’t really matter why. The exception existed inside me.

      These Doms did not possess any such exceptions. By the time we pulled into the garage, I was wailing like the cheating bitch I was, betraying everything that was important in my life, for a few climaxes. I was inconsolable, not allowing Sherri to even touch me as I ended the night in our bathroom shower, crying as the water spilled over me.

      When I came out of the shower, Sherri was gone. I curled up on the bed, sobbing to sleep.

      When Sherri returned the next morning, we had the first actual fight I could ever remember. I screamed at her, pushing her arms away as she tried to reassure me. She had promised, way back when we first started, that I could trust her… that she would do nothing that wasn’t in my best interests… in OUR best interests…

      How is being gangbanged by all those men in MY best interests? This was all about her…

      That accusation of her having arranged this in order to get laid hung in the air as my red-faced fury poured onto my friend. She said nothing. Finally, I collapsed on the chair in the living room, sobbing. What had I done?

      Sherri just looked at me, obvious surprise showing. “I’m sorry,” she said, gathering her stuff to leave.

      “Where are you going?” I cried out, panic filling me as I worried she would leave me for good.

      “We need a break, I think.” She patted me on the head like some little child, then walked out to her car.

      The sobbing of before had just been a prelude. I had betrayed my husband and now driven away my best friend. I was nothing but a lying cheat, unworthy of anyone’s love. Rolling up in a ball on the sofa, I cried until I fell asleep. Hours later, the depth of the shame soaked deeper. I woke in utter despair.

      I barely got out of bed the entire weekend, crying as much as my body would allow. I kept checking my phone, hoping for a message from Sherri. None ever came.

      When I returned to work on Monday, my survival instinct kicked in. I resolved to be a very different person in the future. That nothing like this would ever happen again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Looking Forward

          

        

      

    

    
      Nearly a month passed before I heard from Sherri. She asked when Jerry was traveling again. The next day, I told her. A quick two-day trip back to complete the Brownsville project. As soon as I told her, she hung up.

      The next night, she was at my door, though without her overnight bag. She asked for permission to come in… she had never even asked before. I stepped aside, sweeping my arm with invitation.

      I started to remove my top as soon as I closed the door. She touched my arm with a simple, “No. That’s not why I’m here.”

      This shocked me. Every time she came over to play, I had been taking my clothes off before she would even talk to me. This just made it worse. The fear of my outburst driving her away grew even stronger as she asked me to sit at the kitchen table. She reached in for a wine bottle, pouring us each a glass.

      The sorrow in her eyes stopped my inner loathing. What is going on with my mistress?

      “You were right, Becky… about my betraying you. I told you I would look after your interests. Encouraged you to trust me. Mistress Bianca told me so many years ago… drummed into me and Cindy… that each mistress accepts responsibility for their sub’s welfare. I betrayed the trust you placed in me, and I am so sorry.”

      Before I said anything in response, she held up her hand for silence. “I suggested Cindy host you because I thought you were ready for a real BDSM session. And you were. You loved it. I could see it in your eyes. You transformed the pain into pleasure faster than I had ever seen. Cindy commented on it. You are a true submissive, she called it.”

      Tears grew in her eyes as she looked at the floor. She seemed ashamed to face me. My Mistress, ashamed to face ME?!

      “When one of the Doms came to me, suggesting they use us both for their pleasure, I was so hungry for a good fucking that I forgot my responsibilities as your mistress. I knew how much you loved Jerry. How you had made room for me in your heart. Understood how much your last decade together meant to you. Truth is, I have grown to love him just as much. He does not deserve to be treated this way.”

      “What do you…”

      “Please be quiet until I finish, my love… please…” she interrupted, before I got anything out. “This needs to be said.”

      I settled back in the chair.

      “Yes, I love him. Not interested in stealing him away from you, or anything like that, though he has become a very close friend over the last 10 years. Over that time, I came to understand why you love him the way you do. Your husband is a good man. Worthy of your love. Not only have I betrayed you. I also betrayed him as my friend and my lover’s husband. This was wrong. I am so ashamed.”

      I reached out to touch her hand on the wineglass. She let me.

      “How can we get through this?” I asked. “I cannot imagine another time of playing, even with only ourselves, without the shame of that betrayal returning.” Sherri nodded, as if that statement applied to both of us.

      She settled back in her chair, taking a drink from her glass, as if lost in thought.

      What to say? She had made all the decisions in our relationship for so long, I was uncertain what guidance to provide. A sudden thought. Another way… a different approach.

      “Our best bet is to tell Jerry about us,” I said, sure of it now. “Reveal how much we love each other, how you are no threat to him.”

      The shocked look on Sherri’s face made me smile. I knew I had chosen the right path, even if I was just as surprised at my suggestion.

      “What if he rejects us?” she asked, clearly worried. That was an outcome she feared more than any other. His rejecting the idea left us both exposed to a hard separation in the future… if he decided not to go along.

      “I don’t know how he will react,” I whispered. “But I know this. Jerry IS a good man. I’m confident he’ll listen.”
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        * * *

      

      For the next two hours, we talked about what had happened, about where our relationship was going, and about how we would approach Jerry with this news. We were both tired of the hiding and guilt of doing everything behind his back, of living the lie of what we had become.

      In the middle of all that, I had an idea. “I think we should offer you as his incentive to accept! He has always salivated over your chest. He tries to hide how much he enjoys staring at it. I’ve caught him looking many times. Isn’t that why you come over to the house so often without a bra… to give him a nice peek at your nipples?” I giggled.

      Sherri’s face turned red, embarrassed I had figured it out.

      “How would we offer me?”

      “Simple really. If he will allow me to go with you anytime I want, I will allow him to go with you anytime he wants.”

      “You would do that?”

      “A little late for me to be jealous now, isn’t it? As often as we have done things behind his back…”

      “What would I do? Move in with you guys?”

      “That would be okay with me, if that’s what we agree on, I guess. Actually, I think the better approach is to leave it up to him. The practical realities of sharing like this are challenging. No doubt there. If anyone can do it, you and I can. The only question now is… can he?”

      We spent another hour talking about how to suggest this, strategies for what might work. When we were getting tired, I suggested we go to bed, that I needed to feel her skin against me again.

      Sherri would not do it. “Time for the hiding to end, my love. We need to talk to him. Until he has agreed that we can share openly, I will no longer be your mistress. We can still be friends, but our physical relationship cannot continue.”

      I bowed my head. I knew she was right. That last go round nearly destroyed our friendship. We cannot allow another to destroy my marriage, too.

      “Okay…” I said, looking at Sherri. “… then I have an idea that I believe might work…”
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            A Surprise Arrival

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hey, Beck, what’s up?”

      My wife was sitting on the sofa in our living room. Nothing unique there. We had repeated this many times over the ten years of our marriage. The State U Med Center was only a few minutes from our house, so she almost always got home before I did.

      What surprised me was her friend, Sherri, sitting next to her… and they were both naked!

      Comfortably naked, even. They were both very relaxed, resting against the sofa back, legs touching. As I walked up to stand in front of them, Sherri pulled Becky’s leg over hers, opening my wife’s crotch to my full gaze. Moisture glistened on the surface. Her lips were red and swollen. Another look I had seen before. Someone had been touching those lips recently.

      As if by gravitational force, though, Sherri’s huge melons, at least 38D’s, with prominent nipples poking out hard and long, pulled my eyes away from my wife. They both noticed, giggling softly. Becky knew I was a breast man, even though her perky top was enough for me. She smiled as my eyes feasted on the larger melons.

      “Sherri and I have been talking,” Becky giggled, inviting me to sit in the chair across from them. For the first time, I noticed the sheen on Sherri’s lips and chin. I chuckled to myself. No doubt now where the moisture on Becky came from.

      “Remember that fantasy we discussed, about playing with another woman… how much fun it would be?”

      “Yes, I remember… you had to think about who the right candidate would be, as I recall. I guess you’ve decided?”

      Sherri’s hand moved down to Becky’s crotch, twisting her clit softly, then sensuously sliding two fingers down her slit and inside; yet her eyes never left mine. Sherri’s brown eyes smoldered as she nodded her head to me. Was that toward my crotch? Wanting me to get undressed?

      Becky gasped at the fingers having their way inside her, grabbing Sherri’s forearm as she trembled with the pleasure. I noticed right away. She did not push them out, nor was this the first time they had been in there. Becky seemed very comfortable with their arrival.

      “Yes… yes, I have…” Her voice quivered. Those fingers stimulated my wife, creating a vortex of focus. Becky’s eyes closed briefly, trying to deal with the surging arousal. I could only imagine my watching added to the growing buzz.

      Sherri did not let her speak. “Jerry, why don’t you take your clothes off? Becky says you have quite the tool. I’d like to see what we are going to share.”

      Wow… she was kind of forceful. I didn’t have to guess who was in charge of their relationship. I didn’t care. She wasn’t in charge of me. Not by a long shot. “I’ll just watch for now,” I stated flatly, moving over to sit on the chair across from them.

      I laid sprawled on the chair, legs spread, allowing my six-foot-two frame to settle back, hands stroking my cock through my work slacks. With some pride, it was already pressing its eight inches into the room.

      Sherri’s eyes glistened as she stared at my strokes. She nodded, turning her attention to my wife. Becky gasped as Sherri pushed her leg off, and those fingers changed in intensity and purpose as her other hand came up to pull and pinch her nipples.

      That gasp became a groan as Sherri’s mouth fell to hers. Fuck! I had no idea my wife was into women.

      Making out in front of me certainly did the trick. My cock throbbed. Needing to get my clothes off, I stood, unbuttoning, removing the belt, pulling everything off. My eyes never left the groping in front of me. This was so fucking hot! When I settled back in the chair, stroking my hard shaft, a bead of precum had already formed on the tip.

      This went on until I heard Becky’s distinct mewling as her body shuddered from a powerful release. What I saw remained confusing, though not for my cock!

      Sherri pulled back, her breasts swaying with the movement. Speaking directly to Becky, she said, “Why don’t we go back to the bedroom? We can be more comfortable there.” Oddly, she did not say that to me, only to Becky.

      My wife only nodded. The glazed look in her eyes shook me. She always got that after cumming. I stood, as if in agreement, stepping over to help Becky off the sofa. Her legs wobbled as her arms wrapped around me. Sherri came over to the other side of her.

      My wife’s worry-filled eyes looked straight up at me. “Are you okay, babe? Want to continue?”

      All I thought about was how I had missed all these signs of what my wife was and how she seemed so comfortable obeying her best friend? I realized that entire pieces of my life had been misplaced or delivered to the wrong house! Was this really my loving wife, Becky, so eager to do what Sherri wanted?

      I said nothing, only grabbed her hand, pressing it onto my hard cock, which confirmed I was okay with it… well, ‘okay’ didn’t quite do it justice. “I’m good, Becky. Enjoy yourself. Sharing you with another woman has always been a fantasy. Let’s have some fun.”

      Her sigh of relief made Sherri chuckle. This seemed to confirm her lead in the relationship with Becky. Sherri issued a string of orders, which my wife obeyed instantly. Get on our king-sized bed, on her back, legs spread, head on the pillow. Becky’s eyes were on me, but her attention… her desire… was on her new lover.

      Sherri did not disappoint. She drove her face back into Becky’s sex, broad licks across the labia, stabbing into the clit. Becky shivered at the sudden start, moaning. It was clear they had been intimate before, as she readily opened herself up to her best friend. How many times before…

      The combination of tongue and lips drove Becky ever higher as Sherri turned her full attention to my wife. I moved to the side of the bed, seeking a clear view of the action.

      One thing was for sure, even if not with Becky, Sherri knew her way around a pussy. Her broad tongue stroked slowly up her slit. Deep plunges into her opening. Hard slashes across her clit. She worked Becky into a frenzy of need as she whimpered under the assault.

      Sherri pulled her face off. Only for a moment. “Fuck me,” she growled, wiggling her ass as she moved up onto her knees. Then her face found its target again.
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      A worried expression rose on Becky as I moved onto the bed, positioning myself behind Sherri’s bald snatch. Her own arousal coated that gorgeous slit. Her swollen clit poked out, daring me to touch it.

      I thought briefly of using my tongue first, chuckling to myself. No, the boss has spoken! I moved up, gaining a little moisture on my cockhead, then drove myself in so hard, Sherri’s face pressed into my wife. They both groaned at the impact.

      And I gave her the full Jerry treatment, hard stabbing thrusts, fast in-and-out at first, then slowing to add some hip rotation to scrape my balls against her clit.

      Sherri’s pussy gripped my shaft with savage intensity. She cried out at the pleasure, struggling to maintain the focus on my wife as I continued my pounding. Abruptly, she shuddered, lifting her head away. Her body quivered like a live wire as the release tore through her. She shuddered there for a moment, enjoying the aftershocks of pleasure, then pushed her face back down to the glistening mess in front of her.

      I didn’t want to go on too long like this, not wanting to cum yet. I pulled out… to Sherri’s whimpers of protest, I might add… leaning down to drive my tongue inside her passage.

      Our rhythmic movement filled me with genuine pleasure as she continued pleasuring my wife. As a fun thing, I mimicked her movements. Every upward swipe on my wife, I did to Sherri. Every forward plunge, I did the same. She quickly figured out what I was doing, exaggerating her movements to signal what was happening. Both Sherri and my wife moaned through the next orgasm together.
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        * * *

      

      My cock needed some more loving. I crawled around the bed, pointing the rigid shaft at Becky’s mouth.

      “No,” Sherri barked, lifting her face. “I’m not ready.”

      Fuck you, I thought, I’ll do with my wife what I want, pushing my cock toward her mouth. Becky turned her face away. “Please, Jerry. I must…”

      “Must what?” Anger filled me.

      “I must obey…”

      “Obey? What the fuck does that mean?”

      Sherri moved away from her lover, sitting on her haunches between my wife’s spread legs. Her hands gently stroked those thighs. “You didn’t know?”

      “Know what?”

      “Becky has been my submissive since we were in high school. She is bound to me as her Mistress and will do whatever I tell her. Won’t you, my slut?”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      The shock made me pull back, away from them both. “All the time we have been married… you’ve been… with her?”

      Embarrassment flew across Becky’s face as she glanced at her friend. A touch of anger chased it. “Did you have to be so harsh about it, Mistress? You promised I could tell him myself.”

      “Shut your mouth, slut. Did I give you permission to speak?”

      WHAT THE FUCK?! I saw my wife shrink before my eyes. Her own baby blues slashing downward, away from her friend, nodding her agreement to be quiet.

      I reached across the bed, grabbing Sherri’s chin. Anger now fully in control. I towered over her.

      “You will not talk to my wife that way. Never.”

      My strength didn’t intimidate Sherri in the least. Yet there was a sympathetic look at my wife, then back at me. “This is a shock for you… our being together in this way… I understand.” A deep sigh came out of her throat.

      Was that a relief… to finally get this out in the open?

      “She’s mine… always has been… I just loan her to you when I’m not using her for my pleasure. Isn’t that right, slut?”

      Becky’s gasp pulled me back to her. The sorrow of her expression brought tears to my eyes. Oh god! It’s true…

      “Yes, Mistress. I belong to you.” Becky said that to her, even though her eyes never left me.

      Those eyes… always so warm, so loving in the past… I saw the war going on inside. She loved me; that much was plain. Yet I understood completely. This thing with Sherri controlled her. She could not break free… would not. The truth suddenly hit me. She didn’t want to.

      I sat back on the bed, all hardness deflated. “Becky… what?”

      She looked at her mistress, begging for permission to speak. Sherri nodded to her. My wife got up, pulling me into her arms. Tears filled my eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Jerry,” Becky said. “I should have told you sooner. It had to come out sometime. Mistress wanted me to do it now to allow us to play more openly. She hated all the hiding and groping when we had a private moment. That’s why I brought up a threesome with another woman. She wanted me to.”

      I looked at Sherri. All those years we had spent time together, I thought we had become friends in our own right. “Is this true? You’ve been controlling her the whole time we’ve been married?” She raised her shoulders in a shrug. I guess it was.

      Looking back at Becky, her eyes still pointed downward. I wasn’t sure whether she was ashamed to have me see her this way, or… what the fuck? A deep sense of loss filled me. This woman had never been my wife. Just on loan, I guess…

      Without saying another word, I got off the bed, walking back to the living room. My clothes were all over the floor.

      I sat on the chair, wondering where we were going from here. This admission had thrown away our plans for kids, grandkids, and a future together, as surely as last week’s news cycle. I picked up my underwear, looking at it. The precum soaked into the front, becoming another symbol of my loss. What had started with such arousal had become a rocky end to our relationship. Those tears threatened to become full out sobs.

      Before I pulled my underwear on, Sherri came into the living room. Becky followed, crawling on hands and knees, a black leather collar around her neck. Leather cuffs on all limbs. Her Mistress held a leash, pulling her into the room. Both were still naked.

      That despair of loss continued to grow. I shook my head, positioning my underwear to pull them up, reaching for my other clothes.

      They had ripped away everything I was… everything I had… even everything WE were together, leaving my heart a barren wasteland.

      “Go ahead,” I heard Sherri say to Becky.

      “Please, my love… don’t go. My Mistress has a proposal.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            The Proposal

          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t believe it had come to this after such a promising start. I had come home to a vision of two women, naked on our sofa. The prospect of having a threesome with my wife and her big-chested friend seemed like a dream come true.

      Now, I laid my head back against the chair, wondering how it all went wrong. Even as I reached for my clothes, my chest was gripped with fear about what this proposal might be.

      Why would I care what that controlling woman had to say? Sherri had already humiliated my wife in front of me, harshly putting her in her place on the bed. Now requiring her to crawl behind her into the room, pulling her on a leash attached to a leather collar, her limbs attached to leather cuffs. Like a fucking dog!!

      Fuck! It just gets worse. My loving wife settled in behind her mistress. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. There was no question she was used to that position, even if she was obviously not comfortable with where she was. She still obeyed. Her shaking hands and furtive glances up at me told of how important this was for our future. We were at genuine risk of breaking up this very night!

      Yet, she sat on the floor in that odd position, unwilling to move. Butt on her ankles, knees spread wide, hands behind her back. Her still dripping sex pointing toward her friend. Not to me, mind you. To her lover.

      As soon as she sat back, she refastened her wrist cuffs together behind her back, settling in. This was clearly a standard position for them. One she had practice assuming, despite her current anxiety.

      Sherri looked at me. The fierce visage of the bedroom was gone. Warmth and tenderness replacing it. She walked across the room, leaving Becky in that subservient position, dropping to her knees between my legs. As her hands came up on my thighs, I settled further back in the chair, ready to hear this ‘proposal.’

      I was still soft from the emotional turmoil. Though with her hands being so close, it wouldn’t take much. She breathed on my exposed cock.

      “I’m sorry it had to come out like this, Jerry,” Sherri said. “Really, I am. We couldn’t figure out another way. We wanted you to see the way things are. The way she needs them to be. Yes, I get a lot of sexual pleasure out of my time with Becky, but she needs this. Wants to be controlled and used.”

      She turned back to my wife. “Don’t you, my love?” My love? Oh god… The reality sank in another step. Yet, there was something different. The harshness of the bedroom had given way to a tenderness in Sherri’s voice, a love for my wife.

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      Sherri turned back to me. Those hands moved up my thigh, beginning a motion of slowly massaging up and down. “I would like to make a proposal to you… for sharing our love for Becky.”

      Not a fucking chance I would go for anything like that, you fucking bitch! You took my wife away, threatening everything I had!

      Her head flicked back at Becky. Obviously, a planned sign. Becky unfastened her wrists, crawling across the room.

      Both women cuddled together between my legs, each pair of hands massaging a thigh. Every movement up got closer to my hardening shaft. I wasn’t buying all the crap, yet those hands… They had the intended effect.

      “I propose you allow me open access to my submissive whenever I want,” Sherri continued. “In return, I offer open access to us both… together… separately… anytime you want… however you want. Your wife loves to be controlled and humiliated. Loves it. Together, I think we can give her more pleasure than she has ever had before. And I would very much like to share my very sensitive breasts with you… whenever you want…”

      When she said that, she held her breasts in her hands, rolling the nipples in her fingers, taunting me with them. Becky moved her face closer to those enormous mounds. Sherri moved slightly, allowing her to lick the nipples, suckling softly.

      “Jerry… you must realize by now Becky wants us both. Becky thinks we should move this into the open. Allow your horny wife to fully embrace her submissive desires and allow me to make use of your lovely cock.”

      I looked at Becky, still sucking away at the nipples. “Stop, Becky. No more submissive crap. Tell me the truth. Is this what you want as well? You want to share me with your friend regularly whenever we want to fuck?”

      She pulled up, looking at me. Her hands still stroking my thigh. “Yes, Jerry. I want that very much. It has always been my dream.” She pinched her friend lovingly. “Sherri struggles to get past all the Mistress/sub stuff sometimes. I think she should let the reality out. Inside, she really loves you, too. Always has,” Becky giggled.

      Sherri turned shades of pink. “Becky, no…”

      My wife ignored her protests. “It embarrasses her, even if true. Most of the time we play together, she fantasizes about you joining us. We both love you so much. Haven’t you ever wondered why she hangs around our house so often?”

      “Becky, please…” Sherri’s face was beet red now, turning her head away from me.

      “Or why she always wears those skimpy tops with no bra while she’s here?” Becky was openly giggling now, stroking those beautiful breasts. Sherri smiled at me, joining in. I guess it is true.

      Becky turned away from her lover, her hand running up my thigh to grip my now fully hard cock. “I would love to share her with you… to be shared… and, when you are ready, to accept you as my Master. It turns me on so much… to give control to her. I would love to do it for you… maybe both at the same time?”

      Her shudder of possibilities sank into me. She really wants this…

      “And you?” I said to Sherri. “You’re willing to share her with me… whenever we want… even if you’re not allowed in the room at the same time? And vice versa for you, Becky? I can sleep with her when you’re not here, or force you to watch us, or even tie you in the next room, forced to listen?”

      Yes, they both nodded. Sherri added. “For me, it’s been like that for ten years. Why would I object to that now? I expect you will continue to sleep together. In that enormous bed. I might sleep with you occasionally, though I wouldn’t expect that.”
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            Taking Back Control

          

        

      

    

    
      This had disaster written all over it. Sharing two women? All the emotional baggage they would gather behind every slight, every missed word left unsaid. ‘You did this with her. Why not with me?’ I could hear all the plausible arguments against this thing already ringing in my ears.

      I remember some TV series on cable where the husband was a polygamist, had three or four wives. He spent more time settling disputes between the wives than making love to any of them.

      Yet, despite my sense of betrayal from what had happened, I wondered if it would work. These two had concealed a love affair going back years. This loss of trust may take some time to repair. Yet, what else was even possible? If my beloved wife… who I still loved with everything I was… wanted to share me with her lover, letting it play out may be my only option.

      I reached up, running my hand over her hair, a tender gesture I had repeated hundreds of times.

      Abruptly, I gripped her hair fiercely, yanking her head up, facing me. “Is this really what you want? To have me control you? I will be much rougher than your friend here.”

      She shivered under this sudden change, her eyes falling down… back to full submissive mode. “Yes, Master. As often as you want.”

      “Get up here and impale yourself on my cock. Then fasten your hands behind you again.”

      Without hesitation, Sherri moved back, allowing my wife to scramble onto my lap, facing me. Her fist grabbed my rod, guiding me between her hungry folds. A moan filled the room as she struggled to get the cuffs fastened. Sherri pushed her hands away, making the cuff connection for her.

      Sherri looked at me, smiling. A nod of understanding passed between us. You get it now, that nod said. She is what she is. And I love her anyway.

      I grabbed her hips, slamming myself upward repeatedly. Not enough to cum. Just enough to retake ownership of my woman. I wanted her to see I loved her just as much.

      My hand reached for Sherri, pulling her chin toward me. We started necking right in front of Becky’s face as she humped me. My wife seemed to get even more aroused as she watched. I pulled away, reaching down for Sherri’s massive tits, burying my face between them.

      Becky pulled against the bonds behind her back, mewling at the surge of arousal, humping more fiercely on my cock. I wondered what the bondage did to her. Or this open submission to her lovers. None of that mattered. She was clearly getting off watching me with her friend!

      I grabbed her hips again, slamming inside until she gave that quiver of release, a short whimper I loved to hear. Then I pushed her off roughly. Sherri had to grab her to prevent her falling without hands.

      “On your knees in that position of yours. You’re going to watch me fuck her.” Becky dropped to her knees, positioned like before.

      I laid Sherri down on the sofa, on her back, gently entering her. This was not fucking, or humping, or retaliatory. I made love to her. With tender embraces, soft suckling on her breasts, easy intercourse. She came at least twice before I could hold back no longer, grunting my pleasure into my new… what do I even call her? My second wife? My lover?

      When I rolled off, letting her sink back into the sofa, I settled on the floor near her head. Her hand stroked my hair. Somehow, I knew what she was thinking. After all these years, we finally made love.

      And I had to admit… I felt the same. Despite all that had happened in the last hour, Sheri and I had bottled up some serious emotion over the last ten years! I kept my feelings for Sherri secret because of my deep love for my wife. Now? Suddenly, everything seemed available…

      My attention turned to Becky again, tears flowing down her face. I hopped off the floor, moving toward her, startling Sherri.

      “What’s the matter, Beck?”

      “Matter?” She seemed surprised. “Oh, my tears… no matter. We finally got to this point and I am happy about it. I have wanted you to make love to her for so long… I worried it would never happen.”

      After helping her off the ground and unfastening her hands, I chuckled at her words. “You are one crazy slut, babe.”

      “I am. I really am,” she giggled, wrapping her hands around me. “But I love you with all my heart. I’m sorry for keeping all this from you for so many years. This should have happened a long time ago.”

      I nodded agreement. Such a turned-around world I had entered. I helped Sherri off the sofa, guiding us back to the bedroom.

      For the next two hours, all of us still naked, we laid on the bed and talked. About how we would do this. The mechanics of sharing. The rules of behavior. They gave me some of their history, how they discovered Becky was a submissive and about Sherri’s willingness to be her mistress.

      By the time we talked ourselves out, I ordered Becky to suck me until I was hard. Then we started over. When I flagged, the two women played with each other until I rejoined. We rarely left that bed the entire weekend.

      I accepted the possibility that this could fail… eventually. In the meantime, I gladly accepted the challenge of their proposal, agreeing to share my wife with her mistress.
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