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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Arrangement Revealed

          

          Craig

        

      

    

    
      “Good luck at the conference,” I said to my wife, as she was walking out the door, suitcase in tow. She turned to look at me with a wry, wicked grin that I hadn’t seen before…

      “You have fun, too,” Mary said. What did that mean? Have fun, too? I was just going to Dale and Ashley’s at the lake. Before I could reply, she was gone.

      My wife was in marketing with her firm. She attended this same conference in Las Vegas for her company every year. It apparently represented a major part of their annual sales. She wasn’t technically involved in the sales themselves. She simply helped with their booth, making sure the sales team had everything they needed.

      This was an annual event for us, had been since she joined the company five years ago. Usually, I spent the time at home, catching up on sleep, house projects, and hanging with friends.

      This year, I planned something a little different. My best friend, Dale, and his wife, Ashley, had invited me to spend the days with them at their Bear Lake cabin.

      What could be better than fall leaves, a beautiful lakefront setting, and spending time with friends? I still had to work that day, so planned to drive out late Wednesday afternoon. Told my boss I was taking some time off the rest of the week.

      I’ve always loved the drive to Bear Lake. Especially the way the hustle and bustle of the city quickly gave way to relaxing country vistas. Their cabin was not a luxury place by any means. Still, it was nice, and gave them a place to go. Bear Lake has always been my favorite park in the region. Mary and I frequently hiked the lake trails.

      But when I arrived at the door, everything changed. My life, the direction of our marriage, and even my conception of what being married meant…
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        * * *

      

      Ashley answered at my ring, all smiles and hugs. My eyes drank in the tight sweater she wore, clearly without a bra. She had what I thought of as an ‘ample chest’. My wife had always been jealous of her friend, when compared to her more ‘perky’ endowments. I didn’t care either way, though I loved the view she was offering.

      The yoga pants she wore hugged her hips… another close look showed me she did not have panties either. Get your mind out of the gutter, you pervert! This is your best friend’s wife!

      “Hey, Craig. Thanks for coming. I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time,” she said, hugging me close as she opened the door for me and my suitcase.

      “Me, too,” I replied. “I love the countryside, and it’s always good to visit with close friends.”

      She paused in the hall on the way to the guest room, looking at me with a puzzled expression. “Do whatever unpacking you need, then come back to the kitchen. I’ll fix us a drink. I guess we have some stuff to talk about.” She pointed to the room, then turned to her own bedroom, furiously typing on her phone. I didn’t see Dale anywhere, wondered where he was.

      When I walked downstairs, I almost took a step back. Ashley had changed her clothes… OH MY GOD!!! She had thrown away the casual attire for… fuck… this outfit was almost transparent. She wore only a sheer white coverlet that left her uncovered breasts fully exposed, a thong panty that allowed a clear view of her asscheeks, and her mons… oh shit… she had shaved herself bald.

      On the kitchen bar was a Jameson on the rocks and her own drink.

      “Hey, Ashley,” I asked nervously. “Where’s Dale?”

      “That earlier remark threw me off. I sent a text to Dale to confirm. You didn’t know?”

      “Know what?”

      “Dale is in Vegas with your wife. I invited you out here for the same reason.” In Vegas? With Mary?!

      I didn’t know how to react, struggling to comprehend what to make of this. “What do you mean?”

      She stepped up close to me, pressing her nearly bare breasts against my chest. “Doesn’t take much to imagine what they are doing there.” She smiled sweetly, moving her hand down to stroke my shrinking rod. I jerked at this sudden change. Ashley and I had barely hugged in a friendly manner before this weekend. Here she was, grabbing my cock.

      “I was hoping we might do the same,” she whispered softly. “Kinda of a swap thing.”

      “Hold on now…” I said, walking around to the other side of the kitchen bar, trying to create some separation, sitting on a high-top barstool. “I want to know what the fuck is going on? Mary’s in Vegas and Dale is sleeping with her there?” The feelings of jealous rage and hurt would not go away.

      Ashley just smiled, reaching across to tap my arm sympathetically. “Craig, your friend and I have been involved in the lifestyle for many years, almost since we were married.” She giggled at the shocked expression not well hidden. “I told Mary about it many years ago. Your wife liked the idea. We have been cooking up this scheme ever since. Dale and I want you two to join us.”

      I slumped into the high-top, taking a gulp of my Jameson. She was right there with a refill, standing across from me. Those nipples were poking out at full high beam. It took every ounce of will I had not to stare at them.

      “Why wouldn’t she say anything to me before she left? We’ve been close friends for a long time… but going off with Dale? This is just cheating! And he’s supposed to be my best friend. How could he betray me like this?!” I was on the verge of tears, wondering where this left my marriage, our plans for a family, our long life together.

      Ashley came around to my side, wrapping her arms around me. I felt the gentle pressure of her mounds against my arm.

      “Don’t look at it that way, my friend,” she said, looking up with a loving expression… was that desire? “She’s just trying to liven up your sex life. It’s become a little dull lately, don’t you think? She does.”

      “Dull? First I’ve heard of that!” Okay, I admit. We didn’t make it as often as we used to. I figured every couple had that as they aged.

      Ashley smiled at me again. “It’s not dull because you’re a poor lover. Only because you’ve been married for 10 years. Couples get into a rut. Sex takes on a sameness that ceases to excite. It’s almost inevitable. Mary was already there.”

      “Why wouldn’t she say anything to me about it?”

      “Not sure about that. She must have been afraid you would take it… well, just the way you are now,” Ashley giggled. “Hope that doesn’t mean you will leave soon. I had some fun plans in mind.”

      Ignoring her obvious invitation, I stared out into the cabin, still too incredulous about what had happened. The reality of it was just sinking in.

      “I can’t believe it. Dale and Mary are staying in the same hotel room?”

      “Of course,” Ashley said. “And Saturday night, we have big plans. We are going to hold a dual video session. They get to watch us and we get to watch them, as if we were both in the same room. I’ll broadcast the signal on the big screen TV we have in our bedroom. That should be fun, don’t you think?”

      What the fuck?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Going Along

          

          Craig

        

      

    

    
      Her obvious glee at the prospect calmed me down a little. I pushed her arms away from me a bit, enough to pull the white coverlet over her shoulders. She did not resist, slipping her hands down to remove the thong as well. Oh my god, so gorgeous…

      In the back of my mind, I was still angry and hurt that my wife would make this major decision without consulting me. Still, there was a big difference between that and turning away a beautiful woman like Ashley, with her large breasts so eager to be touched.

      I turned on the stool, rotating as I pulled her naked body between my legs, pressing her against me. I’m a big guy. Six-three, 220, a dedicated weightlifter. My cock wasn’t big by porn standards, though I’ve heard no complaints over my life. Definitely above average. It could be quite vigorous and last as long as she needed. I was certain of that!

      I pulled her lips to mine. What the hell… If Mary wanted to have some fun the next few days, I might as well have some for myself.

      After Ashley and I found each other’s temper, I rolled her back into my arms, looking down at her. She really was something. Not sure why I never noticed it before.

      Long light brown hair, the clearest blue eyes I had ever seen, a gorgeous open face, and a figure that was eager to be displayed in front of others. Her smile at me was full of the desire we were both feeling.

      “So what do you have planned, Ashley?”

      “Mary tells me you can last a long time… I am really looking forward to discovering just how long. Other than that, I’m willing to do whatever you want… and I mean anything.”

      She pushed herself against me. Those breasts calming whatever resistance I had left.

      “I’m surprised Dale never mentioned how I prefer our sex life. Thought guys always talked about that kind of thing,” she giggled.”

      “Well, we don’t… or didn’t. What do you mean anything?”

      “I quite enjoy being a submissive. Very exciting. I will do whatever you ask. For the next four days, I am yours to use as you wish. We can spend all our time in bed, or humping anywhere else, or,” she giggled softly, “we even have a full dungeon in the basement. Should you wish to taste just how submissive I can be?”

      She giggled again, tracing my arm with her finger. “The answer to that question is… very.”

      Her face and chest flushed with the desire now filling her. I didn’t think it would be possible, but her nipples poked out even more than before. She clearly wanted to be that submissive.

      The Ashley I knew seemed to change right in front of me. There was… a willingness… a need… her eyes pointed to the ground. The mystery of this sexual creature still puzzled me. There was no question, though. She was hungry for my touch.

      My wife was definitely NOT submissive. If anything, she would be in charge most of the time. That’s how she got into her senior position at the firm. I wondered what Mary would do when Dale tried to dominate her. I just regretted not being there to see that bomb go off!

      For me, this was going to be fun, despite it all being new to me, especially the submissive stuff. I wasn’t sure what that all meant. She would have to teach me by reaction. I stood up in front of her.

      “Get on your knees. Pull my pants down.”

      She looked up at me, startled, clearly surprised I had dropped the resistance so quickly. I simply nodded for her to do it. She subtly bowed her head in acceptance, dropping onto the floor in front of me, fumbling with my belt and zipper. Her hands shook in anticipation.

      “I thought you had experience playing,” I asked. “Why so nervous?”

      “I have wanted to do this for so long…” she said, rubbing her hands up my legs, a gentle caress, full of tenderness, yet tinged with a hunger she could not hide. “I thought you knew how much I liked you.”

      “More than just friends? Had me fooled…”

      She giggled softly as her hands found my now rigid member, stroking its length. She licked the precum off the tip. Our eyes locked as she smiled at what she was doing. “Dale wouldn’t let me say anything. He wanted Mary to talk to you first.”

      Ashley spit on my throbbing cockhead before her mouth engulfed my rod, burying it all the way to the root after one or two warm-ups. She HAD done this before!

      I took her head in my hands, allowing her bobbing as she pleasured me. Abruptly, I grabbed her head firmly, shoving my cock all the way to the back of her throat. Her groan at feeling me take control startled me.

      My mind was flashing through all the erotica I had ever read, trying to remember what the Dom was supposed to do in these circumstances. Her flash of arousal when I grabbed her head told me she was willing, even wanted me to do it!

      I slammed my cock down her throat several more times. She grew still, letting me have my way. Her tongue traced the base as I plunged as deep as possible. So good! Especially as her constant groaning created a soft vibration that coated my rod as I plunged back-and-forth.

      “Time to get what you wanted, Ashley. Are you ready?”

      “As you wish.” What the fuck? She goes deep into this stuff.

      I pulled her off her knees, forcing her face down on the kitchen table. She barely knew what happened before I was hammering into her pussy. Hard stabs of lust. I was not expecting what followed. She was flailing underneath me as I crashed into her, moaning and thrashing, pushing back against each thrust.

      Her luscious hair provided a very attractive target. I reached up, taking a handful of her mane, jerking her head up as I pummeled her depths. Her moans became even more intense as the first orgasm slashed through her.

      The cries of her pleasure triggered some kind of lust of my own. I slammed harder, viciously using her cunt. Ashley wanted more. Another release caused her to tremble as her body shook with the waves.

      After a third release so powerful I thought she might pass out, I pulled back abruptly. She whimpered her protest until I gently stroked her back and ass. “Let’s go to bed, Ash. I’m ready for some soft and tender.” All she said was ‘as you wish’. That must be the standard submissive response that Dale required.

      I stuck my arm out, as if we were going to a formal ball. She giggled, wrapping her arm in mine, as I led us to the main bedroom.

      For the next two hours, she became the best lover of my life. Much better than my wife, I’ll have to say. We would make love, driving her through several pleasure cycles, until I would finally empty a load into her, then we would cuddle, talk, and kiss. Eventually, her hand would fall to grip my rod, and we would start again.

      Funny, after these rounds of incredible pleasure, I stopped thinking about my wife altogether. If she wanted to swap partners, and this is what I was ‘forced’ to put up with, well… I no longer questioned my wife’s choices. Just hoped Mary was having a good time.

      Ashley and I did it in every position I could conjure. Yet, my little slut preferred doggy style. Clearly her favorite. She would cry out with her orgasm, bury her face in the bedsheets as she mewled, holding her ass high in the air, making sure my rod had access to every part of her.

      Finally, my rod was exhausted, unable to rise for another time. I dragged her into the shower, ordering her to scrub every inch of me. This was clearly her chosen place. She wanted to be my submissive, responding enthusiastically every time I ordered her around. The firmer the control, the more she responded. She even started calling me ‘Sir’ and ‘Master’ before the end of our first shower.

      You need to understand. I had never done much dominating or controlling. My relationship with Mary wasn’t like that. But, if that’s what Ashley wanted, I was happy to do it!

      Though, I’ll confess. I found the constant Sir-ing and Master-ing a little annoying. She seemed to need that, so I let it go. We ate that night at my favorite restaurant in the area, the Bear Lake Diner, with its splendid view of the sunset across the water. The food was always fresh and service friendly. Mary and I had been there so many times, I even knew the names of some wait staff who greeted us warmly. I wondered if they thought anything about my not coming with my usual partner?

      After we returned, I ordered Ashley out of her clothes, walking down the stairs into the basement. I made her crawl into the room she called the ‘dungeon.’ She wasn’t kidding. It had a spanking bench, chains attached to the ceiling with grommets sticking out of the floor, about every striking instrument I had ever heard of, and drawers full of butt plugs, dildos, and clamps.

      As if by rote, as soon as she crawled into the room, she headed straight to a drawer, putting on wrist and ankle cuffs, then came over to kneel in front of me, hands fastened behind her back.

      Wow! I had known Dale since college. He’d been my best friend for well over a decade. I thought I knew him well. He never even hinted at any of this. Or at his ‘lifestyle’ choices, either. I guess I didn’t know him as well as I thought…

      None of that mattered now as I stared down at my willing partner, with cuffs attached behind her back, eyes on the floor, anxiously awaiting my instructions.

      Hey, I’m game! Since this was my first experience and certainly my first with such a willing partner, I wanted to take full advantage of the opportunity to experiment. Yet, I didn’t want to go too far, either. I started with what looked like the easy stuff, to see how it goes.

      Took me a minute to figure out how the chain thing worked. As soon as I did, Ashley was in a full X-position, ankles spread wide on the floor and arms spread above her head. She shivered with anticipation, her sex glistening with the arousal literally dripping out of her. Wow!

      I couldn’t help myself. My fingers found a welcome hole. Ashley groaned as my fingers poked in and out, flicking across her clit, until she came.

      Such an odd experience. My loving, kind, and thoughtful friend, whom I had known for so many years, was tied to the ceiling… by me… and eager to be struck! Her eyes stared at me, begging for me to do whatever I wanted. Somehow I knew, from her arousal dripping on the floor, that this was what SHE wanted. There did not appear to be anything in these drawers that she did not want me to use on her. Go figure…

      So I did. I started with nipple clamps, then paddles, even caned her… a little. She thrashed against the restraints, crying out ‘harder, harder.’

      Okay, I’ll admit. It got me going. At one point, I got so hard; I pulled her hips back, fucking her hard from behind while she pulled on the chains. I yanked the nipple clamps while I hammered her. Oh yes, she LOVED that.

      By the time I unloaded my seed, sweat drenched her entire body, while she whimpered from the constant orgasms which had not stopped.

      When I took her down, she could barely support herself, exhausted beyond all reason. I had to carry her up the stairs to bed.

      For the next two days, we were humping in and around the cabin somewhere, or down in the dungeon, with me doing all those things she seemed to want. We did non-sexual things, too, mind you. Like hiking and watching TV in between. Though mostly we were fucking like newlyweds.

      We took a fun hike up to the incredible view of the lake and surrounding hills. Okay… I’ll admit. She gave me a blowjob in a thick patch of trees along the way. Outdoor sex had always been a fantasy that Mary was unwilling to try. Ashley, as I had discovered, seemed willing to do anything, as long as I told her to do it!

      By Saturday morning, I needed a break. If we were going to put on a show for Mary & Dale, I needed to have some capacity. ‘Little Craig’ needed to recover.

      That day, it was like I had gained a second wife. We attended an early movie, had a nice late lunch, and talked, talked, talked. Amazing how I had been around her so much over the last decade of their marriage, and our developing friendship, without really getting to know her. Now I did… in much more than the biblical sense.

      During our days together, I had received multiple text messages from both Dale and Mary. Mary even tried to call many times. I refused to reply or answer. If they wanted to be on their own without telling me, then fuck ’em. I happily had my own hands full.

      And Ashley was every bit of the handful I wanted! Now, what kind of show did we want to put on for our dual video session Saturday night?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Heading for Las Vegas

          

          Mary

        

      

    

    
      “I sure wish I could see the look on Craig’s face when Ashley appears in that outfit,” Dale chuckled, looking out the plane’s window into the vast expanse of modern Las Vegas. He had already told me about the sheer nothing he and Ashley had put together to tease my husband.

      I shuddered at the thought of Craig being offered those luscious breasts. Her chest was so much bigger than mine! Would my more ‘perky’ endowments ever satisfy him after having time to enjoy those?

      None of that mattered. Too late to go back now. As if he knew what I was thinking, Dale grasped my thigh with his firm hand. “Ashley will take care of your husband, Mary. Now, you need to pay attention to me.”

      “Don’t you mean taking care of each other?” I giggled.

      Dale pulled my chin into his firm grasp, forcing my eyes to his. “If you think that’s the way this will go, we should stop right now.”

      He glanced around the plane, making sure no one could hear him, leaning close to whisper in my ear. “Here’s the way it WILL go. When you aren’t working, you are mine. To do with as I choose. Is that clear?” I shuddered at his control. My breath caught as my sex simply caught on fire. He was getting out of hand. This had to stop.

      Pushing his hand away, I shook my head. “Look, bud. You are getting carried away with this Dom thing, don’t you think? Keep that for wifey. She loves it. I’m not like that.”

      “Oh, you’re not…” he chuckled, pushing his hand between my legs. I was so wet it had leaked through the black slacks I was wearing. I turned bright red, trying unsuccessfully to push his hands away from my crotch, scanning to see if anyone on the plane had seen him.

      “Yep… I can tell… you really hate it.” His finger traced along my sex, already aflame. I barely stopped myself from moaning out loud. “If you wanted a milquetoast, you should have left me back home.”

      I wondered for a moment if I should have done just that, especially if this guy was going to be a jerk all the time. Despite the way my sex was tingling, I didn’t want to have problems later.

      “We’ll see about that,” I chuckled. He did not miss the skepticism in my tone.

      “So, tell me, Ms. In Control… why did you arrange this weekend rendezvous if all you wanted was the same thing you already have? Seems like a terrible risk just for a little strange on the side. Dicks are for hire anywhere in Vegas or just hang out in any bar. For a beautiful woman like you, there would be plenty of takers on the Strip. Plenty. You didn’t even have to tell Craig.”

      “He would be heartbroken if I did that. I just couldn’t…”

      I startled in my seat as he cut me off. “… but abandoning him, his best friend in tow, was perfectly acceptable…” he said loudly, full out laughter this time.

      His grin really made me quiver. He was right, of course. Bringing him was a terrible risk. Truth is, I depended completely on Ashley as my secret weapon. I depended on her to sway my husband. If offering him those wonderful breasts didn’t bring him around, I doubted we had any hope of staying together, anyway. The boredom of our sex life was simply too much for me. SOMETHING had to give!

      When Ashley told me about their lifestyle a few years ago, the sexual abandon she described caught my attention. More conversations brought a deeper understanding. I discovered her submissive needs and how Dale fulfilled them. She even told me about the size of his cock. How good he was at using it.

      Those conversations grew to something broader. I wanted to experience this lifestyle myself. I loved my husband, didn’t want to cause damage to our relationship. Yet, giving up all hope of having a satisfying sex life wasn’t acceptable either.

      Okay… okay… that was unfair to my husband. Craig is an excellent lover, who always focuses on my needs. I always cum when we make love and he lasts a long time. No, his issue is not performance.

      The challenge is sameness. I am bored to tears! Part of it is my fault, I know that. I only allow him to do a few things with me. Yet, I need something more. I know our romantic life should be as much about the relationship as it is the physical side. There was just something missing that I cannot get over.

      Hearing about Dale and Ashley’s lifestyle and how they maintain a strong relationship despite involving others has made me want to try it, too. They routinely have flings, often without their partners. Ashley goes to swinger parties without Dale, even spent a week at a Caribbean resort with two guys they had met at a lifestyle gathering. Dale was busy with work, unable to go along. The use they made of her openings for that week… I blushed when she told me, but came home to abuse myself with a dildo to find relief from this fire that had been lit inside.

      I came to believe that their outside play made their emotional closeness possible. They had none of the lingering needs, doubts, or miscommunication that seemed to afflict so many couples we knew (including us). They seemed free to concentrate on their love for each other. I wanted that for Craig and me as well.

      Now that I was arriving in Vegas with Dale, it occurred to me I might not have thought this through all the way. Too late now.

      All those thoughts and our conversation dominated my thinking as we collected our luggage and taxied to the hotel. For now, I needed to get to the convention center, make sure our display was ready for the conference to begin.

      “Are you okay without me for a bit?” I asked, as I checked into the hotel.

      “Been to Vegas, Mary,” Dale chuckled. “I’ll find my way around.”

      I gave him the room key and my bag, then set off for the convention center. All afternoon, while I made sure the booth was setup and sales team organized, in the back of my mind, all I thought about was Dale and this evening. He will be my first strange cock in over 10 years.

      During breaks, I sent a few texts to Craig. He never replied. I hoped that meant he was humping away with Ashley, and not brooding at home. There was no way of knowing which it was. I sent him an email, even called him multiple times. No replies. By the time I got back to the hotel around 7 o’clock, I was a nervous wreck, wondering if I had made the worst mistake of my life.

      Dale had no such concerns. I texted him I was on my way. When I walked into the room, he came straight to me, gripping me in his arms. “You are mine now, my little slut. Until we leave Las Vegas, you will do what I want, when I want.”

      I tried to protest, as uncertainty gripped me, but his aggressive control set my nether reaches to quivering something fierce. I took a hard look inward, abruptly deciding to go along. Why waste time on resistance when he was actually giving me what I wanted?

      Seemingly as soon as the door closed, he had my clothes in a pile on the floor. “Whenever you enter this room,” Dale started, “I expect your clothes to be off as soon as possible. You may not wear clothing while in our play space.”

      No man had ever spoken to me this way, or tried to control me so completely. Yet, something was happening inside me. I cannot tell you what it was. A crack… a need… a desire… Every fiber of my being was on fire. Arousal already glistened across my slit. My nipples were so hard they hurt.

      Dale stepped up, forcing me down to my knees in front of him. “Fair Mary… I’ve known this about you for a long time. The reason you and Ashley are such close friends is because you are very much alike. You blow hot air, trying to be everything you are supposed to be… always in control… wanting to be the best… And you are, in business and in life. But in the bedroom, when it comes to spreading your legs, you need… you want… control. For the next four days, I will provide that. You will do everything I ask, without exception. Is that understood?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Craving Control

          

          Mary

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. A craving… to be treated just this way. I was shivering on my knees, yearning to give him what he wanted.

      He reached down, gently twisting my hard nipples, gradually growing harsher.

      I groaned with the strange feelings controlling me. The pain from my nipples sent shards of pleasure straight into my sex. Dale reached around behind. With one hand, he continued tormenting my nipples. The other traced down my back, grazing my rear bud, then into my sex. The shivering became a tremble as his fingers entered me. I cried out with the sensations.

      “Move toward the bed,” he whispered. Upward pressure on my sex caused me to rise. He pushed me toward the bed, pressing my legs against the mattress while he bent me at the waist. The need to be fucked consumed me.

      Dale chuckled above me, stepping away. “Don’t move. Lean your head against the bed, reach back to spread your ass cheeks to show me what you offer.” He did not touch or do anything physical. Only the words. I felt compelled to obey! My hands flashed to my rear, spreading my cheeks apart. The unexpected cool air blew across my openings.

      He stood behind me. I heard his clothing coming off. He said nothing. This pause in the action seemed to make my hunger even worse. I moaned at the fire burning inside my sex, sensing he was waiting, letting things build.

      An anger grew. “Fuck me, you ass…”

      That appeared to be what he was waiting for. He stepped quickly forward, holding my hips in place, wailing with his flat hand on my ass cheeks. No one had spanked me since I was a very young child. This was not like any of those. The heat spreading out of my flesh centered on my sex. I cried out with the unexpected pain/pleasure mix growing almost intolerably strong.

      “You are not in charge. I say when and where. Is that clear?”

      Anticipation filled me. I needed him inside. Yet another crack, another sliver of need. “Yes… yes… Please…”

      Five more hard swats. I was now trembling again. “You will call me Master when we play. Now, what do you need?”

      “Please fuck me…”

      “What did you forget?”

      “Please… Master.”

      On that, he plunged his cock into me savagely. His immense size and my terrible state of arousal caused a release that shook my entire body. The cry of that climax filled the room. I was out of control as his cock used me, extending my pleasure. The cries became screams.

      Abruptly, Dale yanked himself out, reaching down to grab my panties off the floor, reaching around, shoving it into my mouth. Surprised, I tried to push it out. He returned to full-arm spanking. “Leave it in. You are too loud.”

      I stopped resisting just as his cock returned to torment me. And that’s how I lived until his seed spilled into my welcoming sleeve. By that time, I had cum over and over, thrashing on the pole that pinned me in place. The releases would not stop, crashing through any resistance that remained. I was his.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of that night, and for every night of the conference, I belonged to him. Thursday night, he opened the suitcase, placing cuffs on my wrists and ankles, binding me into positions, exposing my openings. I never said no.

      When I returned on Friday night, he had installed a mattress restraint system and purchased some toys at a local sex shop. He strapped me to the bed, first on my back for nipple and clit torment. The orgasms while he fingered my sex, yanking hard on the clamps, were explosions of raw power that left me gasping for breath afterwards.

      Then, he returned me to my stomach on the bed. Floggers, paddles, and belts crashed across my exposed flesh. When my cries grew too loud again, he pushed a ball gag into my mouth, fastening it behind my head.

      This position on my stomach appeared to be a favorite… for us both. He would penetrate me, savagely fucking me with everything he had, while whipping my back with slashes of pain. He was ravenous to stake his claim with his power… to use me… own me!

      It worked! I wanted more, crying out with each strike. I came frequently, with blasts that grew more powerful with each session. As if my body had gotten used to the pain, it was welcoming every strike as an addition to the pleasure.

      By the time he would cum during each session, I was a cock-worshiping slut wanting nothing more than to be treated just this way. His strength and control left me chomping on the ball gag as I came again and again.

      Late Friday night, he took my ass for the first time. Craig and I had done anal early in our marriage. I didn’t like it, so we never did it again. This… Oh my god! He ravaged me, pounding my ass as hard as he ever did my sex. When he returned to whipping while he took me that way, I simply came apart. Crying out with releases so strong I struggled to handle them without passing out. After that, he used whichever hole he wanted.

      A ball gag became a normal part of our sessions. The releases he gave me were so strong I struggled to hold in my screams of pleasure.

      The odd part of his ‘Mastering’ performance was the time in between. He didn’t stick me in the corner, hog-tied or bound in uncomfortable positions. True, clothes were not allowed, but in between we would cuddle, kiss, and find an emotional center which simply pushed the intensity of the sexual sessions higher when they came.

      I had heard the phrase of being ‘owned’ by someone. It always made me laugh. No longer! For the first time in my life, I knew what that meant. This man, and cock, owned me. I could not imagine saying no to him, nor wanting to.

      We ordered in room service late Friday. Dale forced me to answer the door naked, allowing the food cart in while I remained in full view of the attendant. Once the guy was in the room, Dale asked him if he was interested in a blow job. ‘My slut needs to practice,’ he told the man.

      The service attendant was an older man, probably late 50s. He was more than willing, pulling his pants down. I crawled over to him. Allowed only to use my mouth, I sucked him until he blew what must have been a six-month load down my throat.

      As the guy pulled his pants up, Dale chuckled at me, shivering on the floor. “Next time someone brings an order to this room, I might allow her to do more. Tell the rest of the staff.”

      I felt humiliated and absolutely on fire, all at the same time. This heady mix left me so turned on, by the time the guy left the room, I was on hands and knees on the bed, ass cheeks spread, whimpering to be taken.

      Dale chuckled as he let me hold myself open, happy to fill my needs. I came and came before he filled me with his welcome seed.

      By Saturday, he stopped using striking instruments. Dale claimed he did not want too much visible damage for the video session that night. Not to worry, he chuckled. I would get plenty during the call.

      Everything else was still open. I even violated my own rules by not going to the convention floor Saturday morning. Dale was in my every hole all morning.

      A burly black guy that expected Dale to make good on his promise brought the noon meal. He had apparently paid the older attendant for his slot. I did not open the door. Dale had me kneeling in the middle of the room, naked, of course, though without the ball gag. He thought the guy might need help to get hard.

      He didn’t. By the time he had his clothes off, I was on my hands and knees on the bed, ass cheeks spread wide. Dale now called this ‘the position’. He would say, ‘get in the position’, and I would scramble on the bed, my openings ready for whatever he wanted.

      Mr. Burly found me wet and ready, slamming into me with total abandon. Dale came around to my front, holding my hands as our eyes locked. I had the oddest feeling I was giving myself to this man FOR Dale as an act of obedience.

      Yet, when I started to cum, I didn’t care why I was doing it. The first time I came on this new dick, Dale’s lips found mine. Our tongues did the dance of love until my new partner unloaded all he had, to a final resounding blast of pleasure for me. Dale thanked him for the lunch delivery. The guy chuckled, giving Dale a business card. ‘I am available any time,’ the man laughed, walking out. After that, I collapsed on the bed.

      Despite my exhaustion, I did not fall asleep easily. Craig and Ashley filled my thoughts. What had they been doing? What would we do on the video that night in front of them? Would Dale paddle me in front of my husband? These thoughts complicated the only genuine issue. What our lives would be like when we returned tomorrow? So many unknowns.

      Despite all the cumming over the last few days, my thoughts were full of my husband and how much I missed him. I reached for my phone on the nightstand, heartsick that he would not return either text or calls.

      Before I fell asleep, dread sunk into my heart. About the damage I had done to my loving relationship with Craig. I wanted these orgasms, did not want to stop receiving them while here. Still… what damage had I wrought to buy those orgasms? As I drifted off to sleep, that price seemed incredibly high.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Enjoying the New Partner

          

          Craig

        

      

    

    
      At first, anger filled me. She had left for Las Vegas knowing my best friend Dale was going with her, giving me no warning of what she had planned. It turned out only Ashley was there with the news of the dramatically different 4-day plan.

      Let’s just say I recovered quickly. Over the next three days, Ashley and I discovered just how excited and exhausted two motivated lovers can get after non-stop play. We made it many times in the old-fashioned way, especially doggy style. She loved that. I also learned how to control a sexual submissive, frequently using the dungeon Dale had built to accommodate her needs.

      Over those days, in between making gentle love, I had her tied up in all kinds of unique positions… unique for me, at least. From a standing-X, bound to chains hanging from the ceiling and floor grommets, on a spanking bench, and even flat on the bed upstairs. Dale had a restraint harness built into the bed. I fucked her hard in that position, even took her ass, while I whipped her back with canes and floggers.

      Ashley LOVED being treated like that. Inside, I felt guilty about abusing her with all these tools at my disposal. Yet, her reaction of pure ecstasy told me it wasn’t abuse, at least not in the way I had always thought of it. My submissive wanted to do more. She especially liked clamps on her nipples, labia, and clit, going absolutely crazy as I yanked on them while she was bound, unable to move. She came so hard in that position I thought she would pass out!

      For me, it was a crash-course on how to be a Dom and how much a real submissive enjoys being treated that way. Amazing really, especially when I considered how ‘nice’ a person Ashley had always been. I had no idea she would be so kinky.

      I had read a BDSM book some time ago about a wife who wanted to explore her submissive desires. Her husband agreed to let her try it. Friends invited them to a swing party that was hosting a Master to show BDSM techniques. As prearranged, the Master chose this wife as the model and really gave it to her all evening. The husband cringed at the pain he was inflicting, surprised his wife got ever more aroused as the evening progressed, screaming louder with each release.

      The rest of the night, the wife remained bound while guests took turns humping her in various positions. She was hooked on the sensations. The husband struggled to believe her need went that deep, eventually learning to treat her aggressively, like she wanted, becoming aroused himself at her reaction.

      My learning curve was much shorter than the story, of course, only 3 days. Still, my arousal at her reaction drove me to hit ever harder, to her obvious delight.

      Yet another lesson from that BDSM story stuck with me as I thought about Ashley and her needs. The Master ended up becoming genuinely abusive, requiring the husband to save her from his control.

      The lesson was simple. Being a Dom came with responsibility. The Dom was there to bring a unique brand of pleasure to the submissive. He was also there to take care of her. His responsibility was to be her guardian. The book stressed over and over that once the sub went so deep into what they called ‘subspace’, she no longer could make those decisions herself.

      There were times I knew Ashley wanted to go deeper. I held back anyway, stopping the session when I no longer felt comfortable with what I was doing. Or when she seemed to lose herself to the pleasure/pain. Over the days of our playing almost non-stop, I became better at detecting that transition, enabling me to take her deeper, without harm.

      As part of the planning for my wife wanting to spice things up this weekend, she and Dale planned a video swap session for Saturday night. We would each broadcast what we were doing via video calls, allowing the other couple to watch as we played.

      Sounded like a fun idea when Ashley first described it. Yet, as we got closer, I saw it as the competition it really was. My wife had run off with my best friend to hump for her days in Vegas. Presumably, she left me with Ashley to do the same.

      Unfortunately, the truth sank in as I became more enraptured with my new lover. Mary didn’t know if we would hit it off. Didn’t really care. She wanted to get hers. I laughed when I thought about her doing the submissive thing with her new Dom partner. Mary was definitely NOT submissive. I chuckled every time I thought about him trying to control her in that way. Imagine those fireworks!

      Still, I wanted to show the cheating slut how much I enjoyed my time with Ashley, even if she didn’t care. That meant putting on a serious session for her to watch. Truthfully, I was curious about what they would come up with on their end.

      That was the main reason we had such a leisurely Saturday. The previous days had been full of intense BDSM play, with Ashley crying out with her pleasure/pain reactions. With me learning to hit harder as each session progressed. I didn’t want her striped backside and sore nipples offering evidence on the video. That’s why we took all day Saturday off.

      It turned out to be a great day, just the two of us, even without sex. I had been around this lovely woman for over a decade, even before I was the best man at their wedding. Still, I had never really taken the time to know the real person inside. Now I did… and I was so glad!

      “What do you want to do tonight, babe… for our little show?” I asked.

      She looked at me sheepishly, eyes avoiding mine. “I was hoping you would decide.” I cringed. Of course! What was I thinking?! “Oh, sorry, Ash. I keep forgetting. Part of the submissive thing.” She looked away, embarrassed about her need and forcing me to play along. I needed to be more sensitive.

      “It’s okay. Really,” I told her. “I don’t mind. It’s just so different from what I’m used to. Mary is not like that at all. She has to have input on every fucking decision, no matter how trivial. I won’t ask again. I promise.”

      She looked up at me as I stroked her hair. Her face was flush from the shame I knew she was feeling. That has got to stop right now!

      “Look, Ash. That I am a thoughtless cretin has nothing to do with you. I’m not mad about what you need, nor do I expect you to change. Been enjoying it very much, as you know.” I moved my hand down to tweak her nipple harshly. She shuddered at the sensation, thrusting her chest out for more. “You can be whoever you want to be. I’m good with that. I only ask you to forgive me when I occasionally slip. It’s not intentional, or a statement about you. Okay?”

      The look in her eyes… of appreciation, even love… almost brought tears to my own eyes. I knew how easy it would be to fall in love with this woman. Maybe I needed to rethink my anger at Mary. Without her running off with Dale, I wouldn’t have discovered Ashley’s needs, or her feelings for me. After our days of making love constantly, we had become quite close.

      THAT’S IT!! It just occurred to me what we should do. Despite how much time we had spent in the dungeon, having her bound for all the submissive stuff, we had cuddled, kissed, and made gentle love just as often.

      I knew with confidence now that the best way to tweak both of our spouses was to show how close we had become. We would just be on the bed, making love. Nothing hardcore. It would make the depth of their mistake clear.

      They opened this door willingly, even if it was with the help of Ashley. Closing it will not be so easy. I would make sure they understood, through the gentle lovemaking and affection clearly on display, that I would expect a physical relationship with Ashley in the future. Maybe that’s what they wanted all along. Maybe not. None of that mattered anymore. I could not imagine being in Ashley’s presence in the future without feeling the pull to touch her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            The Video Session

          

          Craig

        

      

    

    
      By 5 that afternoon, we had talked through all the details. Ashley seemed happy to go along with the plan. Maybe I misread the situation. I don’t know. But she didn’t seem to agree only because of any submissive needs. We both genuinely wanted to show them how close we had become.

      I put her in the bathtub for a long, hot soak. When she got out, I carefully shaved her pubic hair to make sure she remained silky smooth for my tongue… and to make sure Dale and Mary saw clearly what I was doing.

      We ate a quick bite just before the 7 o’clock scheduled time. Ashley already had the cell phone on a stand beside the bed, wirelessly connected to the TV, making sure everything we all did would be visible.

      I asked Ashley to put on that sheer white coverlet and thong panties of our first night together. The plan was for me to sit on the bed by myself, talk to them on camera, then invite Ashley to join me. Let nature take its course after that.

      When the phone binged with the call from Las Vegas, all those carefully laid plans disappeared in a flash. As their images arrived on the big screen TV, the image of Mary on the other side caught my breath.

      Mary was on her knees next to the bed, cuffs on wrists and ankles fastened, unable to move. Nipple clamps and a ball gag completed the outfit. I heard her whimpering as Dale sat on the bed, tugging at the chain attached to the nipple clamps. Holy shit! He had done it. Made her his submissive.

      “Hey there, my friend. I hope you’re not too mad about our little ruse. I know it wasn’t fair to drop it on you like that. Mary couldn’t figure out a way to tell you. Isn’t that right, slut?” He yanked on her nipple chain, causing her to nod her head in agreement while whimpering at the fresh surge of pain.

      The cavalier way he inflicted this pain on my wife shocked me. Though, as I thought about my last few days with Ashley, it wasn’t so surprising after all. Still, Mary a submissive?

      “What’s up with Mary? You’ve had her trussed up like that all weekend?”

      “Of course. Ash had told her about our lifestyle, and she wanted to give herself to me, see what it was like. Sorry, bud. She wanted something more than the soft and gentle you preferred.”

      “That I preferred?” I burst out laughing. “This must be some kind of joke. Any time I tried to do something out of the ordinary, she would bite my head off, or just refuse.”

      I heard Mary mumbling in the background, trying to talk through the gag off camera. Dale looked down at her, nodding his head. He reached over to remove the ball gag from her mouth. She gasped a few times, trying to get her jaw to work again, then Dale turned the camera on her.

      The sight amazed me. Her nipples looked almost raw. Even though only her front was visible, I saw the edges of red stripes on her sides. Her back must be a mess.

      “Please don’t be mad, babe. You’re just so conservative about everything, unwilling to try anything new.” A sudden gasp came out of her mouth. Dale had yanked the nipple clamps again.

      “He’s not the one that didn’t allow change, now was he?” Dale chastised her. “You promised only truth this weekend. Now give it.”

      Mary shuddered, a grimace on her face. “I’m sorry, Master. You are right. I have been the one pushing him back, not wanting to try new things.” What the fuck? Master? I thought my time with Ashley was significant. Dale had completely rewired my wife!

      “Don’t tell me, Mary. Tell your husband.”

      He turned the camera directly on her face. I could see the last few days written there, both the pleasure and the pain.

      “He’s right, Craig. I’ve been a bitch to you of late. I was afraid to tell you what I needed… afraid you would reject me.”

      Another firm tug on the clamps. Holy shit! The moan that came out of her mouth riveted me. “Truth,” Dale barked.

      “Okay…” Mary said, trying to get her thoughts back together. “Fuck…” She was looking straight at me through the camera now. “You’re just not strong enough with me, my love. I’m sorry. I needed someone to take control in bed. The way Dale does with Ashley.”

      I bowed my head. She was right. I had given up a long time ago. My days with Ashley had taught me how much I enjoyed being the Dom. Maybe it would be true with Mary as well.

      The camera went into a fixed position on a stand, pointing toward the bed. I heard Dale’s voice in the background, followed by clicking sounds of cuffs unfastened. “Get on the bed, slut. You know the position.”

      Without another word, I saw Mary get on the bed, face down, spreading her arms and legs in an X-position. Small leather straps held her in each position. Dale had already put the ball gag back in place.

      Before they started, I asked Ashley to come over, sitting next to me. Dale saw her, nodding his appreciation for the outfit. “How’s he been treating you, Ash? Giving you what you need?”

      “He has been very firm with me. Even took me down to the dungeon for several sessions. We have gotten very close.” She pinched my leg off-camera. I could almost see her hidden smile. This part, at least, was going to plan.

      “I’m glad you two have had a good time,” Dale said. “Now, let’s play.”

      As if the sharing part of the evening was over, he walked around, fastening Mary’s cuffs to the bed. He pushed a pillow under her hips to lift her openings higher, then reached over to lay a pile next to her.

      I kept wondering how he got all those toys through airport security, as I pulled Ashley’s coverlet off, helping her remove the thong. We were on the bed, kissing as we had done so many times over the last three days. My mouth moved down to her glistening folds, pushing to deliver as much pleasure as possible. My lover moaned deeply, touching my head, as my tongue reacquainted her with my loving care after a day off.

      In between tongue caresses, I caught glimpses of what was happening on the other bed. Frankly, I struggled to reconcile the wife I thought I knew with what I was seeing. She was just as much a submissive as Ashley, mewling as he roughly shoved a butt plug into her rear chute, striking her vigorously with paddles and floggers, eventually getting between her legs, pushing himself inside.

      All this stimulation left Mary wailing into her gag with her first release, unable to do anything but take what he gave her, muttering for more through the gag.

      Dale chuckled to himself, turning toward the camera. “Now you know why we have the ball gag. The first day, she got so loud when she came I worried hotel security might be called. While she was on the convention floor, I ran out to a sex shop to buy some extra toys. Your wife wanted much more.”

      As if trying to make his point, he pulled out of her and took it to her rear with a wooden paddle while using his other hand to flick her clit. Mary yanked against her bonds, crying out at the onslaught. At first, I thought she was complaining. The way she pushed her ass up for more told me the truth.

      She came hard shortly after this onslaught began, whimpering and crying out into the gag. Dale got up, pushing himself back in. Mary came apart right in front of me. Shaking and moaning. The second release seemed to be even harder than the first, her body trembling as the waves exploded inside her.

      That was all I saw as my attention turned back to Ashley. She had cum softly on my tongue, then pulled my hair gently to come up. She wanted me inside her. I was up and in as quickly as I could get there. The deep groan coming out of her mouth brought movement on the other screen to a stop.

      I felt their eyes watching us, loving the feeling of our plan coming together! My lips fell to hers as I thrust into her tenderly. Ashley’s legs wrapped around me, her arms gripping me tight. There was no mistake. We were making love.

      Over the video, a gasp from Mary violated the stillness. I glanced briefly at the screen. They were no longer playing, just watching. Exactly what I wanted.

      Gradually, the pace of my thrusting increased. Ashley’s moans filled the room. The screen was no longer a concern. Only my loving partner mattered. Over three days of making love and talking, a genuine relationship emerged to build on the decade-long friendship we already had. Every bit of that emotion came out as we melded into each other, finding our satisfaction together.

      Ashley came again, crying out her pleasure as my thrusting grew harder, more focused. There was no mistaking it now. All of it was on display. We had found genuine feelings through the pleasure of our touching. I grunted my release as she held me tight. “Give me your seed,” she called out to the room. “I love the way you fill me.”

      After I had delivered another loving release for us both, I rolled off her, pulling Ashley into my arms, cuddling close.

      When I looked back at the screen, all the cuffs were off my wife. Dale was holding her in his arms as she sobbed next to him.

      “I hope you’re happy with what you’ve done,” Dale said, looking directly at the camera, reaching forward to cut the connection.

      Oh yes, I was thrilled. And so was my partner in crime. Ashley beamed at me, pulling my lips to hers. “That went well,” she giggled. “What you wanted?” All I did was nod.

      “May I make a request, Master,” Ashley said. Ashley employed the honorific whenever she made a focused request. “Your submissive needs to be punished for her part in your scheme.” She giggled again, gripping my still soft cock with her fist. “She thinks a hard punishment may be needed.” I can do that.

      “Get downstairs. Clean yourself up. Cuffs on. I’ll be down as soon as I’m ready.”

      She bowed her head, getting down on her hands and knees, crawling for the door.

      I was already working out all the details of giving her the hard treatment she desired. I wanted it just as bad.
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            Didn’t Think This Through

          

          Mary

        

      

    

    
      I could not stop crying as I watched them on the screen. My husband, Craig, and his best friend’s wife, Ashley, were making love; slow and tender, with obvious emotion. They were not fucking. Shame washed through me.

      While they made love, his best friend Dale had fucked me hard, binding me to the bed, in between strikes with canes, paddles and floggers. I was nothing. Inside, it no longer mattered how many times I came while he did it. I had become his fucktoy to be used as he pleased!

      For the last three days, I had given everything I was to Dale, and he took it all. From the view on the screen, it looked like Ashley had done the same. Yet, theirs had produced a very different outcome. The tender way he stroked her left no doubt they had been doing this a lot over the weekend.

      And for me? Sure, I gave myself to Dale willingly. But falling in love with him like Craig and Ashley? Not a chance! I really was his fucktoy, and that’s all I wanted to be. I had only one love. And that love now had someone else.

      As I watched them on the screen, I had to face the truth. I had taken a big gamble to break us out of our ‘late-married blues,’ wanting to spice up our relationship. In one sense, it worked. I had more orgasms in the last three days than I had in the last five years… at least! Dale had taken me down a sensual path I now wanted to do over and over.

      Craig looked like he got the same from Ashley. But for them, emotions had come with the package.

      Now, I must deal with the reality of what I created. More orgasms had never been the goal. The plan was to spice up our marriage, not just change partners. I still loved Craig with all my heart and did not want to change anything about our life together, except this one aspect.

      This uncomfortable truth would not let me go. It was all my fault! I was the one that had pushed Craig into an ‘allowed’ sexual box. I was the one that refused to budge, allowing any new directions to develop. Worse, I was the one that refused to talk to my husband about it until I became so desperate I pushed Dale and Ashley into this crazy scheme.

      Okay… I know what you’re thinking. If I really loved him with all my heart, as claimed, then I wouldn’t have been reluctant to tell him the truth, and given him a chance to take us where I wanted to go. And you’d be right!

      That’s why I was openly sobbing as Dale cut the connection to the video call. He implied that Craig and Ashley were to blame. I knew better, as Dale wrapped his arm around, trying to calm me down.

      At that moment, I had never loved my husband more. Dale was a nice guy, and a great Dom. An empathetic person I would want to call my life partner? Not a fucking chance.

      I pushed him off me, grabbing my phone as I ran to the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. The depth of my shame, the weight of all the bad choices, and my hunger to reconnect with Craig made being with Dale suddenly repulsive. Calls to Craig only rang until voicemail kicked in. Text messages found only silence. The crying began again. What have I done?

      30 minutes later, I could cry no more. I walked out of the bathroom to find Dale sitting at the desk, looking at his phone, dressed in a hotel robe. I said nothing, getting dressed without saying a word. He did not stop me or even say anything. We both knew something terrible had happened to our relationship during that call. I had to get away.

      For the next two hours, I walked the Las Vegas Strip, people watching and shopping. Toward the end, I got a drink at a bar, entertaining many offers from men willing to take me back to their rooms. I routinely said no, my head hanging down in shame. In my heart, I knew it was time to leave Vegas.

      Then I noticed it. I had been in such a hurry to leave; I had not bothered with any underwear. My nipples were clearly visible through the white blouse! Fuck… I was hopeless.

      Around 11 o’clock, one guy caught my attention as I stood at a bar nursing my drink. He reminded me of Mr. Burly, the guy that had taken me so aggressively in the hotel room. He was big, black, and hungry to play. I refused to go back to his room. Instead, snuck him into an empty room in the back of the bar, sucking him until I felt his pearly cream down my throat.

      It was as if I had an epiphany as I swallowed his cum. I had less than 24 hours left in Vegas. Nothing I did here would change what was likely to happen when I got home. What’s the old saying… in for a penny, in for a pound?

      I walked straight back to our hotel room, finding Dale sleeping in a chair. The room looked just like it had when I left, clothes and equipment strewn about. He woke as I entered, still not saying anything, just watching me. I immediately took my clothes off, put cuffs on my wrists and ankles, kneeling in front of him, fastening the cuffs behind my back.

      “Use me, Master. I want everything you want to do.”

      “I can do that,” he chuckled.

      Nearly all night, he took me to extremes of pleasure and pain I had never experienced. He alternated me between cumming so hard I struggled to breathe, into pain so intense I was screaming into the ball gag. All thought of life and marriage and relationships disappeared. I had this time left. I wanted to do it all!

      Around 5 o’clock, all limbs still attached to the bed, I whimpered at his latest fucking/whipping combination that left me cumming repeatedly. He used both my holes while laying a horrific path across my back and thighs. The shuddering would not stop this time. I kept pulling the restraints with my limbs, feeling my lack of control, wanting it.

      Dale sat down on the bed next to me. He stroked my hair, removing the ball gag as I whimpered. Feelings of loss washed through me. None of this made a difference. My selfishness and out-of-control need had cost me everything! I no longer wanted to make any decisions.

      “I get it,” he said. “The call let you know something significant had changed back home. Your gamble had worked, just not in the way you wanted.” He got up, removing the cuffs. I didn’t want him to. Desire no longer mattered. I could barely hold my head up. He knew I was done.

      “Frankly, I feel the same,” he went on. “Ashley and I have played a lot over the years. I have watched her with many other men. She had never been so emotional with any of them.” I looked up at his eyes. It was there. The same concern I felt.

      “None of that matters now, Mary. You can’t have enough sex in Vegas to change the situation with Craig. You can only hurt yourself trying.” He crawled in next to me. I grimaced as he pulled the blanket over my tortured skin. Despite this, I welcomed his touch as he cuddled against me. I was asleep only moments later.

      Our flight was early afternoon the next day. When we woke, we made love. I already felt the window closing on what we had in Vegas. This weekend was our chance to pull together, to create something longer lasting.

      We did… in a way. He had taken me to places I did not even know about. I had truly become his submissive.

      Yet none of that mattered, just as he had said last night. We needed to create an emotional closeness to keep this going. Unless you call a submissive’s need for her Master to control her as ‘emotional closeness,’ we had failed in that miserably. Now it was time to go back home. I wondered if there would be any emotional closeness remaining there, either.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Returning Home

          

          Mary

        

      

    

    
      On the flight back, Dale and I barely spoke. We were both deep into our own disasters at home.

      Dale and Ashley had been in on the planning for this swap. That’s true. But Ashley’s obvious attachment to Craig in the video, and Dale’s open betrayal of his best friend, had left my new Master exposed to his own turmoil. We all had a lot to think about.

      Just as we landed in the early evening, I got a ping on my phone. It was Craig’s first text since I left for Vegas. He and Ashley were still at Bear Lake. We should come out there. He had a point; I guess. Might as well get the confrontation over with.

      We took a taxi back to get Dale’s car, then headed for the Lake. It was only 35 minutes from house to lake, but we had to get bags and go home first. It was nearly 8 o’clock by the time we got there. On the way there, I texted Craig about our expected arrival time.

      When we walked in the door, no one was there. We heard sharp cracks coming from down the stairs, followed by soft moans. Dale nodded, smiling. “They must be in the dungeon.” Dungeon? That must have been all over my face.

      He smiled at me, chuckling. “Get your clothes off. We’re going down to join them.”

      “I will not! Craig and I have enough issues right now. I won’t make things worse by trying to…”

      He put his hand over my mouth, smiling. “Quiet, my little slut. I know we talked about a lot of things before we left for Vegas, though I never took you on a tour of our dungeon downstairs. With those sounds coming out, they must be playing. This is the best thing to happen. Now, listen to me… if you want to save your marriage, get those fucking clothes off right now.”

      I just stared at him like he’d lost his mind. He walked over to a cabinet off the entryway, rummaging through a cardboard box, returning with a collar and leash, and four cuffs. “If I know Ashley, your husband has his sub tied up somehow, and is giving her everything she wants. I will take you down as my sub, then we will switch along the way. You’ll see. You want to reconnect with him, right? He knows this is just what you need.”

      “You’re out of your fucking mind,” I said, marching toward the open stairway door. Dale grabbed my arm firmly, dragging me back away from the door, into the kitchen, trying to muffle our voices.

      “Look, Mary…” He had to stop talking, trying to contain his frustration. “You’re being an idiot. I know you have all these things swimming in your head… fear being the main one… You need to trust me here. They are down there for YOU! A peace offering. They tweaked you hard during the video. Wanted to make you feel bad about lying to him. They were right. We both deserved to be tweaked. My Ashley could not hide the marks from me. She had pink all over her back and butt. They spent a lot of time in the dungeon during our days away. They are down there now to make sure you know neither of them is upset about what you had done in Vegas.”

      I was almost shaking at the warring emotions pushing at me. Down there… playing for me?

      He reached around, helping unbutton the blouse I was wearing. At first, I resisted, then let him. Soon, I was standing naked in front of him. He attached each cuff to a limb.

      Dale stood in front of me, fastening the collar on my neck, attaching the leash as he gently massaged my breasts. “We are going to go down there. You will drop to your knees as soon as we hit the bottom of the steps. She is hanging from the ceiling or on the spanking bench. We will go to the one they are not using and get you bound in place. I will lay into you while he is doing Ashley. Then… along the way… I will move to Ashley and he will move to you. You need to trust me on this one. He loves you. THAT is why he is down there. Okay?”

      I could not stop shaking, fear controlling my every fiber. I knew it wouldn’t be worse than the disaster my imagination had conjured already. My head nodded agreement as if on its own.

      Dale pulled the leash, leading me toward the stairway. The funny part was how hard my nipples were. No matter how scared I was, my body yearned to be under his control again. How would Craig react?

      As we moved down the steps, the moans from below became more pronounced. ‘Down,’ Dale told me as soon as we passed the last step. I crawled into the room down the hall, stopping at the sight in front of me.

      Craig had Ashley suspended from the ceiling, arms spread, attached to chains, with her feet wide apart, ankles cuffed to metal hooks coming out of the floor. Nipple and labia clamps pressured her front with a thick chain connecting the two points of contact.

      My husband was behind her with a long wooden rod… maybe a cane… repeatedly thrashing her back and ass with it. Twice while I gawked at them, Craig reached around to pull on the chain, bringing another moan from her lips.

      Dale caught Craig’s eye. He acknowledged our presence, nodding his head sideways, toward some furniture. Dale nodded acceptance, yanking my leash while Craig went back to work. He was all I saw at that moment, even though he ignored me, maintaining his concentration on Ashley.

      My sex gushed with arousal as I crawled across the room. My husband was being every bit the Dom, as Dale was with me, hitting her hard. And she enjoyed it just as much as I did!

      Dale helped me to lie across a leather-covered piece of furniture he called a ‘spanking bench.’ My body extended across a wide middle while arms and legs rested on pads. He fastened my cuffs to these pads, leaving me unable to move. A cradle in front allowed me to rest my head comfortably.

      I shivered at the exposure. This position left my lower openings spread completely open, unable to stop whoever wanted to use me back there. That loss of control left me quivering with need, arousal leaking out of me, down my inner thighs.

      We spoke no words once he fastened me in place. He walked away for a moment. I only knew he returned when a crease of pain slashed across my ass. Groaning with the new sensations, I giggled to myself at the sound of Ashley moaning at the same time. Soon, the men were coordinating strikes. I heard us both screeching in unison as blows peppered our backs, thighs, and butt cheeks.

      I can’t describe the feeling of letting go at that moment. It was as if I simply released into the pain. The bench held me firmly in its grasp. My husband was busy with his new friend and Dale simply drove me deeper into my submission. I ‘let go’ at that moment, seeming to float with each strike.

      The sounds of hitting next to me stopped. I heard Ashley whimpering at the sudden halt as Dale leaned down to my ear. “Time to rejoin the real world, my dear.” Clinking noises next to me showed they were taking her off the chains.

      He reached under the face cradle, dropping it away. I startled for a moment, trying to hold my head up. A hand reached down to support my chin. Craig had his cock only inches from my mouth. Our eyes seemed to lock like magnets attached to each other. I tried to say something. He shook his head no, stuffing his cock in my mouth.

      Never had that rod tasted sweeter. My tongue lavished attention on him as he pushed it deeper. The sucking of this cock… one that I knew so well… might have been the most pleasure I had ever experienced. That is, until pressure on my rear bud stole my attention away. I groaned as a piece of hard silicon pushed in, opening me wide until the butt plug seated. Then I groaned as a cock joined in my sex.

      Dale and Craig pushed into both ends, coordinating thrusts as I thrashed between them. My cumming, once it started, seemed to go on and on. Abruptly, creases of pain flew across my back. I could not look, knew it had to be Ashley.

      The men became very aggressive as she slashed away. They pummeled my throat and sex with everything they had. I simply came apart as they jackhammered into me. The pain grew more intense with each impact on my back and ass by Ashley’s rod.

      I floated in this sea of pleasure/pain, unable to react or control anything about my body. An orgasm shook me like a tidal wave crashing onto shore. All I could do was take it. Loud grunting behind told me that Dale was finding his release. After that, the pain stopped, and I collapsed on the bench.

      The two of them left the room, as my husband replaced the face cradle, then moved behind to push inside. I groaned at the entry, loving this man more than I could even say.

      “I am so sorry, Craig, I should have told you…” A crease of pain across my back silenced me.

      “Too late for that now, don’t you think?” he chuckled. “I was mad at first. I’ll admit it. Running off with Dale, not telling me anything about your plans… Yeah, pretty pissed. But now… I look at it as a gift. Having access to Ashley these last four days, and learning about this new way of expressing sexual pleasure… I understand why you did it.”

      He slammed into me enough times for me to cum, then slowed again, gently caressing my asscheeks. I groaned at the loving treatment.

      “You need to understand,” he went on, “things have changed. Now that I know all this, we cannot go back to the way things were. No more headaches or too tired or push back if I want to try something new. Open access. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Craig. Anything.”

      “I haven’t talked with Dale yet, but I’m sure he’ll agree. I get access to Ashley whenever I want. And he will have access to you as well. You have opened our relationship for good. I hope that’s what you wanted.”

      Before I said anything, he began thrusting, pushing for his own release. I thrust my hips back at him. “Take me, my love. I give myself to you… always.” I cried out with his warm spray inside. My release joined in a way I had always loved.

      Craig pulled out, moving around, kneeling in front of me. The kiss he gave filled me with such joy I thought I would burst. My eyes finally opened as he pulled away. His eyes were filled with such warmth and compassion, the tears would not stop.

      “I love you with all my heart, Mary. Always have. But don’t do anything like this again, okay?”

      All I did was smile as I nodded my acceptance. I slumped against the bench, finally realizing something important.

      All the risk, all the planning, all the emotional turmoil. It had worked. I had pushed away the ‘late-married blues’ and found a fresh path with the man I love. What could be better than this?
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        Click here to get the next book in the series.

      

        

      
        A GK Grayson Cuckold Story

      

        

      
        When I finally confessed my desire for her to sleep with other men… to cuckold me, as they say… my wife was reluctant. She did not want to damage the great relationship we had built over the 10 years of our marriage.

      

        

      
        I was quite insistent. Talked about it all the time. I especially loved creating dirty scenarios when we made love… all of them focused on her sleeping with other guys. She’d never felt more aroused, and it certainly got me going!

      

        

      
        Marcy has finally agreed to do it, after a major hunk at her office asked her out. Finding Garrick, it turns out, was the easy part. Now I had to accept what was happening.

      

        

      
        Luckily, my wife knew what I needed before I did, even if I wasn’t ready for what followed. But neither was she. Her new bull had his own plans.
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            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: GK Grayson]
          
        

      

      
        
        GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      

        

      
        His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      

        

      
        You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

      

        

      
        He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

      

        

      
        You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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        THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

        Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

      

        

      
        Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

      

        

      
        Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

        Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

        Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

        Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

        Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

        Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)
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        WATCHING MORGAN:

        CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

      

      

      
        
        Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

      

        

      
        Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

      

        

      
        Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

      

        

      
        Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

        Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

        These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed.  This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

        My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

        My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

        My Sizzling Barbecue

        The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

        My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

        Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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        ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

      

        

      
        A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

        In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

        One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

        A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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        THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

      

        

      
        Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

      

        

      
        What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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        Brynn’s Need (series)

        Catching a Big One (series)

        Chasing Pleasure: An Erotic Collection

        Finding My Inner Hotwife (3-Book Bundle)

        Haunted for Pleasure

        His Cuckold Craving

        His Wife Wants to be Shared

        Hotwife Surprise (series)

        Invited to Paradise

        Loving My Best Friend’s Wife

        Mentor (series)

        My Hotwife Inside

        My Professor Taught Me What Hotwife Meant

        My Wild Girlfriend

        Navy Hotwife (series)

        Nikki’s Desire (series)

        Our Celtic Awakening: Flynn’s Journey

        (Co-authored with Peter G Johnson)

        Page Becomes a Hotwife (series)

        Reliving My Story

        Riley: The Hitchhiker (series)

        Seduced By My Client

        Stacy Emerges (series)

        Talia’s Hotwife Adventures (series)
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        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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        (BDSM/Hard Cuckold/

        Whatever Else Comes to Mind)

        Bianca’s Private Reserve series

        Finding What We Need

        Flying Wild at the Players’ Club (series)

        Given to the Doms

        His Cuckold Life (series)

        How My Wife Learned to Love Rugby

        Kelly’s Training (series)

        Learning About My Husband… and Me

        Macy Takes Control (series)

        Officer on the Scene

        On Display For Him
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        She Needed Him
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