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A note from
the authors


 


Andie and Peter’s sexual journey has taken them very far
indeed. Along the way they have discovered new arousals, new kinks, separately
and together. As with any path, theirs has peaks and valleys, and like a roller
coaster, builds with expectations of new surprises. 


 


And like many paths, theirs splits apart. Andie and Peter
are faced with the choice of which way to go, whether to set out on their own,
or stay together. The choices become far more difficult as each learns what
they want to do, what they are willing to do.


 


And in Andie’s case, what others make her do.


 


All they have faced gets even more complicated as Andie is
drawn to a new kink involving elements of pain. She is pulled into a new world,
presented with a menu of B, D, S, and M, and what she learns about herself is
as revealing as the experiences. Peter must contend with the conflict between
supporting Andie’s decisions and not wanting her to be hurt in any way.


 


And so they are both torn, pulled by opposing forces. Any
resistance they have is bolstered by their mutual desire to keep their marriage
intact, to keep their relationship special. Though they communicate as much as
any couple possibly could, they each worry that the experiences may take them
down the wrong path. A path filled not just with challenges, but with
unforeseen consequences.


 


As we have said from the beginning, just because the
characters seemed to be in a certain role at any particular moment, giving the
impression they would end up a given way, people are more than just a snapshot
in time. 


 


People change, though it doesn’t happen abruptly or in a
vacuum. Often one cannot achieve a higher level of happiness or pleasure
without a great deal of exploration, even if it means delving into difficult
depths. Though Andie’s path may at times seem extreme, it is the inevitable
road she must take given her proclivities and character. The question isn’t
about what she is willing to do, but what she will do with what she learns from
her experiences.


 


Our original plan was to finish the series with this book.
Yet as the story unfolded it became clear that the future of Peter and Andie’s
marriage would not—and could not—depend on decisions made by one of
them. Andie can’t walk away from herself, and Peter respects her judgment too
much to ask her to. Working out the dilemma required not only soul searching,
but complex arrangements that would have felt abrupt and unbelievable if
rushed. So we let the story take its path, necessitating two books
instead of one. The good news is that the final installment (Book 6) is
complete and will be released soon. We feel it has an especially wild
conclusion, and one that is unique to the genre.


 


Thank you for your wonderful support!


 


 


— Blaise and cici
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Andie


I’ve had this particular fantasy so many
times. Where it takes place changes, the men change, the order of the acts
change, even the words change. But it’s the same fantasy.


Right now, it is real. The reality is more than the
fantasy, and less.


In the fantasy we’re in a dangerous place, a bad
neighborhood, the back room of a rough biker bar, on a desolate path in the
woods. This time we’re actually in a private home. Just the two of us. The man
who is crowding me against the hallway wall is nothing like any of the men I’ve
ever pictured, but it’s dark, as he planned it, so I can fill in the details
exactly how I want.


I don’t have to pretend that it’s his house,
because it is.


“What are you doing here?” His voice isn’t
commanding, but that’s the way I choose to hear it in my head.


“I’m waiting for my husband.”


He makes a scoffing sound, like the idea of me
waiting for my husband in his house is as ridiculous as it sounds.


“And yet here you are. Dressed like that.”


He’s talking about my slinky, slutty red dress. The
kind of dress that has one reason for ever being worn. To be noticed in. And
not just by my husband.


Two reasons, actually. It is a good dress to be
fucked in.


He understands both reasons. He knows.


“You came here to get fucked.”


“I’m with my husband,” I insist.


My excuse is perfunctory and we both know it. He
pushes me into another room. A bedroom.


At the sight of the bed I dig my feet into the
floor, as if my thin stiletto heels would be any match for him throwing me on
the bed. Yet it works, not because I manage to hold my ground, but because
instead of shoving me toward the bed he spins me around and pushes me up
against the wall.


I thrust against his hard chest, my gesture as
hopeless as using my shoes to set anchor.


He presses my face flat against the wall. I try to
resist, but all my motions are halfhearted, with none of my real strength
behind my movements. It’s as if my body not only knows where this will go, and
it too wants it. My mind isn’t putting up much of an argument.


“Spread your legs,” he demands.


I use words to offer the resistance my body isn’t
putting up. “Make me.”


I brace myself, expecting him to force my legs
apart. Instead he slaps my ass. It isn’t a terribly hard slap. Perhaps he’s too
close to make a good swing.


“You’re hurting me,” I say, even though he isn’t,
not really. Not the way I’ve been hurt before from being slapped on the ass. On
my bare ass, with no clothes at all to protect me. Over and over.


I expect him to threaten to slap me again, or harder,
or not on my still covered ass. Instead he presses his hand over my mouth.


I try to bite his finger but he pulls away as if he
knows my intent, and all I manage to do is clamp down on my own lip. He spins
me around and presses his mouth against mine. I can taste my blood. It doesn’t
stop him from kissing me, and after a brief resistance, because this should be
so wrong, my mouth opens. His tongue immediately thrusts into my mouth like
he’s telling me what he’s going to do with his cock. I’m all twisted, my lower
body still half facing the wall, my upper body turned to him, my breasts
crushed between us.


He grabs one of my tits and I can’t break free of
his grip or his mouth. I close my lips but he only takes it as a signal to
squeeze my breast harder. I try to surprise him by suddenly opening my mouth
again, not to accept his kiss this time but to clamp down on his lips with my
teeth, and after only the briefest hesitation his fingers clamp down like he
expects me to release right through my clothes.


The possibility of lactating throws me into a
delirious swoon and I almost pass out.


He takes advantage of my weakness and moves my legs
apart.


I grab hold of his hand and in my attempt to pull it
away from my swollen breasts I only manage to squeeze them harder until I’m
ready to burst. 


I scream into his mouth.


It must not have sounded like a scream of pain or
fear because he breaks off the kiss and stares into my eyes, daring me to deny
how much I love it. My silence gives him the consent he doesn’t need and he
thrusts his hand down the top of my dress and my bra, feeling for my now
hardened nipple. His fingers tighten on it, not losing their grip as he roughly
works my breasts out over the top of the dress.


He spins me around again, locking me in place between
the hard wall and his hard cock, pressing up against my ass.


My nipples bulge so far out they are crushed against
the wall. He grabs my wrists and pulls my hands over my head, holding me in
place like I’m tied up in a dungeon.


He drops one of his arms, making it clear he can
hold me in place with just one hand. I suck in air, holding it to silence even
my breathing, straining to hear the sound of his belt being freed, his zipper
coming down. He’s going to take me like this, holding me against the wall.


Instead he lets my wrists go.


In my head I collapse, but I barely move, my muscles
tense, perhaps still locked in place. In the sudden silence I listen for
voices, for someone who might overhear, who might be able to see. There’s no
one, which is disappointing for so many different reasons.


Now I hear a sound. Not voices, but his zipper
sliding down. Not a soft, smooth slink, but rather a ripping sound, the teeth
pulling apart the way he pulled my legs apart.


This would be the perfect time to run. But he’s
apparently sure I won’t, and his very confidence might be why I’m not trying to
escape. For this moment he’s the man of my fantasy, the kind of man I don’t want
to escape from, a man who expects me to do what I’m told.


He was right of course. I wore this dress tonight to
get fucked. I came here to his house to get fucked. No one is being forced
here, especially not me.


He knows it too.


He lifts the dress up, catching it around my chest,
twisting it like a rope that would bind me in place. He grabs my wrists again,
guiding me. Directing me.


He puts his mouth up against my ear. “Did your
husband fuck you in that dress?”


I clutch at the dress my husband paid for, a
reminder I’m still clothed. “No.”


“Why not? Why didn’t he fuck you?”


The obvious answer would be, Of course he fucked
me in it. But it wasn’t the truth. “I made him wait.”


“For what?”


Again I couldn’t lie, not to him. Not ever
to him. “For another man to fuck me first.”


I feel his hardness between my thighs. I try to
squeeze my legs together, but for some reason my muscles don’t respond, my body
again denying me control, making its own decision, to surrender. “No, don’t,
you can’t—”


“Going to fuck you right now . . .”


His shaft slips right by my flimsy panties as if
they aren’t even there. I feel my pussy opening up to accept him. “No, no!” My
denials have nothing to do with not wanting him to fuck me, my protestations
automatic utterances that have nothing to do with truth. 


“You want it!”


Though he is already poised at my entrance, it’s
still a shock when he spears into me. I cry out. “You’re too big!” I can’t
really tell for sure how big he is, it must be because I’m not ready, or
forcing myself to tighten in feigned resistance. “It hurts!” Maybe it does,
though I’ve had bigger cocks. Many cocks, much bigger cocks.


“Just the way you love it!”


He states it as a fact, like he knows me. Like he
knows how much I enjoy pain. When I speak next I’m not sure if I’m expressing
what I’m feeling or what I expect he wants to hear. “It’s so thick! I can’t!”


“You want it!”


He’s fucking me now, my inner muscles involuntarily
contracting around his cock. He fucks like he hasn’t fucked a woman he wanted
to fuck as much as he wants to fuck me, not desperate, but instead so turned on
he isn’t going to be able to last.


I want him to last. As long as possible.


I try to get him to slow down. “I—I’m not ready!”
Pretending, because as fast as all this is happening I’m already on the edge,
perhaps even closer than he is.


After all, it has been my fantasy.


“I don’t care if you’re ready. I am!”


“No, no, you can’t! Don’t! Stop!
Don’t . . . stop! Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”


The only part of my body not thrashing around are my
arms, reaching back to grab for him, desperately pulling him into me.


“I know you want it, take it!”


“No, no, yes, fuck, that’s so good!” And it
is. My mind catches up with my body, admitting the truth. I don’t care who
hears now.


His grunts rise in intensity to match, then surpass,
his thrusts. Any woman who’s had sex knows exactly when a man is close.


Especially if he’s in her unprotected.


My mouth again fills with pre-programmed words. “You
can’t! Don’t! You can’t come in me!”


Again he ignores me. Our bodies slam together, as
much as him pushing into me as me throwing myself at him. He’s back and forth
so fast I don’t think he ever gets all the way in, but what his thrusts lack in
depth he makes up in intensity. 


His grunt is almost disbelieving. “I’m going to
come.”


I automatically make my final, desperate plea,
because I think I have to, especially to this man. “No, you can’t! You
can’t come in me! I’m married!”


“This is what you want, this is what you’ve always
wanted!”


He knows this about me too.


“I’m going to scream!” My cry begins to build, but
it’s not a shout for help.


He clamps his hand over my mouth, though not hard
enough to keep me from screaming, as if he knows any sound I utter will be one
of ecstasy. “Scream all you want. I’m going to come.”


And he does. I can’t feel it in my pussy but I can
tell from how his body tenses, how he lets out a long shaking breath, how he
collapses his weight against me.


And then, because I cannot block the seed which is
shooting inside me, I do the only thing left to me. I sense he will not speak
again, and my eyes are already closed, so it is easy, easier than it should be,
to pretend it’s not this man fucking me, it’s another man, taking me
just like this yet not like this at all, a more forceful man, a rougher man, a
more demanding man.


A vision of such a man fills my mind, the cock in me
growing to match, my body reacting in the way I always react to such men.


Such a man wouldn’t care if I have an orgasm, and
because men like that have filled my fantasies and even my real life, it is why
I come now, my pussy tightening around the thickness of my fantasy man’s hard
cock, and I moan in the delirium as he fills my married pussy with his seed. 









Peter


Andie’s eyes were squeezed shut, and even
though she was fully aware of how near I was, and how much it must have
affected me to see how she reacted to being taken the way she’d been taken, I
didn’t speak. I didn’t want to ruin what she was experiencing, either in her
body or in her mind.


After all, I’d known for quite a while now that even
when we were having our most intimate sex she was actually fantasizing about another
man.


Which was what made it, for her, intimate in the
first place.


I stepped back, crossing to the bed and positioning
myself so I was propped up, facing the door, like I was waiting for her to
return. Or in a position where I’d been watching what just happened.


Without opening her eyes she moved back through the
doorway and out, making it clear she was choosing the first option. Making it
clear as well that she had been pretending it wasn’t me fucking her up
against the bedroom wall.


I looked down at my very wet, but very flaccid cock.
That wouldn’t do. I’d be hard if I was waiting for Andie to return home after
being with another man. A soft cock would mean I couldn’t wait and I’d jerked
off. There was nothing wrong with that, for either of us, but if that’s what
I’d done I’d be soft and dry.


I covered my crotch with the sheet.


She didn’t come back right away. Was she hoping I’d
get hard again? Or was she still in her fantasy, fingering herself into another
orgasm?


We’d brought her fantasy to life, the one she’d
shared with me in the car, and though our words were almost exactly the same, I
knew what we’d just done hadn’t truly captured her fantasy. Though we’d both
had an orgasm, there was something missing.


Someone missing.


A hard, rough controlling man.


I’d tried to play the part, but it wasn’t me. I’d
actually left out the really rough stuff, because she’d made it clear she
didn’t want that from me. Because it wasn’t me.


I’d done my best with the rest of it. And still I
felt I’d fallen short.


Still, there was no doubt it was hot sex for both of
us. She wasn’t faking. I knew her well enough to know she had no need to fake
it. She didn’t have to fake it because she felt comfortable having other men in
her head at the same time she had me in her pussy.


So was it good or bad that she couldn’t open her
eyes? That even as I gave her what she craved, she still had to pretend it wasn’t
me?


Not an easy question to answer at all.


Andie stepped back into the room. Her hair was
mussed up, the dress still askew.


“Oh,” she said, as if surprised to see me. “You’re
up.”


I wasn’t, but her wanton appearance stirred my cock.
“You know I always worry when you’ve been out alone. Anything can happen.”


Andie made a display of smoothing down her dress.
“What if it did?”


“What do you mean?”


She remained in the doorway, as if embarrassed. “You
wouldn’t think less of me, would you?”


I wasn’t sure where she was going with this. Was she
still playing a part, or was she suddenly concerned again that her
fantasies—and her actually being with other men—would bother me? “What are you
worried about?”


She dropped her eyes, seeing how her breasts were
very visible over the top of her still askew dress. She shifted the dress to
cover herself. “You wouldn’t think I was some kind of slut, would you?”


The way she said slut suggested she was still
in the role, though she was now shifting her thoughts from how she wanted
sex with another man to how she actually had sex with me.


Or maybe she was just making sure I was still happy
with our relationship.


Happy with my role.


Even if my mind had it’s uncertainties, my body did
not. My still wet cock pushed against the sheets. Probably not enough for her
to notice, but a signal to me of my response to the idea. My wife, the slut.


Out there, asking for it.


Why else wear a dress like that?


I played along. I was happy to play along, it
excited both of us. “If anything happened, I’m sure it wasn’t because you were
out there asking for it. I mean, it’s not like you go around dressed like
you’re trying to get men to look at you.” I paused, as if I’d just noticed her
sultry dress. “Oh, I see what you mean.”


She glanced down as if she’d just noticed her
dress. “You think this dress is too revealing?”


“Not revealing.
Just . . . suggestive.”


“Of being approachable?”


“More than that. Of being available.” I felt
another stirring. “Are you?”


“I’m a married woman. A happily married
woman.”


“I don’t think that quite answers my question.”


“Doesn’t it?”


I patted the bed. “Why don’t you come over here and
I’ll let you know.”


She glanced away. “It might be better if I hop in
the shower first.”


“Were you out dancing? Are you all sweaty?”


“Yes. But not from dancing.”


My cock rose another inch, my heart rate rising with
it. Andie hadn’t actually been with another man for a while. She’d hadn’t been
tonight, either, except with me. Was she trying to tell me she wanted to
be available?


Or had she already made herself available earlier in
the day when I’d been at work?


Had I unknowingly been the second man to fuck her
today?


Or the third, if you counted her fantasy man.


I patted the bed again. “You can always take a
shower later. You never have to be embarrassed with me.”


“Ever? About anything I might do?”


I couldn’t imagine anything that would embarrass
her. After all, she’d been fucked by other men, fucked two men at once, been
videotaped by me as she was getting fucked, given a blowjob in a limo to
Nathan Chase, been fucked by Nathan Chase in his office, been taken by a
massive sex machine, and been tied up and fucked by a woman.


She not only hadn’t been embarrassed by any of that,
but got off on it. What could possibly be left?


“I can’t imagine.”


She finally crossed the room, sitting almost primly
on the bed next to me. Yet she looked even more like she’d just had sex than
when we’d had sex in the past. Her fantasy man must have been a great fuck.


Her eyes were demurely down toward the floor as she
asked, “How about you? Will you be embarrassed by anything I might do? If you
are there, watching, I mean?”


I’d never seen Andie taken in front of an audience,
but I had seen her with two men at once. I knew there had been a video of her
on the internet, at least for a while. It wasn’t hard to picture men all over
the world jerking off while watching Andie get fucked. Maybe even watching the
video with their wives. It was pretty clear in the video that Andie wasn’t
acting.


And that she likely wasn’t married to the men she
was having sex with.


None of that had embarrassed me then. Or even now,
as I looked at the video. Which I did. Alone and with Andie. Far from it. I was
thrilled.


Because that hot woman was my wife.


“Are you trying to tell me something?” I prodded.


“Nothing specific.
Just . . . what the future might bring.”


She meant with Nathan Chase. Or perhaps Tara. I
still wasn’t sure how Tara fit in.


After all, Nathan Chase wasn’t one to share.


I lifted her chin, trying to discern the underlying
question in her eyes, without success. I kissed her with meaning, making it
clear I wasn’t playing a role now, this wasn’t a fantasy or a tease. “I could
never be embarrassed by you.”


“You told me that other women made you feel
uncomfortable.”


She was talking about one of my ex-girlfriends,
Ling. Ling had been shockingly unaware or uncaring of certain social
boundaries, talking about—and wanting to have—sex in public places. She’d been
far too wild for me. At the time, anyway.


Unlike Andie, Ling had made me uncomfortable with
certain aspects of the sex she wanted to have, which was weird, because Ling
was as sensual as Andie was, although in a very different way. Ling kept
pushing me, pushing me to places where I wasn’t sure I wanted to go, even when
the sex was good. She drove me nuts, because I was never sure what she wanted.


I wondered how I would have reacted to Ling’s
craziness if the timing had been different, if I’d been with Andie first.
Ling’s indiscretions might have seemed tame in comparison. After all, Ling’s
inappropriate conversations about sex were all about sex with me. It
wasn’t like she was fucking other guys and telling me about it after. “That was
different.”


“How? Why?”


Andie sounded like she really wanted to know. “You
know I don’t like making comparisons.” I stopped, because of course I made
comparisons all the time. Not between Andie and Ling or any other women, but
between me and Andie’s other men. Her rougher men. Her men with bigger cocks,
with more stamina.


She obviously made those comparisons too. She’d
admitted as much.


Comparisons that oddly excited me.


Because all that was obvious, I ended up answering
her question. “It was different because I didn’t love her.”


“Yet you had sex with her.”


“A lot of people have sex with people they aren’t in
love with. Haven’t you?”


“Not tonight,” she said firmly, and kissed me.


As the conversation had drifted into serious waters
my erection had subsided, and I wanted to keep it that way, especially with the
obvious reference to Ling. I didn’t want Andie getting any ideas that thoughts
of Ling were getting me hard. But Andie’s kiss deepened, and though it wasn’t a
sexual kiss at all—you have to be married to really know the difference,
because single guys don’t have kisses that lasted for so long with such
intensity that aren’t sexual kisses—my cock hardened to its fullness
before we broke apart.


“Thank you,” she whispered.


“For what?”


“For everything.”


“I don’t do it just for you.”


“I know. But you would.”


She was probably right, that’s how much I wanted her
to be happy. To have what she needed. “You wouldn’t let me.”


She glanced away. “I’m not always so sure. I still
think I’m being selfish. Now and again, anyway.”


“Don’t. You know the men—and the woman—you’ve been
with get plenty of pleasure. And that certainly includes me most of all. How
can that be selfish?”


“It’s not exactly the same. It’s me with others, and
you just with me.”


“You are all I want.”


She looked away again, her eyes narrowing, as if
deciding what to say or how to say it. When she turned back she held my gaze.
“What if I wanted you to be with other women the way you want me to be with
other men?”


I don’t know what I was expecting, but this wasn’t
it. “Is that what you want?”


“Just theoretical. I just want to know how you’d
feel if things were reversed.”


“It’s a hard question for me to answer. I haven’t
really thought about it.” Which was the truth. I wondered if I was the only man
in the world who only had fantasies about his own wife. “Where is this coming
from?”


“Just wondering.”


It was a question for which I had no ready answer.
Certainly I found other women sexually appealing. I’d just never spent any time
seriously thinking about fucking them. I doubted I could be intimate with
another woman without constantly thinking about Andie.


Andie seemed to realize the box she’d put me in.
“I’m not trying to trap you.”


“I haven’t thought about it. Really. I know that
sounds hard to believe.”


“I believe you.”


“So I don’t know. Because I haven’t had those
fantasies must mean I probably won’t be interested.” I meant that, but my cock
made no move to show its disinterest by softening up.


“At one time you said you’d never imagined me with
other men. Yet here we are. You certainly like it now. So how can you know for
sure you might not like being with other women?”


“I can’t. It just feels different. What we do feels
more together, even if I’m with you after you’ve been with another man.”


“What if we did it together?”


“You mean—.” Now that was a fantasy I’d had,
especially back when I was single. While I’m sure not every man fantasized
about his wife being with other men, I was pretty sure every man fantasized
about being with two women.


Why shouldn’t one of them be his wife?


Since Tara had entered the picture I’d certainly had
my fantasies about the two of them. Andie had told me, in great detail, what
they’d done together. Or more accurately, what Tara had done to her.


Even with all the details, I wished I’d been there.
“You mean me watching?” My fantasies had actually gone far beyond just watching
Andie with another woman.


Andie rolled her finger over my thigh, circling
around my erection, which was making a tent in the sheet. Her movement told me
she’d been aware of my hardness the entire time. “Or participating.”


“How would that work, exactly?” I asked tentatively,
not sure where this conversation was going or where I wanted it to go.


“Well, you could put this,” Andie grasped the
sheet and pressed it down around my cock, highlighting my erection, “into
another woman’s mouth, or her—”


“I get it, I get it!” I blurted, interrupting not
because I didn’t want to hear the possibilities, but because all my attention
was focused on what she was doing.


She didn’t stroke me, but pulled the sheet down
tighter, making promises with her words but encasing my shaft in what was
basically a homemade condom.


The head of my cock surged against the sheet. I kept
telling myself it was because Andie had her hand on me, even though she wasn’t
really stroking me.


I couldn’t believe how I could be erect so soon
after the intense sex we’d had. Yet I was certainly hard now.


I wasn’t sure what to say. I couldn’t think of what
woman would take part in such a threeway. Tara?


From Andie’s description, Tara was the female
equivalent of Nathan Chase. Dominant. In control. I couldn’t imagine Andie
telling Tara she had to fuck me. That was as unlikely as Andie insisting to
Nathan Chase that I was going to fuck his wife Isabelle.


Convincing a strange man to fuck my wife wouldn’t be
a challenge at all. Convincing a woman to have sex with my wife and me
felt like a pipe dream.


I bet Nathan Chase could convince a woman to do it.
After all, he’d found my wife sitting in a coffee shop, and not much later she
was doing whatever he asked. Certainly if he told Andie to be with another
woman she would comply.


Andie must have taken my silence as indecision. “Or
if that isn’t what you like, I could do what I made Isabelle do for Nathan
Chase.”


I hadn’t seen that either, but a lot of other people
had. Nathan Chase’s wife getting him ready to fuck another woman.


Is that what Andie was suggesting?


I stalled. “You told me all about it, but I have to
admit it’s still hard to picture.”


“Maybe a demonstration would help.” Andie threw back
the sheet, revealing my not so secret secret. She slid to the floor on her
knees, my cock tracking her movements like a telescope. “Do you want me to get
you really hard so you can fuck her?”


I didn’t know who her was, and I was already
really hard. I had no answer that made sense.


Or rather, the answer that made the most sense was
obvious.


I tried to deflect my part in my own fantasy. “If
that’s what you want.”


She made a little tsk-tsk sound. “That would be
selfish. This is supposed to be about us.”


“Would it excite you?”


She hesitated, stroking my cock almost
absentmindedly, as if, even this far into the conversation about a topic she’d
initiated, she hadn’t fully thought of her feelings on the matter.


“I think so. Under the right circumstances.”


“Which are?”


“Before I even try to answer that, I need to know if
you are interested in exploring the idea. Even as a discussion.”


It must have been a rhetorical question on her part,
because my quivering shaft was making its own statement. “I think so. But only
under the right circumstances.”


I’d thrown her words back at her, expecting she’d
call me on it for dodging the question. But instead she said, “Like her being
married?”


Whatever I’d been thinking or not thinking to that point,
everything abruptly shifted. She was casting me in the role of a man who gave
some married women what their husbands did not or could not.


A role I’d once wanted to play, with Andie. To be
the man who could give her what she craved so she wouldn’t need another
man.


Now she was suggesting I could be such a man, but
for another woman.


What would it be like, to have another woman under
me? To see the look on her face, and on her husband’s face, as I fucked her?


To see her wedding ring as her fingers gripped my
cock, just as I saw Andie’s ring right now? My focus narrowed, and suddenly all
I could see were those fingers on my shaft, I wasn’t looking at Andie, it could
be any woman’s hand, stroking me, getting me ready to take in her
mouth . . . 


As Andie did now.


Whenever Andie was giving me head I always looked
right at her. There was nothing more exciting than seeing my sexy wife, the
woman who so many other men wanted, sucking my cock. Telling me with her
mouth that no matter how good the other men were, no matter how big their
cocks, no matter how much they pleased her, she would still take me the same
way.


Tonight I closed my eyes.


For the first time since we’d been married I
fantasized about another woman sucking me off. Another woman wanting to make me
come. In her mouth. Or getting me ready to fuck her.


A married woman.


Taking me unprotected.


A fertile woman.


I swelled all over. My entire body felt bigger,
stronger, harder. With my eyes closed it was easy to pretend I had a massive
cock, a cock that would shoot so much cum it would fill a woman’s pussy to
overflowing.


I shoved my crotch forward.


Andie gagged, either because I had actually hit her
throat, or more likely because she was pretending along with me. Since I
couldn’t remember ever actually making her gag, it was easy to pretend it was
still another woman. A woman who wasn’t accustomed to a man with such a big
cock as mine.


What if it actually was another woman? Would
Andie be there, watching?


Just watching?


Would she touch herself as another woman sucked my
cock? Could that sight really turn her on as much as I got turned on watching
her suck another man off?


It didn’t seem possible.


If it didn’t turn her on, then she’d be doing it
just for me. Either because she thought it was what I wanted, or because she
felt guilty about her own sex with other men.


I wouldn’t want either to be true. Then it would be me
being selfish. For real.


The woman sucking my cock wanted me to be
selfish. She wanted me to be a bull. She wanted me to be the kind of man who
could get sucked for a long time and be so in control he’d last and last, until
he decided he was ready to take her. And then, even inside her, he’d still last
a long time, with the stamina of a real bull, giving her orgasm after
orgasm until he decided to spew into her married pussy.


I was in that position, but I wasn’t that man. I had
no chance, no chance at all, of holding out.


I blew my load into her waiting mouth.


She let out a series of moans, sounds of pleasure,
perhaps, or simply sounds of acceptance, not just of my release, but of my
admission that I was certainly turned on by the thought of being with another
woman.









Andie


Peter stuck his head back in the kitchen.
“I’m leaving.”


He’d already told me that, twice. It was
eight-thirty in the morning, the time he always left for the office. He was
either out of sorts or more likely just trying to see how I was after last
night.


I smiled at him. “Okay, see you later. Don’t work
too hard.”


If he remembered I’d already said that as well he
didn’t mention it. He crossed the room and kissed me on the top of the head,
hesitating, as if waiting for me to bring up the topic. Or deciding whether he
should.


I wasn’t ready for that conversation. I patted his
hand. “Drive carefully.”


He got the message and left, though his footsteps
were slow and measured, giving me a chance to call him back.


I didn’t.


After the garage door closed and the sounds of his
car drifted away, I sat absentmindedly stirring my coffee. I set down the spoon
and mechanically took a sip.


It was cold. That’s how long I’d been sitting there,
thinking.


About last night.


I wasn’t upset about learning that Peter obviously
did get turned on by the idea of being with another woman. Instead I was
confused for a lot of reasons. I was confused because I wasn’t sure if he would
have even considered the idea if I hadn’t brought it up. He’d never mentioned
such a fantasy, although to be fair he was the kind of man who wouldn’t, even
though I was a woman who slept with other men. And as far as I knew the only
porn he looked at were videos with me in them.


I was confused because I didn’t know why I’d
brought up the topic in the first place. In some respects it appeared to be an
obvious discussion that begged to be had. We’d certainly talked a lot
about me with other men. Why hadn’t we had a conversation about him with other
women?


I was a hotwife. Was there such a thing as a
hothusband? A husband bull?


I knew all about swinging and threeways. I just
never thought about being part of one. I had, actually, but that was different.
Though Peter had been there and participated, that wasn’t the plan going in.
And it was with other men. Not me and Peter with another woman.


Of course, that was before I’d had sex with another
woman.


I’d been spending a lot of time thinking about Tara,
too. I pushed that aside for now. I was more worried about Peter than I was
excited about Tara, and that was a pretty high level of excitement.


Most of all, I was confused because I wasn’t sure
how I felt about the possibility of Peter with another woman.


And whether my feelings would change if I learned
that Peter wanted to be with another woman.


Should I be bothered about him being excited, or
excited myself?


It was all connected, an intertwined world of
reactions, of possibilities.


Could I even imagine the possibility of getting on
my knees to get Peter ready to take another woman? A married woman? While her
husband and others watched? To see Peter so into it, into her, that he’d
be able to ignore any sense of guilt or embarrassment? How would that make me feel?


Did I want my husband to fuck another woman?


It should have been an easy question to answer. A
resolute no.


For some reason it wasn’t. Instead I was left to
ponder whether it wasn’t an immediate no because I’d been fucked by other men.


Or whether I’d get Peter ready for another woman
only if a dominant man told me to.


Or a dominant woman ordered me to.


Would I comply if Nathan Chase or Tara directed me
to suck Peter and stand helplessly by as he fucked a woman of their choosing?


I got up, dumped the coffee, and brewed a fresh pot.
I sensed this was going to be a long day of self introspection.

 


An hour later I was in the living room,
curled up on the sofa, yet another cup of coffee gone cold in my hand. This
wasn’t a particular problem I could call up one of my friends, even a close one
like Libby to discuss. Or even Halle and Sasha, women who knew me before I was
married, back in what I used to think of my wilder days. None of them knew
about what Peter and I did in our sex life. I wasn’t any closer to a resolution
of my conflicting thoughts so I decided to go out for a jog.


It was a good day for a run, and usually jogging
helped clear my head, but this morning everything kept reminding me of my
dilemma. A block ahead of me another woman ran in the same direction, and
though I couldn’t see her face, for some reason her body and posture reminded
me of Isabelle. As I waited for the light to change at an intersection, a woman
with platinum white hair driving a Mercedes idled alongside. She looked so much
like Charlotte I did a double take. I finally hit a long stretch where I was
alone, the only sound the pounding of my running shoes on the sidewalk.


Which reminded me of Nathan Chase pounding into
Charlotte after Isabelle got him ready.


I gave in, not fighting it, letting all the
experiences flow over me. Nathan Chase. Isabelle. The lactating women. Tara.


By the time I got home I was wet from more than
sweat.


I stripped off my sports bra and shorts and tossed
them in the hamper. The red dress I’d worn the night before as a tease for
Peter lay crumpled on the floor, as twisted as my thoughts.


I hadn’t planned on him—on us— acting out my fantasy
of being fucked by a stranger. It just happened. Which was fitting, in a way,
since that was the whole premise of the fantasy. Peter was wonderful, but he
would never be the man to take a woman that way. We both knew it, which had
served to put a cap on the fantasy’s intensity.


I didn’t want him to be that kind of man anyway.


It had been great, a fitting experiment, but I knew
it was one we wouldn’t repeat. Peter wasn’t rough enough, wasn’t demanding
enough. Not by a long shot.


That was fine with me. There were other men for
that. And women.


And most of all, Peter would never cause me any
bodily discomfort. The idea of being turned on by pain was an entirely
different dilemma for me, one which I’d have to deal with. My few tastes in the
past had been fleeting and almost accidental. Getting my leg caught in an
awkward position when having sex. A man grabbing my nipple too hard. Being
fucked in the ass by a big cock before I was ready or lubricated.


Forcing myself against a huge anal plug.


There had been nothing accidental about that, making
it pretty obvious by now that I got off on the pain. The question was whether
my reaction was only within an experience I could control. Nathan Chase had
slapped my ass, which at the time I thought was pretty painful.


Now I was certain it was only the tip of the
iceberg.


Peter, my darling husband, would never hurt me,
emotionally or physically.


Naked, I stared at myself in the full length mirror.
I looked like I always looked. My body was still in good shape, but there were
millions of women who had better bodies, even at my age. There were a few small
wrinkles at the edges of my eyes, barely noticeable. My laugh lines weren’t
pronounced, my skin relatively blemish free. I could see all my defects, but
even with my critical eye I was doing okay. Normal, but far from
perfect.


And yet, men wanted me.


Nathan Chase wanted me.


Tara wanted me. These were her tits. This was
her pussy.


Nathan Chase obviously wouldn’t agree with that, but
it hadn’t stopped Tara from making the claim. Which of course made her even
more captivating in my eyes.


What was it about my body or my face that attracted
such powerful men and women? Or was it nothing to do at all with my physical
appearance but only my utter willingness to submit?


I was sure that far better looking women were
willing to submit to Nathan Chase.


Or men like him. Just as I now realized how many
wives took on lovers with the full knowledge of their husbands, there also had
to be a lot of women who loved being with dominant men. Submissives. Single
women, married women. Women I saw on the street. Maybe even women I knew.


And for every woman who experienced it, there were
certainly so many more who only fantasized about it. So many women who weren’t
as lucky as I was.


I had Nathan Chase, and now perhaps even Tara. And
more important, a husband who understood my desires.


Although Peter didn’t understand the allure of pain.
It called to me in a way I could not understand.


Who wants pain?


Who got turned on by pain?


I took my nipples in my hands. Trying not to think
or prepare I squeezed them as hard as I could.


All I got was discomfort.


It wasn’t the same.


My naked body mocked me. I laughed at my
foolishness. It wasn’t the pain, but the experience. It was all about who
would squeeze my nipples. Who would dominate me.


Like the best sex, it couldn’t be done alone.


I sighed and got in the shower.

 


I ended the shower
with a blast of freezing cold water, but even that wasn’t enough to shock me
into a resolution. As I was drying off my phone rang. It wasn’t one of the
different ring tones I’d set for Peter or Lucinda when she called on behalf of
Nathan Chase. It could be one of my friends, or spam. I wasn’t in the mood to
talk to anyone right now, so I let the call go over to voicemail as I slipped
into nothing other than a long tee shirt, my typical alone at home outfit.


In the kitchen I made some herbal tea—the coffee
wasn’t doing much for me—and as I sipped it I came to the conclusion I should
have right from the beginning. I couldn’t leave things hanging with Peter. It
would be awkward, especially after we’d long since established we could talk
about anything. I resolved to get it out in the open. Talking with him always
clarified my thoughts, and I was sure he was having some of his own.


I predicted we’d laugh about the idea of him with
another woman. He hadn’t said that he wanted it, and really, neither did I. I
wasn’t even sure exactly why I’d broached the idea. Guilt, perhaps. If it still
didn’t bother him what I did with other men, and I was pretty certain it
didn’t, there would be no need for me to feel guilty. Or a sense of fairness,
not only because I had lovers, but more importantly, because Peter let me
explore other possibilities and learn what I might like. It would only be fair
to let him do the same.


We still had to talk more about Tara, too. I wasn’t
sure if that was a one time thing, brought about by the perfect storm of
opportunity—not to mention me being in an approachably vulnerable worked up
state at the time—or whether there was more to come.


With a course of action finally in place I ran up
the stairs to retrieve my phone so I could call Peter. We’d have a nice dinner,
just the two of us, a few glasses of wine to relax and reconnect as a normal
husband and wife, and then we’d—


The phone rang again just as I reached the bedroom.
I didn’t recognize the number, so I ignored it. Just as I was about to text
Peter another text came in.


Talk to me. T.


Tara. It had to be. The unrecognized number.


A rather demanding message, as well. Not Call me.
No hint of a please. 


It was not a request.


My heart beat faster. At the party, Tara had sensed
what buttons of mine she might push and pushed them. Hard. Painfully hard.


The best sex can’t be done alone.


She’d made me give her my number, but hadn’t given
me hers. She was so much like Nathan Chase, yet he’d given me his number when
we first met.


After the party, I wondered who would be the first
to call upon me. Was Nathan Chase done with me? Was I just an experiment for
Tara?


Both of them excited me so much I wasn’t sure who I
wanted to hear from first. Tara had made the first move. Did that make her more
dominant than Nathan Chase, or less?


I could push buttons too. At least on my phone. I
scanned through the missed messages and dialed.


Before I hit the last number my fingers were
shaking. I sucked in a breath and pressed Call.


As I waited for the first ring it dawned on me how
little I knew about Tara. The mystery was like strangers during a one night
stand. It was all about the sex, all the other elements of their lives set
aside for a few hours. Whether they were a good person. Where they were from. What
they did for a living. Since the party, I’d wondered all those things about
Tara.


But mostly I’d thought about the sex.


She picked up. I heard a long exhale, and could
picture her blowing out a mouthful of smoke, almost bored. Yet she’d called.
She hadn’t tired of me.


“Talk to me,” she said.


It wasn’t what I expected. “What do you want me to
say?”


“Just that.”


My willingness to do what she wanted immediately
reestablished our relationship. Her control. My knees felt weak, but I didn’t
sit down.


Because she hadn’t told me to.


If there was going to be a time to change the
dynamic, to make this more about a woman to woman relationship instead of a
dominant to submissive one, this was the moment. All I had to do was ask her
how she felt about us. Whether she had been thinking of me. Hell, I could ask
her how her day was going.


I could say I’d been thinking of her, putting
a little feeling into my voice, the way a woman would respond to a man calling
after their first date.


I didn’t do any of that. Which might have either
sealed my fate or confirmed I’d already made a choice.


She hadn’t spoken again, and I sensed it was because
she knew what I was thinking. Here she was different from Nathan Chase. Nathan
Chase wouldn’t have cared what I was thinking, he wouldn’t have even given me
the opportunity to reset the relationship after our first time together.


At the party, Tara told me she wasn’t really sure
where she wanted to be in the spectrum of dominance and submissiveness. She’d
asked me to help her decide.


It appeared she had.


“There’s another party next week,” she said.


“The same place?”


“No. Some of the same people.”


I immediately thought of Nathan Chase. How would he
feel about me being at a party he hadn’t invited me to?


Which spurred a new fantasy. Nathan Chase and Tara
fighting over me.


Or would Nathan Chase lose interest if I did what
Tara wanted? As far as he was concerned, he’d given me to Tara for one night
only.


Tara must have noticed my hesitation. Or predicted
my fantasy. “I doubt he’ll be there. It’s not his scene.”


I had no idea what that meant. It sounded both
ominous and tantalizing.


“Am I allowed to bring my husband?”


“It’s not that kind of party.”


“What kind of party is it?”


Another slow exhale. “Let’s just say that love
hurts.”


Now I had to sit down.


Peter deserved to see first hand what I did.
Otherwise he’d never understand. I might not either, and I’d need his help to
figure it out. “I still want him there.”


“I don’t get to make all the decisions.”


“I see.” Tara was telling me that though she could
tell me what to do, she didn’t have full control over the party. I
suddenly thought of a question. “Were you planning on going to this party
before you met me?”


Now it was her turn to hesitate, and this time I
didn’t hear any smoke being exhaled. When she spoke again her voice had a
little catch in it, not at all dissimilar to my own. “I wasn’t given a choice
in the matter.”


“By whom?”


“You’ll see.”


This was more complicated than I’d expected. My
night with Tara had made her want to dominate me, but that didn’t mean she
might not be submissive to another.


Love hurts.


What man or woman could command Tara?


I wanted to find out. And more than ever I wanted
Peter there. “Can you find out if they need a waiter?”









Peter


I pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant.
I’d come right from work because Andie had made a reservation for an early
dinner.


She’d chosen the same restaurant where I’d watched
her flirt with another man. A man who ended up fucking her. Had she chosen this
place for a reason? Was she going to flirt with a stranger? Would she walk out
with him, leaving me behind in the restaurant? Or in the parking lot, where I’d
jerked off as I watched her through the windows the first time?


My hands moved on their own, not to my crotch, but
guiding the steering wheel. On some kind of sexual autopilot, I found myself
parked in the exact same space as I had the last time.


And like the last time, I had an erection.


Maybe this was all one big tease on Andie’s part.
Last night had been a little awkward, and this was her way of getting us back
on track. Such was our life that back on track meant setting up a
situation where she’d find another guy to fuck.


A simple fuck with another man seemed rather quaint
at this point.


It was too early, the light all wrong for me to see
into the restaurant. Even if Andie was at the bar, flirting, I’d never know
from sitting here. I waited for my erection to subside, and when it didn’t I
forced myself to think about work and all the projects I had to do on the house
and a hundred other nonsexual things.


The reservation time passed, and though my cock was
still stiff I got out of the car and made my way inside. I didn’t spot Andie at
the bar and though it helped cure my erection I was a little disappointed.


I gave my name to the hostess and she led me away
from the bar toward the quieter, darker booths. Andie was already seated,
sipping a glass of wine. She didn’t notice me right away and it gave me a few
seconds to watch her undetected.


She was looking across the restaurant, toward the
bar. My first thought was that she was checking out the men. I slowed my steps,
wanting to see her reaction. Had she found a prospect? Was she already
fantasizing about some hot guy?


At that moment she turned in my direction. Her eyes
had a faraway look that might have been a fantasy or just that she’d been lost
in her own thoughts. As soon as she saw me her face brightened.


“Peter! I was just thinking about you.”


Which wouldn’t be so surprising, since she was
expecting me. I bent over and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Though she was
wearing a very loose, comfortable looking simple dress, she looked ravishing,
her eyes sparkling. “And what exactly were you thinking?”


She waited until the hostess left before replying.
“I’ll never tell.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “But I’ll show you
later.”


That sounded promising. “An interesting choice of a
restaurant,” I commented.


“I thought it appropriate. I mean, you never know
what might happen after being here.”


I caught myself in time before I turned to look over
my shoulder toward the bar. Did she already have a man picked out?


She must have noticed my movement. “He’s not over
there.”


Immediately my body responded as it always did when
I thought of Andie with another man. That confused, yet very distinctly
arousing reaction, the twist in my gut and a surge in my cock.


“Where is he?”


“Close.”


“Have you . . . have you decided
what you’re going to do?”


“Oh, yes. I’ve been planning it most of the day.”
She picked up her wine and took a sip. “Actually, that’s not right. This
morning I was mostly thinking about us. About last night. We do need to talk
about that, but not now. I thought we’d just have a nice dinner, relax, and
deal with it later. But then I got invited to this party—”


“By Nathan Chase?”


“Actually, no. By Tara.” Andie set down her glass.
“How does that make you feel?”


“I guess a lot of how I feel will depend on how you
feel.”


“I’m excited.”


And she looked it. I now wondered if the gleam in
her eye was about the party and not me. “Which means I’m excited, too.”


She smiled. “I’m glad to hear that. Otherwise you
won’t like my surprise.”


I was already thinking ahead to the party. About
Andie and Tara together again. About the implications of my wife with another
woman.


It was bad enough that other men could give Andie
what I couldn’t. A woman seemed even worse.


It wasn’t like a woman could have a huge cock.


Except, of course, Tara did. Would she use a big
dildo on Andie again?


Andie touched me on the hand. “I’m trying to work it
out so you can be there.” 


Which implied that if I was going to see Andie and
Tara together I might not be the only one in the audience. “Oh. What does Tara
think about that?”


“Tara knew you were at the last party.”


Which meant Tara didn’t care one way or another.
Tara, like Nathan Chase, didn’t see me as competition. “What’s Nathan Chase
think about all this?”


“I’ll guess we’ll find out, won’t we? That’s part of
the excitement.”


“He might not be pleased.”


Her eyebrows raised mischievously. “I know. The
question is who he’ll be displeased with. Me or Tara.”


“You think he’ll punish her in some way? From what
you described I didn’t think she was the submissive type.”


“I think she’s still figuring that out.”


“Like you, in a way.”


Andie’s eyes glittered. “Oh, no. I know where I
stand.” She made an odd shifting motion in her seat, like her leg had a cramp
or her dress had caught under her thigh.


“And where is that?”


“I’ll tell you later. Actually, I’ll show you. I
can’t wait to show you.”


I was about to ask her what she meant when the waiter
appeared. “Would you like to order?” He was a young, good looking guy, college
aged. His eyes were all over Andie, trying to look down the top of her dress
without appearing obvious about it.


I was about to say we hadn’t seen menus yet when
Andie spoke up. “We have a change of plans. Can you just give us the check?”


The waiter reluctantly pulled his eyes away from
Andie’s chest. “Is everything okay?”


“Fine. More than fine. Just a question of schedule.”


“You just had the wine. It’s on the house if you promise
to come back.”


The waiter hadn’t once looked at me. It was as if
his offer was for Andie only. If he cared she had on a wedding ring he didn’t
show it.


Andie gave him a dazzling smile. “What nights do you
work?”


I thought the guy was going to jump her right there.
Completely stunned by his own good luck, he said, “Every night except Sunday
and Monday.”


“I’ll remember that.”


He walked off, his head turned around as if he
wasn’t sure if this hot woman was teasing him or had propositioned him. I was
sure he’d be back in a minute once he regained his senses to ask for her phone
number.


“Not hungry?” I asked.


She watched the departing hunk, and then slowly
turned back to me. “Not for food.”


“I see. Should I leave? You can, you know.” I jerked
my head toward the waiter. “I could wait in the car.” Like I did the last time.


“Not him,” she said. After a moment she added, “He’s
probably too young for me.”


“Age is a problem?”


“I should have said too inexperienced for
me.” She looked toward the waiter again. “Although he does look strong.”


I was going to comment that he didn’t appear to have
the kind of confidence she wanted in a man, but on the other hand he’d just
flirted with her right in front of me. Maybe he was her kind of man.


“Let’s go,” she said.


I got up, and though I usually let her walk first
she nudged me ahead, pressing oddly close as we made our way out of the
restaurant. Her sudden desire to skip dinner, not to be with the waiter but to
be with me, had my cock in an uproar, and I was walking very funny by the time
we reached the door.


“Where are you parked?” she asked.


“In the back lot.”


“Me too.”


It was darker now, early dusk, when it was a little
hard to make out details. The parking lot lights hadn’t been turned on yet. We
got to my car first. As I turned to ask her if we were going directly home she
grabbed me by the elbow and pressed me against the car with a surprising
intensity.


“Do you know what it’s like for a woman to meet a
man and then follow him back to his place, knowing she’s about to have sex?
With all that time to think, time to have second thoughts, time to get worked
up. Time to wonder how good it’s going to be, whether it will be a one time
thing or the beginning of a relationship. But so caught up in the moment all
she can think about is him?”


I guess I’d had similar experiences just before
being with a woman for the first time, though not exactly like she described.
With most guys it’s much more of a I hope I get lucky tonight feeling
rather than a certainty.


She didn’t wait for my reply. “It’s an amazing
feeling. Even if you’re looking for more than a one night stand you can’t think
straight. I never could, anyway. Knowing that soon his hard cock was going to
be inside my body. Not knowing where or how many times. It was even
better if he’d already kissed me . . .”


She smashed her mouth against mine with a wild
abandonment. The way she might have been kissed long ago by a man she was going
to follow home. A man who took control.


I barely had a chance to return the kiss when she
had her tongue in my mouth.


I wasn’t one for making out in public, but the
ferociousness of her oral attack was impossible to ignore. I kissed her back
like we were in the privacy of our bedroom.


She broke away. Her eyes were so bright they shone
even in the dim light. “It must be different for a man, I bet. Even if you
press up against her breasts, or grab her ass, it can’t be the same as a woman
feeling a man’s cock, a cock that’s already hard.”


Which mine certainly was. Without thinking I spread
my legs a little, expecting she’d follow up her words by reaching down to see
for herself.


Instead she moved even closer to me. So close that
her hips smothered my cock, crushing it in my pants. The encroachment was so
forceful I thought she’d snuck her hand between us, but she’d actually taken my
hips in her hands and ground her crotch into mine.


Her hard crotch. Her erect crotch.


In amazement I looked down to see her dress sticking
out exactly the same way my erection pressed against my pants. Except my
erection was so much smaller.


I was so stunned it took me a few moments to realize
she was wearing a strap-on under her dress.


My ass contracted, but she had me pinned to the car.
There was no escape.


“Is this your surprise?” I gasped.


She thrust her hips back and forth like she was
fucking me right there in the parking lot. “Oh, no. This is my plan.”


Then she crushed her mouth against mine as she
slammed me against the car so hard the alarm went off.









Andie


Lying naked, spread-eagled on the bed, my
ankles were already lashed into place. That had been easy, because it would
have been ridiculous to resist, a sham.


My right wrist was next, held tightly to the bedpost
with a leather belt. By this time I was breathing much harder than I had been
even after my long exercise run.  The sheets had long since lost their
coolness, and now served as nothing more than a platform for what was going to
be done to me.


I was on my back, two pillows holding my hips and
ass up in an awkward, bordering on painful, position. A clothesline looped
around each bedpost, one end hanging loose, the other end wrapped around each
pillow.


The angry looking dildo, removed from its strap-on
harness, stuck up between my thighs like a female cock. For a moment I was safe
from its assault, the pillows my only protection from being impaled.


The last binding, the one around my left wrist, was
a struggle to get started. Not because I was finally resisting being tied down,
but because I’d had to use my teeth to pull the strip of cloth, which I’d
preset into a slip knot. I left just enough slack so I could grasp the end of
the clotheslines holding the ropes attached to the pillows.


The strip was very long, as long as the sheet
beneath me. Because that’s where I’d ripped it from, too much in a hurry to
find something else that might work. After the final binding was firm, I filled
my mouth with as much of the strip of cloth attached to my wrist as would fit.
A gag.


I was as helpless as I could be.


I wished Tara were here. To see. To see what I’d
done for her.


To take me.


Before she hung up she’d asked, “What are you
wearing?”


“Just a tee shirt.”


“Take it off.”


I did, manipulating it over my head, removing my ear
from the phone for only a heartbeat, because I didn’t want to risk missing a
single command.


She hadn’t asked me if I was alone. She hadn’t even
asked me where I was, yet she expected me to obey.


She didn’t speak. All I could hear was her
breathing. Or maybe it was my own.


Finally I could take it no longer. “What do you want
me to do?”


“No matter what you do next, it won’t come close to
what it would be like if I was there.”


Without another word, without another command, she
hung up.


I cried out in despair, as if a really hard cock had
pulled out of my pussy just as I was about to come, my insides pulsating and grabbing
at nothing, just as it was now.


I knew it would be useless to call her back. I fell
back on the bed, my fingers going between my legs, already knowing even a rough
rubbing of my clit wouldn’t do more than work me into a higher frenzy.


My eyes darted around the room, looking for help.
Anything.


And settled on a leather belt thrown over a chair.
Not one of Peter’s, one of mine. The same belt I’d worn to the party where Tara
had fucked me.


After that, what I needed to do was obvious.


I’d frantically torn the top sheet to shreds with my
teeth, creating long strips. I lay on the pillows, then balanced the strap-on
underneath me, holding it in place with my inner thighs, a painful stretch once
I’d tied my ankles.


It wasn’t close to what Tara would have done to me,
but it was the best I could do. And she wouldn’t be under me, even with a big
dildo. I’d be on my stomach, and she’d be very much on top.


I’d grown wetter with each step in my self binding,
a masturbation foreplay. I shifted my hips, the dildo rubbing along my thighs,
teasing my clit into such a hardness it caressed the shaft.


With a savage thrust I lifted my hips and painfully
stretched forward, lining the tip of the dildo up with my opening.


I tightened my fingers on the rope and pulled. The
top pillow jerked free, my hips coming down hard, the dildo slipping past my
swollen labia into my pussy.


I moaned into the gag, shifting my hips up and down
as far as the bindings allowed, nowhere near enough, more a tease than a real
fuck. I closed my eyes, pretending it was Tara fucking me, holding me down,
just as my fantasy stranger had pinned me to the wall.


I could hear Tara’s voice. This pussy is mine!


I cried out into the gag. Fuck me, fuck me!


And she did, my hips slamming into the bed, each
thrust digging the bindings into my wrists and ankles. I was so close, so fast.
Would she give me the rest of it? That whole dildo?


I arched my back to take my weight off the other
pillow. The dildo slipped free as I yanked the cord attached to the pillow,
jerking it free. At the same time I yanked my head to the side, pulling at the
sheet with my mouth, the slip knot tightening around my wrist, binding me.


My body contorted, my pussy, frantic to be fucked,
overshot the dildo as I came down hard.


The dildo squeezed into my unprepared ass.


I screamed into the gag, flailing and thrashing
wildly, trying to get it out, my bindings and my fantasy working against me,
insisting that the dildo go in.


I saw Tara’s face. I heard her voice. This ass is
mine!


Love hurts.


I succumbed, falling back down hard, the dildo
taking me full in the ass, stretching me open, going deep,
deeper . . . 


I screamed again, at the violation, at the pain, at
the acceptance.


Love hurts.


I bit down on the gag, the relentless dildo
inescapable. I gnashed my teeth, spitting out pieces of cloth, working my way
up to the knot, which was now tight with spittle. I panicked, thinking I might
not be able to get free.


My ultimate punishment. Not because I was ashamed to
be found like this by Peter, but because I would have to wallow in my frenzied
arousal, unable to get off.


I tore into the knot, finally breaking loose. I’d
lost all feeling in my fingers. I rubbed the sensation back into my hand by
smashing it against my swollen clit. I came within seconds, the hard cock in my
ass now an exclamation point on my out of control release, my body pulling
against the binding like I was being electrocuted.


When it was finally over I curled into a ball, still
tied up, the dildo still inside me, my ass constricted around it. I’d had the
most intense self inflicted orgasm of my life.


Tara was right. It still wasn’t enough.

 

Much later, after I’d cleaned everything
up, I’d called Peter to make sure he was available for dinner after work. My
original plan was for us to go to a nice quiet, romantic restaurant, a place to
relax and get us in a good connected mood to talk. About him and other women.
And about me with other women. Specifically Tara.


We needed to have that talk, now more than ever. But
I wasn’t going to be calm and relaxed, not tonight. I was still reeling, and I
hadn’t even been with her. I clearly needed to get some things figured out in
my own head before having a discussion with Peter. Though there was still a
chance such a conversation might happen tonight, I had another question to
resolve.


So I changed my choice of restaurant. Instead I
picked the place where it had all started, where I’d first learned that Peter
got excited thinking about me with other men.  At the restaurant where Peter
had seen me flirt, where Rick had tricked me into thinking Peter had set up my
date with him.


No matter how much I wanted Tara, no matter what
claim she made on me—or Nathan Chase made on me—I was not going to leave my
husband out of it. Which is why I’d asked Tara if he could come to the next
party.


Which is also why I wanted to take Peter back to that
restaurant. If we were going to reconnect, it wouldn’t be to return to our old
way of living, the relationship we had where there was little sex, where I
secretly fantasized about other men instead of enjoying what my husband
provided.


No, it would be to return to our wonderful, shared
thrill of our own, newly discovered sex, sex made better by me being
with other men.


Perhaps other women, as well. Peter and I needed to
discover the truth about that, and we needed to do it together. Not with Peter
being with me and Tara—I hadn’t gone there in my head, I couldn’t even
contemplate how that could be possible—but with Peter being with me after
Tara. Or Peter watching me and Tara.


After all, if Peter wanted to lick me after I got
fucked by a man, he certainly might want to lick me after I got fucked by a
woman.


He loved that, and so did I. The feeling of his
mouth on me, of his tongue in me, was simply indescribable. It made me feel accepted
by him, part of him, practically taken by him. Yet at the same time it made me
feel strong. Dominant.


Tara apparently was deciding whether to be a
dominant or a submissive. Or both.


In a way, I was helping her make that decision. She
had me to dominate. Though my own latent submissive tendencies had already been
revealed by both Nathan Chase and Tara, I could not deny the thrill I got from
having my own level of control. My own sense of dominance. I needed to make a
decision about whether I was to be only a submissive or would also want to
dominate.


I didn’t think I could experiment on Tara. Did
dominants and submissives take turns with each other? I’d missed my opportunity
to dominate Tara first. Now I didn’t want to risk the dynamic that was already
established between me and Tara, a dynamic that had just been so clearly
demonstrated.


So whether I could switch back and forth with a
partner from dominant to submissive was an interesting question, but one for
another time. And I couldn’t imagine it would be with Nathan Chase, either.


I felt more than comfortable enough to talk to Peter
about it. After all, he’d helped me accept not only my desire to be with other
men, but to embrace his acceptance of it. He would be willing to help me in any
way he possibly could. My plan for the evening had been to talk to him about
other women. I needed a new plan, because the question of whether I was to be
both a dominant and a submissive would haunt me and would need to be resolved.


I was contemplating exactly how I might do this as I
was putting the strap-on away. The always hard and ready shaft stood up
straight, like it was raising its hand to offer a suggestion to my question.


I suddenly knew what answer it was going to offer
up.


I snapped the dildo onto the strap-on harness.









Peter


 It was a long drive home.


Not that I hit traffic, not that it took any longer
than it should have. It just felt longer.


Just like I could still feel the demanding,
unyielding shaft Andie had pressed into my crotch.


She’d been wearing the strap-on the entire time at
the restaurant. She’d been wearing it as she walked in, as she sat there
waiting for me. As she talked to me. As she flirted with the waiter.


Neither he nor I had any inkling of the secret she
had under her loose dress.


That’s why she’d walked so close behind me. While I
was struggling to hide my erection, so was she.


It was quite a surprise. Yet she’d said it wasn’t a
surprise. It was a plan.


For me.


My ass tightened on the seat so hard I could barely
concentrate on my driving.


Her plan.


To fuck me.


Is this how it felt for powerful men? Knowing in
advance that sex with a woman they’d just chosen wasn’t just a possibility, it
was a certainty? Knowing that once they got hard, their cocks would be put to
good use?


She’d taken me once that way, and though that too
had been planned this felt so different. Not a means of introducing me to what
it felt like to be anally stimulated, but to be taken in the ass.


I shuddered as I remembered the last time. It wasn’t
a sensation that was easy to forget.


We’d never repeated the experience, but the strap-on
was always around, a temptation as much as a threat.


Why had she put it on tonight? Weren’t we supposed
to be having a conversation about other women?


Was this Andie’s way of telling me that if I was
going to be with another woman it would be only with one wearing a strap-on?


 A car horn blared. I jerked my head up. The car
flashed by. I’d drifted lanes, my speed way too high. I glanced in the mirror.
Andie’s car was right behind mine.


I slammed on the accelerator, wanting more than
anything to get home. When I looked in the mirror again Andie was still close
behind me.


Right on my ass.

 


I left the car in the driveway, not taking
the extra few seconds to pull into the garage. Andie screeched to a halt, her
door slamming shut in unison with mine.


She was pressed against me as I unlocked the front
door of the house.


“Upstairs,” she said firmly.


I dutifully rushed up the stairs, and though my legs
were longer than hers she was only a step behind. She pushed me into the
bedroom and shoved me against the wall.


The bedroom was dark, but the light from the hallway
lit up Andie’s eyes like twin high beams, an intensity rivaling any I’d ever
seen her display, even in the midst of sex.


She pressed into me, her acquired appendage firm
against my crotch.


Maybe she was in the midst of sex.


“What were you doing at that restaurant?” she
demanded.


And with that one question, I knew where this was
going.


“I was meeting my wife.” I didn’t have to disguise
my voice tonight, as I had the last time one of us was pressed against this
wall. I didn’t have to sound like another man. Just myself.


“Why was she there?”


“To have dinner with me.”


Andie made a dismissive sound. “You believe that?”


“Yes. Though she might have been there—she might
have chosen that restaurant—for a different reason. To find a man to
fuck.”


“What kind of man?”


“A powerful man, a strong man, a
man . . .” I don’t know if I leaned forward or whether it was
Andie grinding a suggestion into me, her strap-on now threatening to crush my
balls . . . “a man with a big cock.”


“And how does that make you feel?”


I was certainly having feelings, mental and
physical. “It makes me feel good. I want her to have a hard cock.”


She grabbed my hand and directed it between us. “It
appears she does.”


I wanted to believe I didn’t know what had got into
her, but of course I did know. This was the other side of Andie, not the
submissive Andie, the woman who offers up her ass to be slapped by Nathan
Chase, or gets on her knees to suck him in his office, or takes a massive anal
plug for him. This was the Andie who pulls me between her thighs, who grinds
her pussy into my face.


“Spread your legs,” she ordered.


My response was automatic. “Make me.”


I expected her to try to do just that, and braced
myself, but instead she stepped on my foot with her sharp heel. It isn’t really
painful, but the surprise discomfort is enough to catalyze another automatic
reaction. I pulled my foot out from under hers, which of course spreads my legs.


Neither her dress nor my thin slacks are any barrier
for her relentless strapped-on dildo, digging into my crotch harder than her
heels dug into my feet.


I’m about to voice the next words in the script, in
her fantasy, about her hurting me, even though she isn’t, not really, but she
smashes her mouth on mine, keeping me from speaking, a kiss so intense I almost
forget about our dueling cocks.


I fight her kiss, because that’s what she wants, but
it’s really hard to do, not only because of her strength but she is so hot
right now, so sex crazed, so with me. For one of the first times ever I
am completely, totally, one hundred percent sure she’s not thinking of another
man.


She wouldn’t do this to Nathan Chase. Or Rodney, or
Jamal, or probably any other man.


Just me.


And in that moment I truly understood what she’d
been talking about back in the parking lot. About the excitement of a new
experience, a new sexual partner. The certainty of the sex and the uncertainty
of the kind of sex.


About knowing she was going to be inside me.


I wanted it. I wanted it because she wanted it. And
most of all, I wanted it because I was the only man who could give her this.
The other men in her life could slap her ass, could fuck her anywhere and in
any opening, could make her do all sorts of decadent things. But just as I was
the only man who would willingly lick her after she’d been fucked, so too was I
the only man who could be in this role, this position.


This was just another way of how I could accept who
she was. And, ironically, another way I could reclaim her, just as I reclaimed
her by licking her pussy after another man had come in her.


But of course I couldn’t tell her all that, it would
ruin everything. I’d have to show her.


She’d have to make me.


I half turned, like I was attempting to get away.
She grabbed for my wrists and spun me around, pressing me against the wall. I
think I can get away, but actually I’m not so sure, she’s that wound up. My
uncertainty must show because she let’s go my hands.


And holds me pinned to the wall with her hardness
pressing between my cheeks.


“Pull down your pants.”


I must have hesitated because her arms reached
around me, not to unbuckle my belt but to dig her fingernails into my chest.
Once again it only hurts a little, though I can’t really tell if it’s because
my shirt is in the way or if she is holding back.


I undo my belt.


I expected her to back off to give me room to drop
my pants, but she stays on me like a glove. As I lower my pants the dildo is
dragged down for a moment and then snaps back up, catching me between my
thighs, stinging my balls before it settles in my crack.


I’m trying hard not to think of it as a cock.


I lean forward to slide my pants down my legs, and
as I do my ass sticks out toward her, and of course toward the dildo. Either by
chance or by her design it lines up directly with my tightness, and I cringe
involuntarily, expecting the worst, but she steps back, places her left foot on
my bunched up pants, and stomps down, driving them hard onto the floor.


For some reason I don’t feel foolish at all even
with my pants down around my ankles. Not because it isn’t a ridiculous
position, but because it’s the position she wants me in.


I want her to tell me what to do.


And my cock is rock hard, pressing against the wall.
I can’t feel foolish with such proof of how turned on I am.


Andie takes my wrists and puts them up over my head,
just as I’d done to her in this exact spot, but it wasn’t me, it was me playing
the part of her mystery stranger, the man who took her in her fantasy, who shot
his cum in her even as she begged him not to, not because she didn’t want to be
fucked, but because she was a married woman.


She was a still a married woman.


She pushes my head against the wall. My sense of
smell becomes oddly sensitive, a hint of paint, of mustiness, of muskiness. She
lets go my arms, knowing I am not going to move.


Fabric rustles. She’s lifting her dress.


I gasp out. “Don’t.” I don’t give her a chance to
respond, because I don’t want her to stop or want her to think I don’t want it.
I only want her to think she is making me want it. “I’m married.” It
should sound stupid but it doesn’t, not at all.


She laughs, which is the only response I deserve. As
if being married was any real concern of a man who pulled down his pants and presented
his ass. Or a concern of the woman who was going to take him, especially that
way. Just like her mystery man wouldn’t care if she is married.


Andie would care that she was married, but
only because it made being taken by such a man even better.


I brace, expecting her to spear into me, because
it’s going to really hurt.


Nothing happens, although everything is happening. I
hear another sound, then an object hitting the floor.


“I’m going to fuck you. Right now.”


“No, don’t!”


She grabs my hips and pushes forward. The dildo
spreads my cheeks, sticky warm. She’s spread lube on the dildo, which I hadn’t
expected.


She knew pain was for her, not for me.


“You want it!”


“No, no . . .”


The dildo glides forward. Slick as it is, when the
head penetrates me my eyes squeeze shut from the assault. “It’s too big!”


“Just the way you love it!”


“I’m not ready!”


“I don’t care, I am!”


And without warning she pushes it in.


I groan at the relentlessness of the pressure, of
the spreading, of the indescribable feeling of being filled. Nothing else I’ve
ever experienced has been like this. It’s even more intense than the first time
she took me this way, with my legs up in the air, moving slowly, gently,
looking into my eyes, easing it into me, easing me through the newness.


Tonight is nothing like that.


She isn’t probing me with a sex toy to accentuate my
arousal, she’s fucking my ass for her arousal.


The dildo goes in, in, until I feel like I’m going
to explode, and then pulls out, just past the tightest spot, and the momentary
release from the pressure is like the mini orgasm of a pre-cum, until she
pushes forward again, the sharp, quick pain there and gone, then she’s back
into me. She does it again and again and again, each time faster, the torment
of the encroachment not lasting as long but coming more often. With each thrust
my cock springs up and down in response, slapping against the wall.


Then she’s fucking me in earnest, pushing so far up
my ass her legs smash into my thighs.


My mouth is opened in shock, at the intensity, at
her intensity, at the enormity of the dildo and the enormity of what my wife is
doing to me. We’re so connected, more connected than we’ve ever been, mentally
or physically, but I need more.


I reach back, painfully arched, and grasp her hips
the way she is grasping mine. “Don’t! Stop! Don’t!
Don’t . . . stop! Don’t stop!”


The script of the fantasy, but words I would have
spoken even if the script had never existed. Words demanded by the intensity of
the desire. Hers and mine.


My hands slip around to her ass and pull her toward
me, into me, adding force to her thrusts.


She’s practically screaming. “I know you want it!”


“It’s so good! Fuck me, I love the way you fuck me!”
Which had always been true, and just because it was her in me instead of me in
her didn’t make it any less true.


Andie begins making a noise between a grunt and a
moan, the utterance she makes when she is getting fucked, but with a more
demanding overtone. She sounds like she’s on her way to an orgasm, which
appears impossible, because I know where her hands are, and she isn’t rubbing
herself.


Unless she’s driving her clit into the back of the
dildo.


She lets go my hip with one hand and pushes my shirt
down over my cock. Her other hand also moves. I can’t see what she is doing
with it, but I can imagine.


She never stops fucking me.


“Whose ass is this?” she demands.


That’s a new line, but the answer is obvious.
“Yours! It belongs to you!”


She rewards my correct response with a plunge so
deep I can feel it in my balls.


“Only I get to fuck you like this!”


Her meaning isn’t lost on me. Though she might fuck
me in other ways, she would be the only one who would ever fuck me in the ass.


I couldn’t make the same claim about her, about me
being the only one to fuck her in the ass. Or her pussy. “Only you! Fuck me
like only you can!”


And she does.


Her eager utterances increase in intensity. When she
finally speaks her voice is filled with both certainty and awe. “I’m going to
come!”


I can’t believe it’s possible. “You can’t!”


She slams me into the wall, the dildo so far in me
the straps dig into the back of my thighs. She shudders against me, she is
coming, her spasms so powerful I can feel them push deep inside me. The
vibrations of her demanding release flow through me, right in to my cock, like
she’s pushing out my cum from within.


My cock rises, caught under my shirt, sticking
straight up. I spew, a pulsating release on my stomach, stickier than the lube.
Her spasms jerk me like a marionette but she’s holding me pinned to the wall,
and I have no way of escaping either her hard shaft in my ass or her complete
and utter control over my entire body.









Andie


I laid my head against Peter’s chest,
curling up my legs, wanting him to feel big against my body. Not satisfied, I
pulled his arm over me. Making myself appear vulnerable, needing the protection
of the stronger man.


It was the least I could do after what I’d done to
him.


After it was finished I’d run into the bathroom. Not
because I was embarrassed at what I’d done, but because I was embarrassed at
how excited I still was. Peter had obviously felt how much fucking him had
turned me on, and there was no need to rub it in.


In the mirror my eyes were shockingly wide, my chest
heaving. I pulled off the dress. I wasn’t sure I could ever wear it again
without thinking about how it had hidden the strap-on. How I’d driven to the
restaurant, then walked from the parking lot to my table with a hard shaft
between my legs.


It gave me a new appreciation for men who got
erections in public places. At least I had a dress to hide mine.


I tried to compose myself. My experiment to see how
much dominance I enjoyed had been successful. Too successful. There could no
longer be any doubt in my mind—and Peter’s—how much I loved it.


I should have warned him.


Which would have likely ruined the experiment.


I would have to explain, apologize. This was so far
beyond holding his head in place as he licked me.


The hard dildo mocked my regret. I could almost
imagine it speaking. I’m ready for you to do it again.


I pulled off the condom which I’d slipped over it at
the last moment, wiped off the lube, unsnapped the dildo from the straps, and
gave it a good cleaning. All of which obviously needed to be done. But the
hardness kept mocking me. Getting me ready for the next time, I see.


The bedroom was still dark when I came out of the
bath. Peter was just entering the bedroom, wearing just his underwear. I
assumed he’d gone into the guest bathroom to clean up.


I realized I still had the strap-on and the dildo in
my hand. I set them down on the night table.


By silent consent we got into bed, and I’d
immediately curled up next to him. It took me a while to find the right words,
and even then they seemed woefully inadequate.


“I’m sorry if I went too far. I don’t know what got
into me.”


Peter let out a little laugh. “I know what got into me.”


I raised my head to look at him, now wishing I’d
turned on the light so I could see his reactions more clearly. “I’m being
serious.”


“So was I.” After a moment he added, “There’s
nothing to apologize for.”


“I hope I didn’t hurt you.”


“You didn’t. It’s more of a discomfort—”


“I didn’t mean that part. I know all about that.”
I’d taken much larger objects in my ass, artificial and real, with much greater
force.


“Right. I guess you would.”


I touched him on the forehead. “I mean hurt you
here.”


He took my finger and kissed it. “You could never do
that. You would never do that.”


“I would never intend to. But it’s nice to hear you
say you believe it.”


“I do.”


“Thank you for making it as real as possible by
going along. That’s why I didn’t give you any warning.”


“I know. I told you I understand this side of you.
Wanting to be in control.”


He sounded like he was telling me his true feelings.
Still, I went on. “I know this sounds like a rationalization. It’s just that
I’m caught in this strange space. About wanting to totally submit. To Nathan
Chase. And now to Tara. When I do, it feels so—right. And I have no interest in
competing with them. Trying to take control of them.” I hesitated,
looking for a way to say what I had to say without it sounding like an attack
or a complaint. “But I also really get off on being dominant.”


“Can I ask you a question?”


“Anything.”


“Do you think you might want to dominate another
man—or another woman—or is it just me you want to do it to? I mean, is it
because I’m available—and very willing—to have you do it to me?”


“I don’t know, honestly. I hadn’t let my thinking
get that far ahead. That’s part of why tonight even happened.”


“I’m fine with it either way. You know I’ll always
support what you want to do. If you want to be submissive to Nathan Chase or
Tara or whoever, that’s fine. If you decide you want to dominate them or anyone
else, that’s fine too.” Peter laughed. “It would be hard for me to object
anyway. It wouldn't make much sense for me to say you can be submissive but
can’t be dominant.”


“Even to you?”


“Especially to me. Think about it from my
point of view. You know I want you to get from other men what I can’t give you,
or you don’t want to get from me. Like being really rough. Or being dominating
and controlling. And I want to give you what other men can’t or
won’t. Sometimes it’s to watch. Other times it’s to jerk off for you. Or lick
you after you’ve been fucked. This is just more of the same. If you end up only
wanting to dominate me, that might be the best outcome.”


I hadn’t thought of it that way. It made surprising
sense. We’d already discovered, together, that what we did sexually was nothing
at all like what I did with other men. “I think I understand. You just have to
promise me that if it goes too far, if I hurt you in any way, if you have any
regrets at all—”


Peter stroked my hair. “I’ll tell you. But you have
to make the same promise. That no matter what you choose to explore with
others, you won’t get hurt either.”


He was talking about an emotional hurt. At least
that’s how I chose to translate it, because I’d tasted the allure of pain, and
I knew I had another appointment with it.


“I promise,” I said. For a while we just lay
quietly, then I asked, “Tell me what it felt like. Not the physical part. I
want to know if you feel the same way I do. About being the one not in charge.”


“It might be different for a guy, but the first word
that comes to mind is liberating. Most guys are thinking about sex all
the time. How and where they might get some. Wondering what magical words or
acts will get a woman into bed.”


I laughed. “Is that what it was like for you?”


“Pretty much. At least when I was young. And even
later . . . Sorry. I didn’t mean to bring that up.”


I knew what he meant. “No need to dance around it. I
was cold to you.”


“So you can imagine what it’s like. Well, maybe you
can’t, because I’m sure it’s not the same for a woman, especially a woman as
pretty and sexy as you are. I mean, not that you or all attractive women go around
just having sex, but you know you can have sex anytime you want. You basically
just have to point at a guy and he’s going to want you.”


“It’s not always that easy,” I protested. But it
was, actually. For me, I’d never had a problem getting sex, the problem was
finding the right kind of sex. Hard enough sex.


Peter scoffed. “We could try a different kind of
experiment. Let’s go to a bar, or back to that restaurant, and I’ll point to a
guy. All you need to do is go up to him and start chatting. I bet you anything
he’ll want to have sex with you.”


“I might not want to have sex with him.”


“Give me some credit, I’ll pick out a good one for
you. But that’s not my point.  You can get it whenever you want, you always
could. Maybe some women can’t as easily because of the way they act or look.
Not fair, but that’s the way most men are wired. It’s biology.”


I was trying to stay on topic but the idea of Peter
picking out a stranger for me to hook up with was tantalizing. I quickly
changed the subject. “You were saying . . .”


“Right. So a guy finally gets the woman. It’s going
to happen. The sex. Now he’s thinking of how to please her. What kind of
foreplay does she like? Does she want oral? What’s going to get her off? Being
on her back, or on her stomach? Doggy style? Being on top?”


I laughed in spite of myself. “Men really worry
about all that?”


“I did. Don’t you remember our first time together?
I was a nervous wreck.”


“You were sweet.” That didn’t sound very positive,
so I added, “It was refreshing.”


“Not disappointing?”


“Not at all. I mean it. It was refreshing. Your
attention. Like you cared what I wanted. Really cared. Instead of just taking
what you wanted.”


“I thought men who took what they wanted was what you
always wanted.”


I twisted up so I was balanced on my elbows, looking
Peter right in the eye. I could feel his heart beating against mine. “Not to
marry.” I kissed him, a gentle, long, loving kiss, to support my words. “And
now I have both. Proving that you still care about what I want.”


“I feel the same way. I’ve never been with a woman
who cared for my feelings anywhere near as much as how you care.”


I smiled. He was being extra sweet, not making a
distinction between how much I cared for how he felt now compared to earlier in
our marriage. “That’s so nice. Are you talking about here,” I touched his
heart, “or here?” My hand drifted between his legs.


“Very much both. Just the fact that we are having
this conversation is proof.”


“You haven’t finished your story. About how you
feel. After you were so worried about making all your women happy.”


“That was my point about it feeling liberating. To
not have to think of what to do to please a woman. To please you. Just to be
told what to do. To know I’m pleasing you because I know it gets you excited to
be calling the shots. You aren’t pretending, I can hear your excitement
in your voice. I can feel it, more than just physically. And the fact
that I can’t imagine you doing what you do with me—to me—with any other man is
icing on the cake.”


Peter had captured the spirit of my own
submissiveness. There was an exhilarating freedom in letting go, in being taken
for a man’s pleasure. Or a woman’s.


This wasn’t the time to talk about Tara. This
evening had started with just me and Peter, and I thought it should end that
way.


“I want to make sure you understand it won’t always
be that way between us,” I said. “Or even most of the time. I still love all
the other things we do together.”


My fingers had lingered on his softness, and to
prove the truth of my words I slid down his chest, planting kisses along the
way. I mouthed him through the fabric of his shorts, first his cock, then his
balls, being especially careful now.


His first sex with me had been refreshingly gentle
compared to the last man who’d had me prior, and I wanted to be just as gentle.
Especially in comparison to the last sex Peter had, with me taking him hard in
the ass.


I nuzzled him into a soft erection, willing to do
whatever it would take to make him feel good again. I realized it might not be
easy, given how completely he’d given himself before. He might not even be able
to get it up, and I didn’t want him to feel badly about that.


I didn’t care if it took all night.


I stripped off his shorts, holding his shaft between
my first finger and thumb, then cradling it in my palm like a tiny pussy. I
kissed the head, flitting my tongue in his slit, then rode my tongue down,
planting more kisses, past the end of his shaft, onto his balls, under them.


I didn’t stop.


His entire body tightened as my tongue continued to
slide down. He’d taken it from me, and now it was my turn to give back. I
hesitated slightly, not because I wasn’t willing to go farther, but because I
wanted to see what he wanted.


His answer was to shift sideways on the bed, lifting
my leg and placing it over his chest, putting us in a sixty-nine position.


He reached around my thighs, and I did the same to
him, initiating our connection.


I took his entire cock in my mouth.


I loved the feeling of having all of him in me in
this way, it was as fleeting as the first penetration in my pussy. It was so
rare, a sensation for me far less common than being fucked, because I’d been
fucked so many times, yet had been able to take a full cock in my mouth so few
times. Most of the men I’d been with would be fully erect by now, and few had
cocks I could take all of.


Peter didn’t harden right away, my fear returning
that he wouldn’t be ready.


I knew what would work.


I slowly dropped my hips, bringing my hovering pussy
closer and closer to his face. In our position I had no way of knowing, but I
was certain he had his eyes open.


His cock hardened with each inch I moved closer to
his mouth.


Bringing on another wonderful thrill, that of having
a cock harden in my mouth.


He lifted his head to meet my downward movement, and
as he grew to his fullness I lost control, pushing down, not sure if he was
kissing me or licking me.


I engulfed his entire shaft, willing my throat to a
relaxation the rest of my body couldn’t have. Perhaps it was the position, but
I was able to keep all of him in my mouth. I breathed through my nose.


I wished he could see me now. Did he know I had all
of him?


His tongue drove in me, trying to bypass my clit. A
tongue in a pussy doesn’t feel like much, but sitting on a man’s face does. I
gave my hips a little wiggle and pressed into his mouth.


He responded with a groan which rose along his shaft
and into my throat, a shudder almost like an ejaculation. I lifted my head,
dragging my lips along his skin like an oral hand job, took a deep breath, and
went back down on him.


And once again took all of him.


He responded by dragging his tongue out of my pussy
and up my labia,  and when he pulled my entire swollen clit in his mouth it was
clear he was telling me he knew I had his entirety in my mouth, just as he had
all of me.


He sucked my clit.


He probably didn’t know how sensitive I was, how
hard I had smashed myself into the nub on the back of the strap-on, how I had
used it to get myself off. My clit rebelled, but the rest of my body eagerly
drove my hips down until my clit screamed in torment.


Without thinking I clamped down on his cock. He
cringed and softened, letting go of my clit, a clear reminder that only one of
us in this relationship enjoyed pain.


 I gently sucked in, and quickly got him hard again
with my mouth and by grinding my pussy on his face.


I’d never had any man fully in my mouth without
gagging. It was a new experience for me, one of many only Peter could provide.


He unwrapped his hand from around my thigh, and I
thought he was going to push me off, that I was pressing down too hard.
Something fell on the floor. Before I could think of what it might be my pussy
was entered and stretched in a way that no tongue could achieve.


Peter had taken the dildo and pushed it into my
pussy.


Now it was my turn to moan, a moan which didn’t stop
as he slid the cock-like hardness in and out of my pussy while continuing to
lick me.


It was like getting fucked and licked at the same
time. A man behind me, a man underneath me.


My husband underneath me.


My husband underneath me as another man fucked me.


My moan turned into a wail, smothered not by a gag
this time, or a dominant man’s hand, but by the cock filling my mouth.


He was fucking me hard now, fast, full thrusts,
taking me deep. His tongue went back and forth from my clit to my opening,
thrusting in each time the dildo pulled out.


His cock surged. The last thing I heard before he
shot down my throat was the sound of him swallowing the juices dripping from my
pussy.


I came with him, gushing into him, over him, and he took
it all, pushing the dildo, the cock, all the way into my pussy.


I lifted my head ever so slightly so I could taste
the last of his release.


I hadn’t tasted any of what came before, because his
cock was so far down my throat. The salty proof of how turned on he’d been
licking me while I was being fucked brought on a new wave of wetness, and I
came again and again, the orgasms rushing together like waves.


I stayed on top until he softened in my mouth, then
gave the head of his cock a gentle kiss. I reversed my position on the bed, the
dildo still in my now very tight pussy, all my muscles contracting around it.
Peter’s mouth was glistening.


I kissed him.


He smiled contentedly. “You taste so good.”


“So do you.” I slipped the make-believe cock from my
pussy, pulling more wetness out, dripping onto my thighs like so much cum. And
not just mine.


I held it between us, then licked it clean, my eyes
open, letting Peter once again see my excitement. I took as much of it in my
mouth as I could, but not even I could take all of it. As I let it out it
looked very big, a cock between us, a literal and figurative cock between us.
With my other hand I took Peter’s now soft shaft in my palm. Not to make a
comparison, because that wasn’t fair.


Peter didn’t mind. He took my wrist and guided the
cock back into my mouth. “I love watching you do that. I think we should get a
bigger dildo.”


With my eyes I let him see how much I liked that
idea. I used my eyes because my mouth was busy, sucking the dildo like it was a
real cock. Another man’s cock. The cock that had just fucked me as Peter licked
me.


I let it go with a sigh. “Bigger? For me or for
you?”


He pushed the cock back in my mouth. “Yes.”









Peter


The party house was smaller than the last
one, though small was a relative term, as it still dwarfed our home. It
also had a long, private drive opening up beyond a gatehouse, but the
similarities ended there. This was an old Victorian mansion, elegantly
maintained. The gabled windows and climbing vines suggested a place of mystery
and dark secrets.


“I wonder what the neighbors know about what goes on
in these houses,” mused Andie. “I’d never expect that if I dropped in on one of
the houses on our street there would be a sex party going on.”


“I don’t think this is exactly the drop in kind of
neighborhood.”


“Or maybe they’re all here. Like when you have a
loud party, and you invite everyone on the street so they don’t complain?”


We went through the same ritual as before. A doorman
gave us the warning about phones, and waited courteously but studiously as we
put them in the glove compartment before a valet whisked our car away.


I appreciated an expensive Mercedes coupe which
pulled up right behind us. “We’re going to have to get better wheels if we keep
getting invited to these parties.”


Andie took my arm. “I doubt the guests or the hosts
care about what we arrive in.”


“Speaking of which, who are the hosts?” I hadn’t
been invited to a party without knowing the hosts since college, when we’d hear
about a party and just show up.


Andie laughed. “I have no idea.” 


The couple who’d arrived just before us looked
normal enough, although a little eccentric, the guy in a light blue blazer and
a multicolored bow tie. He looked like a college psychology professor. His wife
wore a tie-dyed formless dress, a modern day hippie.


Tara had told Andie to wear something comfortable
and “accessible” in black, white, or yellow, which of course led to another
round of shopping and modeling outfits for me. In the end she’d bought a
shortish black wrap skirt and a soft and silky button down ivory blouse with
sling back heels. I hadn’t been told what to wear, so I’d gone with a blue
blazer and dark gray pants.


I hoped I didn’t have to put on a waiter’s outfit
with a bow tie.


A very professional looking woman with tied back
hair and a very erect posture stood at the door. Another woman, dressed like a
cigarette girl from the forties with a frilly white dress and a pillbox hat,
stood nearby with a tray.


The woman with the tied back hair said, “You must be
Peter and Andie.”


“Is it that obvious?” Andie asked.


The woman gave us a practiced smile. “I know all the
regulars. There aren’t many newcomers.” From the candy girl’s tray she selected
a yellow band made of a stretchy fabric with a clasp. She placed it around
Andie’s neck like a choker. “Your colors have been chosen for you tonight.
Yellow, for submission.”


Andie likely knew this was how she’d be viewed here,
but it still provoked a gasp. She fingered the choker like it was a new sexual
partner.


I didn’t see any bow ties on the tray, which was a
good sign, but I wasn’t left out. The woman picked up a pink pocket square,
folded it expertly into a stair step pattern, and tucked it in my jacket breast
pocket. “Pink is for just watching.”


It appeared I’d graduated from staff to voyeur.


She patted the square and gave me one of her perfect
smiles. “Enjoy your evening.”


We were ushered inside. “Kind of bitchy, don’t you
think?” I muttered. “She didn’t seem to care if you enjoy your evening.”


“I’m not here to enjoy my evening. I’m here to make
Tara enjoy hers.”


“Isn’t that the same thing?”


“I guess it isn’t for them.”


I squeezed Andie’s arm. “It is for me.”


Andie’s eyes melted. “I’d kiss you right here if it
wouldn’t ruin my lipstick.”


“Probably not a good idea. Not about the lipstick,
but kissing me. It might ruin your image.”


Andie touched the choker. “This is who I am.
At least here. No kiss will change that.”


We walked through a large foyer with two
semi-circular staircases on either side. Thick rugs spotted the dark wood floors.
The walls were mahogany, every inch covered with paintings in gilded frames.
Some of the paintings were huge, depicting a wildly eclectic array of subjects,
ranging from Victorian weddings to scenes of the French revolution. A life
sized portrait of a man had been painted directly on the ceiling.


“Who’s that?” I wondered.


“I think it’s the Marquis de Sade.”


The next room was a formal living room, with stiff
backed upholstered chairs, stuffed settees, and heavy maroon drapes over the
windows. There were no alcoves with statues, living or otherwise.


Andie wasn’t the only one with a choker. Both men
and women wore them in yellow, green, and gray. If not for the colors, there
would be no way to predict their preferences by their appearance. The greens,
for instance. If the color code was the same as the last party, that would mean
they liked pain. One woman wearing a green choker looked like a shy wallflower
in a long muted paisley dress, yet a far more confident looking woman with the
same green choker wore a tight black leather skirt and spiked heels.


I was relieved to see that Andie hadn’t been given a
green choker.


I was also glad that I wasn’t the only one with a
pink accessory. For the men it was mostly pocket squares, and for the women
silk scarves.


Two more women dressed in cigarette girl outfits
appeared at our side. One tray held champagne flutes. The other had more
colored chokers, scarves, wristbands and pocket squares. When Andie eyed them
questioningly the woman explained, “In case you change your mind during the
evening.”


We each took champagne and the women moved off. I
sipped my drink. It was by far the best champagne I’d ever tasted. “I wonder
how many people change their preference.”


“Or are allowed to.” Andie glanced around. “Do you
recognize anyone from the last party?”


It was a somewhat smaller crowd, although we hadn’t
yet seen the rest of the house. As I scanned the room for familiar faces I
wondered if this house also had signs on the private rooms for what went on
inside. “I think those are the Henderson’s,” I said, nodding toward a middle
aged couple sitting in a love seat. “The hosts of the last party.”


“You’re right. And she’s got a pink scarf on, which
makes sense. Lucinda told us they like to watch.” Andie’s eyes darted around.
“I don’t see Tara, do you?”


“I don’t even know what Tara looks like.”


“I described her to you pretty well. Very pale,
super thin. A little goth looking. She might be smoking a thin cigarillo.”


I didn’t see anyone like that, but I did see another
guest who looked familiar. A very tall black woman, her hair cropped so short
she looked shaven. “Wasn’t she—”


Andie saw who I was looking at and visibly
shuddered. “From the first party. She offered me the dildos. For the
machine . . .”


I hadn’t witnessed that part, but did see the black
woman officiate the marriage ceremony between the bride and the cuckold groom.
I prayed that wasn’t in store for the evening.


The woman must have noticed us looking at her
because she raised her glass in a silent toast. We returned the gesture. She
was dressed in a long dark purple dress and both her and the dress reeked of
royalty.


She didn’t have a scarf or a choker, and I noticed
that quite a few of the other guests didn’t either. I remembered the couple who
had arrived before us and it dawned on me that some people’s clothes were the
color code. The man had a multi-colored tie, the woman’s dress also a mix of
colors. They were in the anything goes camp, which I assume included
dominance, though the man didn’t look at all like what I expected a dominant to
be. On the other hand, if I hadn’t known Andie I would never suspect she was a
submissive.


Though there was a muted hum of excitement in the
air, there was very little going on that I could see. All the action had to be
elsewhere. “Pretty tame, don’t you think?” I asked Andie.


A voice behind me said, “It depends on what you
consider tame.”


I turned to see the woman in the tie-dyed dress and
her professorial husband. Her face was rather plain, her hair and eyes brown,
although she had a killer body and a casual, sexy openness.


“I don’t really have enough experience to know,” I
admitted. “This is only my second party.” Which was true. I hadn’t been invited
to the first one.


The woman leaned in close to Andie and I swear she
sniffed. Not dismissively, but rather like she was deciding if Andie was good
enough to eat. “I’m surprised to see you in yellow.”


“I agree,” said her husband.


“I’m sort of deciding,” said Andie.


“Yet you wear the yellow.”


Andie glanced at me. “It’s complicated.”


The woman laughed. “Only if you make it.”


“What are you deciding between?” asked the husband.
“If you don’t mind my asking.”


“Let me guess,” said his wife. She perused Andie
like she was looking at a fine piece of art. She did the same to me, but I felt
more like a used car being assessed. “Dominant or submissive.”


“Or a switch,” added her husband. “Maybe a little
bondage thrown in for good measure.”


“You can tell that from looking at me?” asked Andie,
surprised.


“That’s one way.”


I wasn’t sure what she meant. “Your colors. Does
that mean you are deciding too?”


They seemed to find my question amusing. “Oh, no,”
said the man. “We like all of them.”


The woman nudged him. “Why don’t you show her what
she’s missing, dear?”


The man reached into his jacket pocket and pulled
out a small remote control unit, like the ones used for flying model airplanes.
He extended a short antenna and pushed a button. A green light came on. He
looked up at Andie. “If you’d been wearing red I’d offer you the honors.” He
held the box out to his wife.


Her previously unremarkable eyes sparkled as she
placed her finger over a red button. “Let’s do it together.”


The man put his finger over hers and together they
pressed down. Instantly there were two shrieks, one behind me and another
slightly more muted, which sounded like it came from the next room. The cries
were of more than simple surprise.


“Nice range,” commented the man.


Andie and I had automatically spun around at the
sharp yell. Nothing appeared out of the ordinary, although a few guests were
looking to our left. Behind me I heard the woman say, “Let’s do it again.”


This time the source of the cry was obvious. A
slender woman in a bright green, high necked dress had collapsed against the
wall. She was staring down at her breasts, her mouth agape.


“Let’s give them a good long one,” said the man
behind me.


The woman in the green dress jerked like a defective
robot, her hands coming up to her neck like she was going to pull her dress
off. Three other guests crowded around her, a man and a woman, both with gray
collars, and another woman in a green top, who I swore was looking on in envy
at the convulsions.


Another cry, from the other room, clearly a man.


The couple with the remote control stepped past me
to get a better look. “They picked a good one,” said the man.
“Electro-stimulation,” he explained. “From a distance. Fabulous technology.
Must have been on her nipples.”


“Let’s go find the man,” said his wife. “I’m betting
his receptors weren’t on his nipples.” She gave us a little ta-ta wave,
took her husband’s arm, and walked off.


The woman in green had turned pale. She slowly
lifted her hands to her breasts, drew back her head, and sighed. Her small
audience looked on as intently as scientists, or guys watching porn, though
quite a few of the guests hadn’t even turned at the outburst.


The woman in green’s eyes darted around the crowd. I
wasn’t sure how she could tell, but she immediately picked up on the eccentric
couple leaving the room.


And followed them.


I couldn’t believe what I’d just witnessed. “Damn.”


I expected Andie to agree, but she didn’t answer.
When I looked over at her she was wistfully following the progress of the woman
in green. I grabbed her arm before she did something stupid, turning her
around. Another commotion was underway in the far corner of the room, and to
get Andie away from the couple with the remote control I guided her toward the
small crowd which had started to gather.


A woman in a short, frilly bright yellow dress was
bent over, her head facing the other way. My first thought was that she was one
of the cigarette girls. Behind her stood a stunningly beautiful, incredibly
tall but perfectly proportioned Nordic blonde wearing a leather skirt and vest,
both tight, with high boots. Purple boots.


She held a leash attached to the bent over woman’s
yellow collar.


The big boned blonde looked very familiar, and then
I realized I’d seen her at the last party, in one of the rooms, dominating a
woman who had appeared to be Asian. As we got a few steps closer it became
clear that the bent over woman in yellow was the same woman. Once again I still
couldn’t see her face, her long hair in the way.


The tall blonde lifted the Asian woman’s dress,
exposing her very petite, finely boned ass. The Asian woman twisted in
resistance, but made no move to otherwise keep from being exposed. I peered
around the shoulder of a guy in front of me and discovered why. Her arms were
bound in front of her and lashed around the back of an armchair.


“That’s the brat,” commented the man in front of me.
I wasn’t sure if he was talking to me, but I pretended he was and asked,
“What’s a brat?”


He glanced at me, taking in my pink pocket square,
then turned back to the action. “New, huh? A brat is a sub who likes to push
back.”


I remembered how the Asian had done that at the last
party, egging on the blonde. I didn’t quite understand. “Why would she do
that?”


It was Andie who answered my question. “To get more
punishment.”


The tone of Andie’s response was enough to make the
guy turn to her. He was wearing a purple tie. He gave Andie a knowing grin. “Of
course. You’d understand. But there’s more. You take a quick look, you see a
dom and a sub. But a brat—at least this brat—wants to know if the dom
has what it really takes. To truly tame her. If the dom can’t rise to the
challenge, the sub will move on to another dom. It’s all about respect.” 


His eyes flicked to a man who had joined the group,
as blonde as the dom, tall, with longish wavy hair. The tall man wore a yellow
collar just like Andie’s. He stood off to the side, more focused on the blonde
dom than the Asian woman.


The blonde dom glanced over at him briefly, then
reached around the bent over woman and did something with her hands I couldn’t
see. The Asian flinched but didn’t speak. The muscles in the dom’s arms bulged,
and it was clear she was squeezing the Asian's breasts.


I cringed in sympathy, expecting a scream. The Asian
woman yelled out, but it wasn’t in pain. “Is that all you can do?” she mocked. She turned her head towards the tall blond man with the
yellow collar. “Jealous?”


I looked back and forth
between them, trying to figure out what was going on. The look on the man’s
face gave me the answer. It was the dom’s husband, it had to be. He was being
forced to watch his wife dominate another sub, the position he wanted.


A sub, but a watcher too.


The dom pulled back, flipped the end of the leash,
and snapped it against the sub’s thighs. The blond man flinched more than the
sub did.


The man in the purple tie said, “Hilda’s letting the
brat get to her.”


“She’s losing control,” commented another. “The brat
is going to need more than her nipples being crushed and a few flicks to be
tamed.”


If I’d been one of their group I might have agreed,
given how I’d seen Hilda force the brat to take a massive dildo. The brat
actually wiggled her ass like she was goading Hilda to give her another
lashing.


Hilda raised the leash, then lowered it slowly,
perhaps recognizing the futility, an indication of her own limitations. She
turned away, making eye contact not with her husband, but with a slender dark
haired man wearing a black shirt who was looking on impassively, in the
audience and yet apart from it.


“Time to call out the big guns,” said the guy in the
purple tie.


I wasn’t sure if he was referring to the man in the
black shirt, and though the other guy responded, I didn’t catch his words.


Because the Asian woman had turned around, casting a
disdainfully distinct look of disappointment on her failed tormentor. It was a
look I’d actually seen before.


Now I knew why the Asian woman’s ass had seemed so
familiar.


It was Ling.


My ex-girlfriend.









Andie


At first I couldn’t believe how the
submissive woman was acting. I’d instinctively understood her position, and why
she wanted more. What was surprising was her approach.


I couldn’t imagine being a brat with Nathan Chase.


Was it because I already accepted his dominance? He
already had my respect in that regard. It appeared this strong blonde woman
Hilda did not have her sub’s full respect.


Would Tara stand for me being a brat?


I turned to Peter to see how he was responding to
this exhibition. His eyes were glued to the two women, a look of stunned shock
on his face. Poor man. My husband had willingly let me dominate him in one
special way, but it was pretty obvious he didn’t quite yet comprehend the true
extent of submission.


Hilda stepped back, apparently at a loss. I got a
good look at the sub for the first time. She was a very pretty Asian woman. I
didn’t know enough Asians to tell whether she was Chinese or Japanese or
Korean, though she did look vaguely familiar. I wondered if I’d seen her at the
last party. Though still bent over because she was bound to the chair, her head
was turned around toward her audience. Her gaze moved away from her dom, almost
dismissively, confirming my suspicion that neither one of them had got what
they wanted.


The Asian woman’s eyes roamed the part of the crowd
she could see, perhaps looking for a better dom.


Her eyes settled in our direction.


Not on me. She must have noticed my yellow choker,
taking me off the list of possibilities. Likely she was checking out the two
men next to Peter who both wore purple ties. They stepped forward, likely
translating her look as a sign, a desire for a stronger dom.


The Asian woman’s eyes passed right by them and settled
on . . . Peter.


My own eyes flicked back and forth between them,
confused. Was she hoping Peter could be her dom? I instinctively moved between
them, not really thinking, just reacting. Protecting what was mine.


Peter’s mouth was agape.


The Asian woman bit her lip, and let out a little
sound that I could only translate as astonishment.


Then she wiggled her ass.


Though there were at least ten other people nearby,
there was absolutely no doubt in my mind her tease was directed at Peter. Hilda
jerked the leash, pulling the sub’s head back. Her dress fell down, covering
her tiny butt. Hilda tapped the leash in her palm, as if contemplating what to
try next. Finally she walked around to the back of the chair and freed the
bonds. 


All but one of the purple clad watchers surged
forward, apparently wanting their chance at taming the brat. The man who didn’t
move was standing a little apart, and the only reason I hadn’t noticed him at
first was because he was farthest away from me, only his back visible. He had
on a loose fitting, pure white shirt that reminded me of what a Spanish dancer
would wear, and in fact had that earthy Mediterranean look. His black hair was
longish but not long, untamed, yet the rest of his demeanor reeked of control.
His skin was naturally olive dark, his brows full, his eyes penetrating.


He was breathtaking.


He alone didn’t step forward, but it was to him that
Hilda turned and offered the leash. “I can’t do
anything with her, Raoul. Maybe she needs your kind of touch.”


All around me I heard
sighs of resignation, but no one stepped forward to argue or compete. The
handsome Iberian made no response to the offer, and I fought the urge to step
forward myself. Not to compete for control of the brat, but so that he might
pick me instead.


He was that compelling.


Hilda jerked the leash
again, forcing the Asian to turn away from Peter and toward Raoul. Peter
mumbled something I couldn’t make out. I turned to see him still staring at the
Asian in shock.


I shook his arm. “What’s
the matter?”


His mouth opened and
closed a few times before he answered. “That’s Ling.”


“Who?”


“My ex, remember?”


Now it was my turn to
stare at her. I realized why she looked somewhat familiar. I’d only seen her in
a few photos that were probably eight or ten years old. And of course in the
pictures she hadn’t been trussed up. “What’s she doing here?”


“I have no idea. I bet
she’s asking herself the same thing about me.”


Hilda was having a quiet
conversation with Raoul, probably trying to convince him to take her bratty
problem off her hands. I don’t know what possessed me, but I grabbed Peter’s
hand. “Come on. I want to meet her.”


I half dragged him through
the remaining onlookers. I could tell he wasn’t thrilled, but I was on a
mission. I had a dreadful need to meet one of Peter’s ex-girlfriends, and at
the same time was being drawn to Raoul.


 Just before we reached
them I heard Raoul say to Hilda, “She’ll have to agree. Even then, I might or I
might not.”


He turned and walked away,
his tight pants accentuating his even tighter buns, his ass as firm as Ling’s.


Ling called after him. “I
can take anything you can dish out!”


Hilda was left holding the
leash. She sighed and gave it a tug, but her heart wasn’t in it. As soon as
Raoul left the room Ling’s eyes turned away from him and back to Peter.


Then to me.


I could only imagine what
she was thinking. She certainly had noticed my matching yellow collar. Though I
wasn’t leashed, she undoubtedly would assume Peter was my dom. That he had
tamed me, yet had certainly never tamed her. Which put me in a rather inferior
place in the pecking order.


But she’d also certainly
notice Peter’s pink, not purple, pocket square, likely making her as confused
as I was.


We stared at each other in
Peter’s presence, the oddest threesome. Now that we were face to face, I wasn’t
sure what to say. Even in her garish outfit and the rather embarrassing
position I’d seen her in, she was very pretty. I shouldn’t be jealous, after
all, Peter was with me, not her. I wondered if he ever fantasized about her and
what he was feeling now.


I was searching for a way
to introduce myself when Peter grabbed my arm. “Hey, is that Tara?”


I jerked my head around.
“Where?”


“A pale goth just walked
past the doorway with that tall black woman.”


I didn’t see either of
them. Now I was torn. I wanted to meet Ling, but didn’t dare miss Tara. I was
actually rather surprised, and disappointed, that she hadn’t come looking for
me.


“Run along,” said Ling, in
a sing-song voice. “Peter and I have so much to catch up on.”


Her insinuating tease was
almost enough to make me want to stay. Peter looked relieved, but not for the
reason I feared.


“I’ll help you find Tara,”
he said.


Clearly Peter was looking
for an excuse to get away. Before I could reply Ling grabbed my other arm, and
for a moment I was literally pulled between them.


Hilda yanked Ling’s leash,
but not before Ling pressed her mouth to my ear. “Every time you suck your
husband’s cock, remember it was in my pussy first.”


I’d never struck another
person in anger in my life, but I came very close to slapping the bitch. The
only thing that stopped me was her smirking eyes. She was goading me.


And what kind of wife
slapped her husband’s ex-girlfriend?


I forced down my anger.
Peter had barely mentioned this woman, she couldn’t mean much to him. Or
perhaps he hadn’t mentioned her much because she had meant a lot to him.
She certainly was sexy. I knew women like her, and they drove men crazy with
lust.


My first taste of
masochism hit me like lightning. The desire to learn whether this woman still
turned Peter on.


I practically pushed Peter
toward her. “She’s right. You two must have a lot to catch up on.” I gave Ling
my sweetest smile. “That is, if you are allowed to.”


I didn’t trust her, but I
trusted my husband. Without waiting for an answer I turned and walked away.









Peter


My head was spinning. Still stunned at
seeing Ling, and especially witnessing her submissiveness, had me reeling.
She’d always been the wild one, but if I had ever pictured her at one of these
parties, it would be as a dominant.


Of course, I’d never even
imagined these parties existed.


Maybe that’s why I
hesitated going after Andie. My shock.


Or was it because I wanted
to find out how Ling ended up here? As a submissive, no less. A resisting brat,
but still on the receiving end.


Hilda tapped her leash
against her palm, obviously intrigued. She might have been hoping for a bit of
recompense, that she wasn’t the only one who hadn’t tamed Ling.


I hadn’t even known I was
supposed to.


So much suddenly came back
to me. Ling’s hot body. Ling’s still hot body. That incredibly formed,
tight ass. Her slim thighs and small, arched feet. Her tempting coal eyes. Even
her luscious hair, hair which had more than once tickled my stomach as she
sucked my cock.


I’m married. To
Andie. I only want Andie.


My cock stirred at the
memories of Ling, past and present. She was so petite I’d always felt I was
filling her up with my average sized cock.


She’d kept her pussy
shaven . . . 


Stop it.


“Nice seeing you, Ling,” I
mumbled, and turned away. I had to go find Andie. My wife.


It was an inane comment,
but it was the truth. I mean, it had been nice seeing that graspable
ass . . . 


Stop it.


Her voice stung out at me.
“Running away? She’s got the collar, but it looks like you’re her bitch.”


I spun around, flabbergasted.
“What?”


Ling gave me the smile I
knew so well, the one filled with unhidden sexuality. One thing hadn’t changed.
She didn’t care who was listening.


“Your wife—she is your
wife, right? The only way she’d run off in such a hurry is to find her dom.
Which means you certainly aren’t her dom.” Ling eyed me up and down as
if looking at me in a new light, or trying to compare who I was now to the man
she had slept with. “I’m actually quite surprised to see you here. Even just
watching. I didn’t think you had it in you.”


I knew her tone; very
little did surprise her, and she sounded truthful. “I guess there’s a
lot you never got to know about me.”


I expected Hilda to stop
this conversation, but she appeared to be amused by the back and forth. She
might have been looking for a way to find some leverage over Ling. I considered
warning her not to get her hopes up. I had barely been able to keep up with
Ling when we were together.


“So are you her bitch or
not?” Ling challenged.


“That’s . . .”
I was about to say, That’s a personal question, which would of course
sound like a weak denial. And I wasn’t Andie’s bitch. Ling was just trying to
get under my skin.


I wasn’t a mean person,
but she was getting to me. “You’re one to talk.” And then, because I
couldn’t help myself, I added, “Before you deny it, I saw what you did at the
last party. What was done to you.”


Ling snickered. “Part of
me always found your naiveté amusing.” She stepped forward, very much in my
space, ignoring the collar digging into her neck as Hilda held the leash tight.
Her breath was hot, her eyes even hotter, smoldering with unabashed sensuality.
“Now that it’s all out in the open, if you really aren’t your wife’s bitch,
I’ll make you mine.” Before I could react she grabbed my balls. Hard.


Hilda tugged her away.
“That’s enough.”


I cringed, flushing. Not
just from the pain and what she’d said to me, but because Ling had certainly
felt my erection.


“What happened to you?” I
turned away before I said something else, something ugly, because I wasn’t sure
if I’d be meaning it or just lashing out to hide my discomfort.


Ling’s voice slammed into
me from behind like a strap-on dildo in the ass. “And when I’m done with you,
I’ll make your wife my bitch too. Which is obviously what she wants and can’t
get from you.”









Andie


As I was leaving the room I took one last
look over my shoulder. Peter and Ling appeared to be in a deep conversation. I
couldn’t wait for Peter to tell me exactly what they were discussing.


On second thought, maybe I
didn’t want to know.


I found myself in a short,
empty hallway, Tara nowhere to be seen. I took a quick glance in the room
directly ahead, an old fashioned parlor. Two women sat at a small table covered
with a white tablecloth, having tea. It would have seemed quaint except for the
naked men on their knees flanking them.


I followed the hallway to
the right into the interior of the house. The next room was another parlor,
smaller, empty of furniture except for a long table with a red runner. A woman
with amazing legs and breasts lay naked on her back on the table. Her hair was
colored green. A man and a woman, wearing what looked like religious robes,
hovered over her, holding thick red candles. In spite of my haste I lingered
for a few seconds. The candles dipped, hot wax pouring down like molten rain.


The wax splashed on the
green haired woman’s breasts. I gasped along with her, my hands coming up to my
own breasts defensively.


She had more willpower
than I had, her hands clenching at her sides. She let out a long, low, sighing
wail. I couldn’t begin to imagine what it felt like. The candles dipped again,
pouring until the wax no longer congealed but flowed down her breasts onto her
chest and belly. She started to shake, her toes curling like she was having an
orgasm.


Maybe she was.


The woman holding the
candle looked up at me, frowning. Obviously I didn’t belong. I scurried off.


The next door was closed,
with no sign indicating what lay within. I tried the door, locked. It might
have been only a pantry or a bathroom, but I put my ear to the door anyway,
hoping to hear Tara’s voice. Nothing. I forced myself to move on.


Behind me, a woman cried
out. I had a good idea who it was.


The hallway ended. To my
left stood an open doorway to a staircase leading up. Ahead, another door. I opened
it. The kitchen. Two of the cigarette girls were restocking their trays.


“Have you seen a tall
black woman and a . . .” I wasn’t sure how to describe Tara. “A
goth?”


“Dominique,” they both
said at the same time. One of them added, “Saw her earlier. Have you tried
upstairs?”


“Thanks.” I used the back
stairs instead of returning to the main room.


Dominique had been in
purple, and she was with Tara. What on earth did that mean?


The stairs led to the
intersection of two more hallways, one apparently parallel to the one below,
the other heading off at ninety degrees along the width of the house. A woman
was just disappearing at the end of the shorter hallway, which I assumed led to
the semi circular stairs. I went the other way, down the longer hall.


The thick rugs muted my
footsteps. Antique wallpaper, interspersed with heavy woven tapestries, covered
the walls above a wainscot. Before I’d taken three steps I’d heard twice as
many slaps and three times as many moans, the sounds quickly absorbed by the
wall coverings.


The first door I reached
was open. No sign prefaced what I might see within. I stopped in the doorway.


A man and a woman were
both bent over the seats of hard wooden chairs. They were face to face, holding
each other’s arms, their ankles tied to the chair legs. They were completely
naked, though their bodies had been smeared with green paint or food coloring.


Two of the cigarette
girls, wearing red dresses, stood behind the hapless man and woman. They
weren’t really girls, probably around twenty. Both wore bright red lipstick and
rouge and sported long eyelashes. Instead of trays the cigarette girls wielded
paddles like the ones used in ping-pong, but larger.


The cigarette girl behind
the man hit him on the ass. Hard.


He made a whimpering
sound, the muscles in his arms tensing, his hands squeezing the woman. The next
blow came, not on him, but onto the woman from the other cigarette girl.


Her whimper was just as
loud as the man’s.


The cigarette girl behind
the man lined up her next blow. When it fell it jarred my teeth. “Beat that!”
she crowed.


The other cigarette girl
took a huge swipe, the blow resulting in a cry. “I just did!”


Back and forth it went,
the two women alternating blows, harder and harder, in their own competition.
They were so intent on their punishment neither appeared to notice me or care I
was there. The man and woman tried to keep their eyes opened, but mostly
failed.


I was rooted in morbid
fascination, my body jumping with each blow, and I swear my butt cheeks grew
warm. The cigarette girls were breathing as heavily as their targets.


I was so torn up about
what I was seeing and hearing and feeling. This was the second pain session I’d
witnessed, and instead of automatically turning away both times I found myself
wondering if I’d want to experience it. Whether I’d enjoy it.


I’d let a massive plug
enter my ass, and pushed the button for more.


I’d been spanked, but
nothing like this.


This was real pain.


Another smack, so quickly
followed it was almost an echo. At the next strike the man lifted up off the
chair. He had an erection.


He was getting off on it.


The tormentors were rabid
with delight, and if there was some safe word, neither the man or woman was
using it.


This wasn’t Nathan Chase
slapping my ass a few times in a hotel suite on lush expensive sheets. With a
shock I realized that compared to the punishment these two harsh women were
doling out, Nathan Chase was rather tame.


He was a strong, powerful
man, dominant in his own way, but not a sadist. Other than the stinging slaps
he’d never made me hurt. Even the depth of the anal plug had been my decision.
I’d pressed the button, not him.


The woman received a
tremendous blow, and her cry sounded much more like an orgasm than a yelp of
pain. Her head drew back, her eyes rolling, her outburst turning to one of
release. She was having an orgasm.


Could Nathan Chase ever
make me come like that? Could Tara?


Would I want them to?


Would I want someone else
to?


The woman on the chair
shuddered, and I shuddered along with her. She had her wish, and I had my
confusion.


“I bet I can make him come
too!” cried the cigarette girl behind the man, raising her paddle high over her
head.


I wasn’t going to take
that bet. I turned away and slowly walked toward the next door, my steps
propelled by the sound of the man letting out a long, agonizing, groan.


The next door also had no
sign, but no sign could have prepared me for the sight, or succinctly
summarized what I would see.


A woman and a man stood
facing one another in the center of the room. Both were blindfolded, and except
for a gray sash around their waists, were naked. The man appeared to be about
my age, the woman much younger.


Behind each were two more
people, a woman behind the man, a man behind the woman. They both wore
indications of purple dominance, the women a scarf, the man a purple band
around his wrist. They were obviously doms.


 A rainbow of robes and sashes hung on hooks on the wall.
Red, green, gray, yellow, purple.


The doms prodded their
charges forward. The couple met in a clash, a flurry of arms and hands. It
looked like a wrestling match. The room filled with grunts against a background
of heavy breathing. Nothing was off limits, her breasts, his cock.


The man fell to the floor,
or was pushed, it was hard to tell. The woman fell atop him. The man resisted,
trying to push her off, but though he was bigger and heavier she put her weight
on his chest, pinning his arms down. The man’s struggles grew more feeble even
as his cock hardened.


He was being dominated.


The woman on top couldn’t
see his erection, but must have felt his surrender. She leveraged herself up
and sat on the man’s face.


My own breathing quickened
more at his predicament than her position. It was like he was being forced,
taken against his will. Just like so many of my fantasies.


The man with the purple
wrist band removed her blindfold, revealing her wildly excited eyes. He said,
“You’ve earned the right to decide whether he can see.”


She wiggled her hips,
relishing her position, then tore the blindfold off her helpless conquest.


“That’s enough for now,”
said her handler.


The victor reluctantly got
up. The man started to rise as well, but she put her foot on his chest. “I
didn’t give you permission to stand.”


Her handler held out a
purple robe. “You’ve made your decision?”


She nodded briskly. She
stripped off her gray sash, and the robe was laid over her shoulders. She
removed her foot from the man and said, “Get up.”


The man stood, his
erection still evident.


The woman dom held out a
yellow sash. “Your decision?”


The vanquished never took
his eyes off of his conqueror. He nodded decisively and pulled off his gray
sash. The dom gave the yellow sash not to him, but to the victor. She held it
for a moment, savoring it, then wrapped it around the man’s erection. Using
both ends as a leash, she led him by his cock to the door. I stepped aside to
let them past, feeling their combined heat, the woman from her dominance, the
man’s from his submission.


I recognized both those
emotions.


The male dom said to me,
“Do you wish to change your position?”


“Excuse me?”


“I think she’s new,” said
the woman. “This room is for the undecided to choose what they want to be.
Those two were deciding between being a dom or a sub. Or whether to change
their minds.”


“Is that common? Subs
changing to doms?”


“Not common, but it
happens. Some are drawn to both.”


A grunt behind me turned
my head. The new dom had her sub pinned against the wall. She couldn’t even
wait to get a room. She was making the man jerk himself off with the yellow
sash.


Not really that different
from getting a man to jerk off in his pants.


I turned back to the doms
in the room. “Those drawn to both, that’s a switch, right?”


“Some use that term.”


“What color do they wear?”


“In this house, only one
color at a time is allowed. Other than those who are open to all. Which of
course means more than just dominance and submission.”


A stream of emotions
flowed through my body. Being taken by Nathan Chase. The agony of fucking
myself with a huge anal plug. Tara tying me up and squeezing my breasts.
Watching the woman having hot wax poured on her.


Sitting on Peter’s face.


My eyes were drawn to the
hanging sashes. I quickly bypassed the red one. I’d experienced or fantasized
about every color of the BDSM alphabet except that one. The frenzied eyes of the
guests with the remote controlled electro-stimulator still bothered me. I of
all people couldn’t cast stones on the kinks of others, but I had no interest
in bringing pain, no matter how much someone else might want it. The letter S
would not be for me.


My gaze lingered on the
green sash, wondering how I’d feel putting it on, having it as a calling card
as I walked around this house. What might happen to me. To my body. To my
breasts. To my pussy. To my mind.


Tempting as it was, I had
to find Tara. After all, my breasts and pussy belonged to her.


And the rest of me still
belonged to Nathan Chase.


“I’m sticking with
yellow,” I said. “Thank you anyway.”


The woman smiled. “It’s
always good to see such conviction.”









Peter


I slipped out of the large room, feeling
Ling’s eyes on me. I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of turning
around. I was in such a hurry to escape I chose the opposite direction from
which Andie had gone because that exit was closer.


I found myself in an oddly shaped room, the left wall
curving, following the contour of the staircase. To my right were windows and
glass doors opening to a porch, to the left a set of open double doors and a
hallway beyond. I assumed it would eventually lead to the back of the house and
around the other side. I’d make a quick circuit of the lower floor to find
Andie, and if she wasn’t there I’d head upstairs.


I was still flabbergasted about finding Ling here. I
guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, given how wild she’d always been. She
was likely far more shocked at seeing me.


What could she be thinking? Did she think more of me
because I was at a party like this, even as a voyeur? Or less of me because I
obviously wasn’t dominant and couldn’t give her what she obviously craved?


The similarity between my relationship with her and
my situation with Andie was painful. I hadn’t recognized the latent need in
either woman. I’d lost Ling because of it.


I wasn’t going to lose Andie. I’d give her
everything she needed, even if it only meant that my only contribution was to
drive her to parties like this and support her being with other men.


Or women.


What was just as bothersome was why I cared what
Ling thought. Our relationship was over. I consoled myself that I’d been turned
on by the scene with Hilda before knowing it was Ling.


Or had I?


Was my body just reacting instinctively, as any
man’s would, to a hot woman having kinky sex? Or was it from the instinctual
memory of Ling’s body, Ling’s pussy, her mouth . . . 


My unwanted erection sprang back in full force. I veered
right, heading for the French doors. I stepped outside onto the porch, which
was thankfully empty.


Had Andie seen my reaction? How would she
feel about me getting hard from seeing Ling? I was certain that many times
Andie fantasized about men she’d slept with in the past while we were having
sex. Other wives and husbands surely did as well.


Somehow that didn’t make me feel better.


No matter how much I tried to remind myself that
Ling and I weren’t meant for each other, I couldn’t resist the sense that I’d
now failed not one, but two women. And who knew how many more.


Which made me double my resolve to not fail Andie.


All I had to do was support her. Let her get fucked.
She could be getting fucked right now, as a matter of fact. The thought of
which only served to get me more aroused.


Great. Thinking about Ling got me hard, thinking
about Andie got me hard.


A yelp of surprise cut through my thoughts, followed
by laughter. It sounded like it was coming from the back yard. Looking for any
distraction from my disturbing thoughts, I followed the porch around to the
back of the house.


The porch widened to a much larger covered seating
area, beyond which lay a huge groomed lawn. Three outdoor sofas were arrayed in
a U-shape, the open side facing the grounds. Two couples sat on the sofas. I
recognized the men, the two with the purple ties who’d been watching Ling and
Hilda. The two women were both in yellow sundresses. Both had wedding rings and
diamonds so large I could see them from thirty feet away.


Husband doms and submissive wives.


A massive square leather topped coffee table sat in
the middle of the seating area. The table didn’t hold drinks. An extremely
slender younger woman sat on it, facing the couples. She had very long,
perfectly straight black hair hiding her face. Because I had Ling on my brain I
immediately suspected it was her. The woman lifted her head slightly. It wasn’t
Ling, though the woman appeared to be either Japanese or Chinese. The hair made
her look younger than she was, perhaps thirty. She was barefoot, wearing a
yellow bikini.


Sitting cross legged behind her on the table was a
black woman with luscious lips and purple braids that ran to her waist. She
wore white yoga pants and a stretch top which accentuated her prominent boobs.
It was clear she wore no bra. Even without the color indicators, her body
language made it clear she was the one in charge.


It looked like a show was about to start.


To get back in the house I’d have to pass through
the porch, which I didn’t want to do, or retrace my steps. That seemed like a
better option, but before I could move the black woman said, “Take off your
top.”


The bikini clad woman immediately complied. The top
fell away, revealing her almost non existent breasts. Her nipples stood out as
hard nubs, and because I still had Ling on my brain, they immediately reminded
me of her nipples.


The black woman picked something up from the coffee
table and placed it over the other woman’s breast. I couldn’t quite make out
what she was doing because the long hair covered up her actions, another
reminder of Ling. Finally the black woman finished and moved the hair aside for
the couples to get a good view.


The sub woman looked like she’d just acquired larger
breasts. A pair of clear cups protruded over her breasts, held by a strap
running around her back. The contraption looked like a photo I’d once seen of a
breastfeeding pump.


“Lift your tits,” ordered her dom.


The woman cupped the cups, which was the only way to
think about what she was doing. The black woman connected rubber tubing to each
cup. The tubes were in turn connected to a small black box.


She held the box out to the couples. “Will one of
you do the honors and place this?”


One of the men said to his wife, “You do it.”


The wife got up, took the box, and held it
uncertainly. “On the patio near her feet,” directed the black woman.


The box was placed in position and the wife returned
to her seat.


“Suck your tits,” ordered the black woman.


The sub stretched her feet toward the box. As soon
as she moved the dom grabbed her arms from behind and held her in place. The
woman with the long hair didn’t struggle to get away, but was forced to extend
her legs to try to get to the box.


She finally managed to reach it, but only after
stretching her body like she was on a torture rack. She curled her toes over a
button and the box began to hum.


The hoses jerked and the cups shuddered.


Her face melted in ecstasy as her nipples were
suckled by the relentless machine. She twisted her foot and the pumping
increased in tempo, her nipples elongating inside the cups.


She kicked out again, the machine growling. Her
nipples engorged into rock hardness.


So did my cock.


One of the husbands turned to his wife and asked,
“What would you do for that?”


“Anything.” Her voice was dreamy with promise, her
eyes glued to the look on the suckled woman’s face.


 The other husband asked his wife, “What would you
do?”


“More.”


“Words I’ll remember,” he replied.


Again the suckled woman kicked out, her legs now
jerking wildly, the pump sounding like it was going to pull her nipples off. It
had to hurt, but she was obviously enjoying it.


So was I. I couldn’t help it. It was so intensely
and utterly sexual.


Whoever had chosen my role for this evening had
pegged me just right. I loved watching. I far preferred to watch Andie, but
this was damn hot.


Just as I was wondering why the submissive was
getting all the pleasure the black woman kicked the box away, out of reach.


The tubes were yanked out, the suckled woman crying
in desperation as the cups fell away. She was pulled down backwards by her hair
so her head was on her dom’s chest, between the massive breasts.


“Suck my tits,” ordered the black woman.


The sub, awkwardly bending her head, took on of the
huge breasts in her tiny mouth, sucking right through the fabric. It was the
sub woman who moaned first, trying to make her dom’s nipples as hard as her
own, frustrated by the clothing in the way.


One of the husband’s raised an eyebrow, and the
black woman nodded. He said to his wife, “Go suck her other tit.”


I watched in amazement as she hastened to obey,
kneeling on the low table and taking the other nipple in her mouth. The black
woman grabbed the back of her head and pulled it tight to her chest.


“That’s pretty hot,” commented the other husband.


“You waited too long, now she’s out of nipples.”


“Doesn’t mean she can’t be sucked.” He prodded his
wife forward. “Go lick her wherever she tells you to.”


I couldn’t believe what I saw next. The wife stood
in front of the black woman, waiting for direction. The black woman lifted
herself up on her knees. “Get you mouth under here.”


The wife looked back at her husband, uncertain, but
his stern look spun her into action. She lay down on her back on the other side
of the coffee table, her head between the black woman’s thighs.


The black woman dropped down on her face. “Lick me
good.”


The wife tried her best, her head twisting from side
to side, pressing against the tight yoga pants. I was not in a position to see
her tongue, but I could guess what it was doing.


After all, I’d been in a very similar position with
Andie.


I couldn’t decide what was hotter, watching the
black woman being licked and sucked, or seeing how the wives had obeyed their
husbands.


The two men lit cigars and did their own sucking,
puffing away.


One of them said, “She did say she’d do anything.”


“Mine said she’d do more.”


“Have any ideas in mind?”


The husband laughed. “A hundred.”


The black woman wrapped her long braids around the
two who were sucking her breasts, pulling the ends of her own hair to tighten
the mouths on her. At the same time she ground her hips into the other woman’s
face as if to smother her.


One of the husbands said, “Now there’s a
sight.”


I certainly had to agree. It was so wildly, crazily
erotic I had to force myself not to touch my cock. I couldn’t believe the
husbands could just sit there.


I’m sure they had their own erections.


I couldn’t imagine ordering Andie around like that.
Yet the very impossibility of the idea was hard not to think about.
Except if it was me, I’d be telling her to suck a cock or bend over to get
fucked. What a thrill that would be, to be the one telling Andie what to do.
And her obeying without hesitation.


It wasn’t exactly a new thought, in a very general
sense, but this scene crystallized it, made it real. A real fantasy, anyway.


It would be even better if I didn’t have to be
wearing a purple tie to get her to do what I commanded.


The black woman let go of her braids and grabbed the
woman between her legs by the back of the head. She drove her hips down as she
pulled the woman’s head up.


And came in her face.


Her vocalization was a loud series of huffs
punctuated by released breaths as she ground herself onto the woman’s
overwhelmed face. I felt my own mouth close in defense, then open, the way I
accepted what Andie was giving out when she sat on me that way.


Only she’d never done it with clothes on. What would
be worse, to be forced to lick a pussy, or be denied its taste?


When she finally finished getting what she wanted,
the black woman stood up, leaving the other three panting. She looked down at
the dark wet spot between her thighs. “Now look what you made me do.” She
pointed to her sub. “Give me your bottoms.”


The sub shyly pulled them down and handed them over,
the fabric not much larger than a handkerchief. The black woman slipped it down
her yoga pants and wiped herself.


Though the fabric had been designed to get wet, this
was an entirely different use. The black woman crunched it into a ball and
stuffed it into her sub’s mouth.


“Go get me some clean pants,” she ordered.


Her sub ran into the house, the only clothing on her
body in her mouth.


“I like your toy,” commented one of the husbands as
he watched her. It was pretty clear to me he wasn’t talking about the magic
box.


The wives returned to their husbands, who spread
their legs. The wives knew what to do, getting on their knees. Within seconds
they were each giving blowjobs while the men enjoyed their cigars.


One of the men reached over and lifted his wife’s
dress, exposing her naked ass and pussy. “Does that box of yours work on
clits?” he asked the black woman.


She laughed and kicked it over to him. “I’ll leave
it for you to find out.”


I didn’t think I could take any more of this. Not
because it wasn’t wildly hot, but because with each order the husband’s gave I
pictured myself in their place. Not with their wives, but with mine. A fantasy
of a fantasy, of course.


But a guy could dream.









Andie


I fingered my yellow choker as I reached
the next door, unsure if I was reminding myself who I was tonight or reassuring
myself it was still there so others could see. The next room was locked. Given
what I’d seen through open doors, I couldn't even begin to imagine what would
necessitate a locked one.


The next door was open. Just inside the doorway
stood a couple, both accessorized in pink. Voyeurs. I peered over their
shoulders.


In the room were four women. Two of them, clearly
doms, stood, fully clothed. Two were on their hands and knees, naked. The
standing woman closest to me was Dominique, the statuesque black woman.


The woman kneeling before her was Tara.


I uttered an involuntary gasp. I may have even
called her name. Tara tensed, but did not turn her head, though the voyeur
women gave me a reproachful look.


The other dom, a full figured woman about thirty,
wore a black baby doll lace lingerie dress. Her purple stockings were clipped
to the bottom of the short dress, which was sheer enough to see through,
revealing her racy bra and thong. She pressed a black crop to the back of her
sub, a petite, tight bodied blonde woman who was perhaps fifteen years older.
Her hair was tightly tied back with a yellow band and she wore black rimmed
glasses. At the insistence of the crop she lowered her head to the ground.


And kissed the top of her dom’s foot.


Under the pressure of the crop, the sub spread her
kisses around her dom’s ankle. The dom curled her foot out of her heel and the
sub eagerly kissed the toes.


Dominique also held a crop. Hers was yellow, with a
thick knob at one end and flails on the other. She swished it a few times, as
if preparing to flick it at Tara. Instead, she dropped the crop to the floor in
front of Tara’s face.


I hadn’t seen Tara naked before. Her paleness was
broken only by a tattoo of a chandelier on her lower back. An inked chain
snaked down from the chandelier around her thigh and disappeared between her
legs. It looked like a pull chain for a lamp.


Which was, of course, a switch.


The tattoo looked very new.


Though her breasts hung down they held their firm
form, ending in pierced nipples. Next to Dominique’s dark leg, Tara’s alabaster
skin looked like a scene from an old black and white movie. 


“You’ve lost your yellow,” commented Dominique.


Tara hesitated, perhaps not sure what to do. Then
she bent over and picked up the crop with her mouth.


“Not there,” Dominique corrected.


Tara balanced on one hand and took the crop in the
other. She started to slip it between her legs.


“And certainly not there,” said Dominique.


I gasped again, not only at the implication, but at
how Tara, the woman who had so profoundly dominated me, was being subjugated to
Dominique’s whims. Tara took the crop, twisted her body and reached back.


And pushed the thick bulb of the crop in her own
ass.


One of the women voyeurs said, “Ouch.”


The other one moaned.


Maybe she knew what it felt like. I certainly did.


Held by Dominique’s gaze, Tara pushed the crop all
the way in so that only the flails remained in view, like a the tail on a feral
albino lioness.


A lioness who was being held at bay only by the
presence and words of her dom.


It should have looked ridiculous, but it was rather
fitting. I wondered if Dominique had ever made Tara do this before. And if Tara
would make me do the same someday.


“You may thank me now,” said Dominique.


Tara dutifully dipped her head and kissed Dominque’s
ankle.


The other dom lifted her foot, bringing her sub’s
face up. The sub resumed her kissing, working her way up her dom’s leg. Her
kisses came faster, her head rising toward the woman’s powerful thighs.


The crop fell with a slapping thud. “Slow down.”


The dom said the words, but I could see how excited
she was, her hips shifting forward, her large breasts rising and falling with
expectant breaths. Her sub kept kissing, now working in flicks of her tongue,
and when the crop came down again it had less force, and the sub all but
ignored it.


The dom rolled the flail through her sub’s hair, but
now it seemed like a whip urging a racehorse rather than a punishment. The
sub’s head slipped under the dress, the sheerness of it making it easy to see
what she was doing.


She used her mouth to move the thong away, and
resumed her kissing.


She used the knob of the flail to pull her sub’s
head forward. The sub was only too happy to comply, working her mouth under the
thong. She reached up and wrapped her hands around her dom’s thick thighs to
get more leverage, but the dom rapped her on the back of her head.


“Just your mouth.”


The sub went back to her knees, but not all the way
to all fours, her hands at her sides like she was bound. She licked with such
intensity I was soon breathing as hard as the dom.


“Wish I had it in me to be a dom,” lamented one of
the voyeurs.


The other woman didn’t reply. Her body tensed, and
when I glanced at her I sensed her attention was focused not on the dom, but
the sub.


Throughout all this Tara continued to kiss
Dominique's feet and ankles. I fully expected Dominique to make Tara lick her.
That’s what I would have done.


If I’d been Tara. Or Dominique.


Tara dipped her head under Dominique's long dress,
and I felt an immediate loss, not being able to see her. Being on her knees and
being ordered what do to should have lessened Tara’s hold on me, it should have
made me lose my respect for her as my dom. But it had the opposite effect. All
I wanted was to please her more, to help her make up for this humiliation.


If it was humiliation. For all I knew, Tara
was exactly like me. I didn’t see submitting as humiliating at all. It was a
choice. It was freedom.


And it certainly didn’t make me want to be in
Dominique’s place. I had my dominant tendencies, but they were not for Tara. In
that moment I realized my desire to dominate might only be for one other
person.


The full bodied dom grabbed her sub’s hair, twisting
it free of its tight wrap. The dom’s mouth opened as she came. The sound
finally flying from her mouth was filled with the pure joy of being utterly in
control, of being pleased by one who’s only goal was to please.


I knew that feeling as well.


Her orgasm went on for a long time, the sub working
her tongue in and around,   kissing, proving her worth and her own desire. When
the dom finally stepped back, the sub’s face, wet and glistening, could only be
described as joyous.


I’d seen that look on my own face in the mirror as
Tara had used me for her orgasm, though unlike this dom, Tara had bestowed one
on me as well.


Dominique was more like Nathan Chase than Tara.


Or maybe not. Instead of pulling Tara’s head to her
pussy, Dominique stepped away, leaving Tara with her mouth open, gasping not
for air, but for what had been denied her.


Dominique slipped her hand under her dress, out of
sight. Her arm tensed, her fingers no doubt pressing against her clit. Tara
tensed as well, her head up, her eyes bright.


Tara had to be hoping that Dominique would lift her
dress to be licked. Which is what any true sub would wish for.


Dominique’s head turned slowly. To me.


Her look was regal, commanding. She was so utterly
in control only the tiniest flutter of her eyelashes and the parting of her
lips gave away her orgasm.


My legs grew weak in sympathy. For her orgasm, for
Tara’s denial. Tara let out a low wail of frustration.


The other sub was once again between her dom’s
thighs, the luscious sounds of unbridled licking filling the room. The audible
pleasure being imparted to the dom only highlighted Tara’s frustration.


Dominique glided across the room toward me. The
voyeur women, in utter awe, parted like her subjects and moved into the hall to
give her room. I was frozen in place.


She took my chin in her long fingers. “Do as you’re
told,” she warned.


I knew she wasn’t talking about giving an order for
me to touch her. She wasn’t my dom, and I wasn’t her sub.


To the voyeurs she said, “Show’s over.”


It wasn’t, because the other dom was having another
orgasm. Dominique stepped out, pulling the door closed, leaving me in the room.


As soon as the door clicked I ran to Tara in my own
desperation. To free her from her torment.


Before I could act she lifted her head ever so
slightly. “Don’t.”


“I can help you!”


Tara’s eyes were filled with longing. For Dominique,
to be sure, but I hoped just a little was for me. “Dominique has allowed me to
give you only one command.”


“What is it! Tell me!”


Tara’s voice firmed. “You cannot touch me.”


The other dom pushed her sub down on her back, and
was now squatting over her face. The sub was breathing hard, her mouth open.
Willing.


As was Tara. To please Dominique, to command me.


Willing. As I was. To please Tara. To be commanded.


I pushed my knuckles in my mouth, fighting my own
frustration. My own denial.


“Why?” I cried. “Why is she doing this to you?”


“Not letting me have you
now is the price for my asking for an invitation for Peter. My price, and
yours.”


I fell to my knees in
shock, my wail of loss drowning out even the exultant cry of the dom as she
drowned her sub in a massive release.









Peter


I had to wait a long time for my erection
to subside before venturing back into the house.


Each time I’d witnessed kinky sex at one of these
parties I thought nothing could top it. Yet the sheer array of sexual interests
was mind boggling. It was like looking at the menu on a porn site, but instead
of getting a lot of professional porn actors and bad scripts, I got to see
real, raw acts and emotions, driven by desires and wicked imaginations.


All my prior fantasies
suddenly seemed rather mundane. Even the ones about Andie with other men.


I slipped back in the way I’d left. The room was
empty, and I continued toward the back of the house as I had before. There were
two doors to choose from. The one on the right looked like it might go back to
the covered back porch behind the couples, so I went through the other door. It
opened into a short hallway. Distinctive kitchen sounds came from ahead, the
clank of a pot, clinks of glasses being set on counters. I’d had enough of
kitchens and being a waiter.


The house was a maze. Ahead was an interior
staircase, probably used by the wait staff. I took it to a landing and then up
to the second floor.


More hallways, leading to different wings of the
house. I chose the first one on the right. The first two doors I passed were
open. Empty bedrooms, the beds large and made up. The next door was closed. I
tried the handle but it was locked. No sounds came from within, so I moved on.
None of the doors were marked with signs like at the last party.


 I turned the corner. This hallway was remarkably
crowded, like there was a separate party going on. A bunch of guests crowded
around one door. I peered over their shoulders and saw only men inside. I moved
on.


The next door also had a crowd. A few were showing
some indication of voyeur pink, but two of the couples were in gray.
Undecideds. There wasn’t much room in the doorway, but one of the other voyeurs
stepped into the room to give me some space to watch.


Two couples stood on the side of the room, the men
behind the women. The men were dressed, the women were naked. The men had their
hands on the women’s shoulders, their wedding bands visible. The women also
wore wedding bands, and I got the distinct impression it was two married
couples.


One of the husbands had a wristwatch with a bright
purple band. The other husband didn’t have any obvious color, though he was
wearing gray trousers. The women were similarly lacking indications of their
preferences, though two dresses lay on the floor,  one gray, one yellow. One of
the woman was raven haired, the other a blonde in a shade not that different
from Andie’s. Both women appeared to be in their thirties. Though the blonde
really didn’t look like Andie, their bodies were pretty similar, the same sized
boobs, the same proportional hips, the same thigh gap. She was the one standing
with the man with the purple wristwatch. The reddish haired woman was shorter,
not quite petite, with much larger breasts. Both women were quite attractive in
their totally different ways.


I didn’t know which dress belonged to which woman.
Which meant one couple could be a dom and sub, the other couple both deciders.
Or they could be a dom husband with an undecided wife, along with an undecided
husband and a sub wife. It was enough to make my head spin.


There were two other people in the room, a man and a
woman. The man looked rather ordinary, with brown hair and eyes, though he was
finely dressed in a blue suit. The woman, tall and elegantly slender, wore a
red dress. They too looked like a couple, though I wasn’t really sure.


The man held a coil of rough textured rope.


A large platform bed filled the center of the room.
Other than a side table along the far wall, there was no other furniture.


The husband with the purple wristwatch said, “I’ll
show you how it’s done.” He prodded his wife, the woman who sort of reminded me
of Andie, forward toward the bed.


The woman obeyed immediately, stepping without
hesitation or a backwards glance at her husband. Either she was very eager to
learn or she was the sub. She stopped with her knees touching the side of the
bed.


The man with the rope said. “Put your arms behind
your back.”


She didn’t move until her husband said, “Do as
you’re told.”


Only then did she comply, confirming that she was
the sub. So the yellow dress was hers. I glanced at the other couple, who were
watching with great interest, as was everyone else.


Including me.


The man in the suit proceeded to not only bind the
woman’s wrists behind her but wrap her entire arms. Each turn of the rope was
perfectly equidistant, forming sinuous trails of both rope and skin. When he
was finished her hands were palm to palm. The end of the rope was tied in a
complex knot behind her upper torso. He stepped back to check his work and to
give the others a clear view. It was a living piece of art.


One of the women near me put her hands behind her,
mimicking the position. “That doesn’t look too bad.”


 I didn’t think so either, until the woman in the
red dress grabbed the rope just over the bound woman’s wrists and pulled
backward. The bound woman let out a yelp, which ended only when her arms were
let go. “Keep your hands back there,” ordered the woman in red.


“Lie down,” said the husband. “On your stomach.”


The sub wife was ready to comply, but as she started
to kneel on the bed her arms naturally shifted back toward her body. The woman
in red again grabbed her bound wrists and yanked them away.


The sub wife tottered, off balance. The husband’s
voice hardened. “On your stomach. Now.”


The wife dropped face first onto the bed with a smash.


The suited man stepped to the side table and picked
up another rope. He used it to truss the woman’s left leg to itself, her ankle
to the back of her thigh, wrapping the rope around and around. He then moved to
her other leg. When he was finished her knees were locked into a bent position,
calf to thigh. It gave everyone a pretty good look at her nice butt and a
glimpse of her shaven pussy.


Apparently this wasn’t good enough..


The suited man picked up another rope. With a quick
deftness he spun it into a braid about two feet long, pulling it so tightly
that when he was finished and held it up the intertwined rope appeared almost
solid. He tied each end of the coil to the trussed woman’s ankles. The firmness
of the coil forced her legs farther apart.


The woman in the red dress moved to the other side
of the bed. She reached over the bound woman, grabbed the coil, and pulled,
dragging the sub’s face and body sadistically into the center of the bed. She
left the sub’s face buried in the sheets, unable to see.


The red sadist raised her hand over her head and
looked at the husband, who nodded. The hand came down hard on the sub’s ass.
Really hard.


Her cry, though muffled, was very loud.


One of the watching women squirmed. Another other
one said, “I like that.”


“That’s good to know,” murmured her husband.


The dom husband said, “Any of you gentlemen want
your dick sucked?”


The sheer audacity of the offer was stunning. The
husband first turned to the man at his side, who appeared to be unsure, as was
rather fitting. The dom husband then turned to the doorway.


And looked right at me.


Or maybe it was just my imagination. His glance was
fleeting, perhaps noticing either my own similar hesitation or my pink pocket
square. I don’t know what I would have done even if I hadn’t been married. I
could think of a dozen men who would have jumped at the offer.


Like Rodney, for instance.


As controlling as the dom husband sounded, what he
was offering up was not entirely different from how I’d invited Rodney to have
sex with Andie. The situation wasn’t exactly the same, but the roles were
certainly similar. A man telling his wife what to do.


One of the undecided men next to me stirred. He
looked at his wife. Some silent communication passed between them. She gave him
a kiss on the cheek.


Her blessing.


He stepped into the room. He was an ordinary looking
guy, a man a hot woman probably wouldn’t give a second glance to on the street.
A guy not unlike me.


The woman in the red dress yanked the wife forward
again until her head was suspended over the edge of the bed. The dom husband
ushered the volunteer to the bed. To his wife.


The scene must have been just what the volunteer
needed to solidify his thinking. It certainly solidified his cock, which he
took out with a flourish. I wasn’t sure if he was deciding to be a dom or a
bull, but he wasted no time thrusting it toward the bound woman.


Unfortunately for him, her mouth was too low, his
cock hovering over the back of her head.


“Suck his cock,” ordered her husband.


Now it was my cock solidifying. Less at the action,
because it hadn’t really started. But with the husband’s tone. Telling
his wife, in no uncertain terms, to suck another man’s cock. A stranger’s cock.


I’d invited a stranger to have sex with Andie. But
that hasn’t seemed the same. Other than my own participation that night, the
invitation was the extent of my authority. The decisions were Andie’s. She
could have stopped at any time, she could have refused.


That’s not what was going on here.


Or maybe I wasn’t giving myself enough credit.
Enough recognition of my power. Had Andie sucked Rodney because she wanted to,
or because I’d for all practical purposes told her to?


And was that what she wanted? For me to tell her
what to do?


The wife struggled to lift her head, but with her arms
and legs tied, she didn’t have the leverage to rise up.


A problem rectified by the woman in red, who hauled
her up by her arms.


“Suck it,” said the husband.


And she did.


I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t believe my eyes.
The look on the recipient’s face suggested he’d just won the lottery. We’d all
witnessed a man order his wife to suck a cock, and her instant response, even
in her challenging position.


I wasn’t sure, even if I hadn’t been married, if I
could have enjoyed a blowjob with such an audience. This guy didn’t seem to
mind at all.


The husband watched as intently as the rest of us,
and—perhaps because I’d seen my own wife suck another man’s cock—I could tell
he was enjoying it immensely. Maybe he got off on the dominance, or perhaps,
like me, he was turned on knowing another man got hard over his wife. Maybe I
had more in common with the dom husband than I thought.


He turned to the other couple. “If you make a
decision now, I could use another volunteer.”


I think he was giving both the man and the woman the
choice. Either they’d already had a discussion about this possibility, or the
dynamic was too much to resist. The husband in the gray slacks nodded.


The dom husband said, “Would you like to fuck my
wife?”


My own cock surged because I’d seen how men reacted
to this offer. I was intimately aware of how I’d reacted to making such
an offer.


The newly decided dom husband grinned. “Only if my
wife gets to lick her pussy.”


The man with the purple wristwatch laughed. “You
catch on fast.” He cocked his head, looking at his wife, who was still sucking
for all she was worth. “I think we can make the logistics work.”


The other wife hesitated only slightly, perhaps not
with the program now that it was a reality. A prod from her husband got her
moving.


The new dom quickly took off his pants. He was
already hard. He knelt on the bed behind the bound woman, but the way she was
leaning forward made it difficult for him to get in position.


“On your back,” suggested the first dom husband.


The other man complied, lying on the bed, his legs
around the wife, his stiff cock pointing straight up.


“Just a brief interruption,” said the dom. He guided
his wife’s bound hands into the waiting man’s grip, who pulled her toward him,
positioning her for a reverse cowgirl. With her legs tied she lost her balance
and fell backward atop him, but his aim was true, his cock spearing into her as
she fell.


“You do learn fast!” commented the husband.


The wife’s moan at being penetrated was one of
pleasure, not pain, telling us all—especially her husband—that she was already
wet. Wet from sucking the cock she’d been told to suck.


The man she’d been sucking moved forward, and she
was already reaching for him with her mouth as he drove into her willing lips.


The bound woman now had a cock in her pussy and
another in her mouth. Given the green light, neither man hesitated, driving
into her with abandon. With each thrust upward from below the woman’s throat
constricted. With each face fuck all her weight fell on the stiff cock below.


I wasn’t the only one in the audience shifting
around uncomfortably. One of the voyeur’s hands went to her breasts. One of the
watching women felt for her husband’s cock through his pants. For one second he
looked embarrassed, then he gave in, surrendering. His wife began to blatantly
fondle him.


The dom husband put his mouth close to his wife’s
head and said, “Make them both come.” It wasn’t a whisper.


She opened her mouth wider, taking the cock deeper,
using her lips like a hand to jerk off the shaft. In an amazing display of
either skill or desire, she twerked up and down on the cock in her pussy.


The man in her mouth let go first.


He grunted, his amazement returning, as he unloaded
into her. Her bucking body caused the cock to slip out of her mouth, a stream
of thick cum hitting her forehead and leaving a trail down her face. She
recovered, regaining hold with her lips, and drained him.


Just as the man fucking her let out a loud grunt,
signaling his own release.


The woman didn’t stop either her fucking or her sucking.
I held my breath, waiting to see what the husband would do. Would he allow his
wife her own pleasure?


He did not.


She rode the man beneath her in a frenzy, in a hurry
to get herself off before he softened. I willed her to win her battle.


I thought she might make it, that she might come
even though she hadn’t been told to. Her breathing quickened. Just as she
appeared to be ready the husband yelled, “Stop!”


She obeyed in mid stroke, her frustrated cry muffled
by the cock still in her mouth. When the man she was sucking stepped off the
bed she had nothing left to hold her up and she fell on her side, her dripping
pussy pointed directly at me and the rest of the audience.


She looked so very used.


So wonderfully used.


Used because she wanted to be used. To be told by
her husband to be used.


Her husband wiped his hands together in a satisfied
gesture, his demonstration complete. “And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how
it’s done.”


I think he was talking to the couple who had just
decided their respective roles, but he turned to the doorway. To his audience.
For all I knew, he was talking directly to me.


The woman jerking off her husband said, “Come now.”


She wasn’t talking about leaving. The man grunted,
stiffening, and there was no doubt he was coming in his pants.


A feeling I knew as well.


On the bed, the dom husband stroked his wife’s hair.
It was a rather gentle touch, suggesting a real love between them. Even though
he’d denied her. Perhaps he’d given her what she wanted after all. To be told
what to do.


“Time for round two,” he announced. “Volunteers?”


I backed out of the doorway. I wasn’t tempted, or at
least I didn’t think I’d want to succumb to the temptation my cock was dealing
with.


I already had too many ideas floating in my head
about what a man could make his wife do.









Andie


I pressed my back against the door, wanting
to be inside, but not able to take the sight of Tara’s suffering any longer.
Her suffering of denial. I knew how terrible it would be if I was ever ordered
not to please her.


I wouldn’t want anyone to see such suffering, and
though Tara had been ordered to make me watch, Dominique hadn’t stipulated for
how long. Perhaps she recognized my other side, my dominant tendencies, and
thought I would relish watching Tara’s denial.


As strong as Dominique was, she didn’t know me.


I still didn’t know all the rules. Dominique was
Tara’s dom. Could a sub truly have multiple doms? I certainly seemed to. Nathan
Chase and Tara. Tonight I could have taken Tara in her moment of weakness,
tossing off her control over me.


I didn’t want to.


So I left the room, walking backwards, one slow step
at a time. Tara’s eyes followed me like the lover she was.


A dom, and a lover.


I don’t know how long I stood outside the door. I
wanted to wait for Tara to come out, but after my senses returned I realized
she wouldn’t want that. Because she was not a denier. She’d had me tied and
helpless, she’d taken me, yet she’d given me my pleasure.


It would hurt her to deny me.


So I walked away.


In somewhat of a daze I continued on down the
hallway. There was something going on in the next two rooms, but I had no
interest. I passed on by without even looking, my head down.


A dark shadow caught the edge of my vision. It drew
my eye off the floor just in time to see a fleeting view of a dark, slender man
disappearing into a room ahead.


Raoul.


Much later, looking back on this moment, I still
don’t know why I followed him. Perhaps it was a hope I could be distracted from
my loss of Tara, and her loss of me. Perhaps it was pure selfishness, seeing
such a compelling man, a man as compelling as Nathan Chase, but for a very
different reason. I never could understand what initially drew me to a man, but
I’d learned that my instincts, at least in terms of what would feed my desires,
were spot on.


It might have been because Ling had been offered to
Raoul. I wanted to see if he’d taken Peter’s ex-girlfriend.


Or it might have been the temptation of the red
shadow.


All my experiences with pain had been fleeting. An
awkwardly twisted leg in the heat of sex, a hard face fuck. The discomfort of
being tied up by Tara. Other pain had been self inflicted, like taking an anal
plug.


No one had purposely inflicted pain on me for their
own pleasure. Or for mine.


At the time, I didn’t even think of those as possibilities.
I just followed the promise of what Raoul might represent.


I stepped into the room.


My eyes searched for Raoul. I saw him, yet what was
going on in the room was so astonishing it was enough to draw my eye even from
him.


A naked woman sat on a stiff, very low backed seat,
facing two lounge chairs. Raoul sat in one, another man, older, sat in the
other. That man wore a suit with a bright red tie, but other than that show of
color, he could not have been more dissimilar to Raoul. Where Raoul was toned
with dark wavy hair, the other man had very short brown hair and was bean pole
skinny. He sat stiffly erect, his feet flat on the floor, his hands in his lap,
while Raoul gave the lounge chair its name.


Oddly, now that I had a chance to see him clearly, he
wasn’t wearing a hint of red. Only the white shirt and black pants. Unless the
white meant he was off limits neither his clothing or his demeanor gave any
indication of his proclivities. 


A tall man stood behind the naked woman. He was
dressed similarly to the skinny man and also had brown hair. They looked like
brothers.


The woman, in profile to me, had shortish blond hair
falling just shy of her slender neck. Her long build suggested she was Nordic.
Her thighs were toned like a volleyball player. Her feet were flat on the
floor, held there by a binding of wire around her ankles. Her hands were free,
at her sides.


Her breasts were a woman’s dream, larger than perky,
but sticking straight out, without a hint of sag. Her light pink nipples were
pierced with rings.


Another piercing went through her navel. Hanging
from it was a green silk ribbon.


The man behind her removed a spool of silver wire
from his jacket pocket. He reached over the woman and attached one end of the
wire to the ring on her left nipple, completing the connection by twisting the
wire upon itself like a fisherman’s knot.


From his other pocket he removed a set of wire
cutters. He slid the wire between his fingers, choosing a spot about six feet
along, and snipped the wire with a harsh snap that made me jump. He left the
end dangling over the woman’s shoulders.


Though he hadn’t pulled on the wire, just the fact
that it was attached to the woman’s nipple aroused a dangerous electricity in
the room, like a precursor to a lightning storm.


He repeated the process on the other side, and now
his drawing out of the wire had a different meaning, the way a butcher’s knife
was honed against a whetstone. The cutting of the wire was like a strike of the
lightning.


The woman stared straight ahead, her breasts rising
and falling.


I knew that feeling. I’d had those same breaths of
terrifying expectation as I’d felt the massive plug at the entrance to my ass.
Not the pain, but the preparation for it. The expectation. 


The desire.


The man returned the wire and clippers to his
pocket.


For a few moments no one moved or spoke. The skinny
seated man perused the bound woman like he was looking for a flaw, either in
her or in her predicament. Finally he nodded. From my angle I couldn’t see his
eyes straight on, but he leaned forward slightly. Eagerly, even.


Raoul remained stoic. He didn’t seem particularly
impressed or affected by the woman or the scene.


The skinny man stood up. He stepped forward and
picked up one of the dangling ends of wire. With his eyes firmly on the woman
he slid his hand along the wire, creating a buzz, like fingers running along a
guitar string. Deftly he lashed the end of the wire around her ankle.


Whether by design or luck, the wire was just long
enough to reach, yet not tight enough to pull the rings attached to the woman’s
nipples. Even if they had, she was free to bend forward to release any
pressure, though she did not.


The skinny man repeated the binding on her other
breast.


He reached forward, catching her hair on the side of
her face, flipping it with his fingers in a curiously gentle gesture. His
gesture wouldn’t have seemed odd at any other time, but what made it peculiar
was the setting, and of course her situation.


She turned her head and kissed his hand.


He rolled her hair around his finger and jerked it
hard, yanking her head sideways.


She let out a sharp breath. And kissed him again.


He took his hand away. His body was very close to
hers, his crotch at the same level as her face. For a moment I thought he was
going to make her give him a blowjob.


I was right, and so very wrong.


He returned to his seat, composing himself in the
same position that would have been called prim had he been a woman. Again no
one moved or spoke.


Raoul looked almost bored.


The skinny man nodded.


The man standing behind the woman said, “Lift your
arms straight over your head.”


She complied immediately. The man took her wrists
and pulled them toward him until they were directly over the back of her neck,
which was about as far at they would go without her bending backward. He moved
closer, pressing his chest against her hands.


“My belt,” said the man.


The woman reached for it, but it was too low. She
arched her back, the wires pulled to tautness, though still not enough to fully
extend the rings on her nipples. Working blindly, because the man was behind
her, she managed to grasp the top of his belt. She grasped the end in one hand,
and in order to unhook it she had to bend painfully back. Even with her forced
flexibility, the wires tightened dangerously. 


“The zipper,” he directed.


She grasped it firmly, able to move it down halfway,
the clip clip clip echoes of the snipped wire. She bit her lip and twisted
sideways.


The wire on her left breast tightened, extending the
ring. Her nipple and her entire breast were pulled down an inch, which didn’t
sound like much, except when it came to a nipple.


Only when the zipper was all the way down did she
straighten up, relieving the pressure. The skinny man in the chair had twisted
in his chair as well, as if reflecting her movements.


“The pants,” said the man directing her actions.


She bent backwards once again, grasping the waist
and working them down. The first part was easy, but the man’s hips, though
slender, still were a challenge.


As was his very long cock, snapping to stiffness.
I’d never been with a man that tall, and I could see that at least in his case
his cock was quite proportional to his height.


Once again she had to twist side to side to get her
arms back far enough, stretching one breast, and then the other.


This time she shivered in pain, her muscular thighs
jumping as if they’d been shocked. By the time she’d succeeded in getting his
pants past his cock she was breathing very hard, her nipples elongated, turning
dark pink from being pulled.


I let out a held breath as she relieved the
pressure. I’d had my nipples squeezed hard, but this was so much more intense.
And though neither man was touching her, the way they were interacting with her
made it far more personal than mechanical.


Another long silence. The seated man was also
breathing hard. The standing man’s erection slipped through the bottom of the
woman’s hair just above the nape of her neck, not unlike how he’d stroked her
earlier.


“Suck my cock,” he said. His voice was
conversational, not demanding. Like you’d give directions to a driver in a car.
Turn left. Park here. Suck my cock.


She bent her head back to comply, but getting her
arms and hands back was one thing, her head a completely different story.


The chair back was low enough not to be an impediment.
Had she not been anchored by the wires, she could easily have leaned against
the back of the chair. It would have left her looking up, the top of the seat
back digging into her spine, but that would have been more uncomfortable than
painful.


She tried her best. She leaned back, inch by inch,
the wires tightening, the rings pulling down, down, her breasts forced out of
their perky forwardness. My own nipples tingled, and I leaned forward in
sympathy, as if my movement could relieve her pain.


Slowly she managed to strain far enough that the
man’s cock rested on her forehead. It lined up atop her nose, the head just
past her mouth.


She licked the bottom of his shaft.


“I said suck it.” Again, the words were
uttered more like a driving correction rather than an admonishment. Turn
left, not right.


A sharp pain rode up my spine, into my neck, a pain
only matched by what I saw her accepting. Every visible muscle in her body
screamed past tenseness. The wires were so tight I thought they might snap.


Twisting wasn’t going to help her achieve her goal.
Her only option was to lie back as far as she could . . . 


Which she did, little by little, making the wires
tight as bow strings, the thick rings keeping a desperate hold on her nipples
the way a drowning person would grab a life raft.


Except the rings weren’t going to help her, they
were her tormentor.


No, I corrected myself. The rings were a tool,
nothing more. A tool to be utilized by her sadist. And because she clearly
wanted the pain, she’d probably had her nipples pierced just for this.


With a moan that sounded like she’d just put her
hand in a fire she curved her back and neck like a vine and took the man’s cock
in her mouth. I expected he would push forward, ramming it down her throat,
because in that position it would really hurt.


I was wrong. I had the sense for wanting the pain,
but not for giving it.


Instead of driving forward, the man moved back.
His cock slipped from her mouth, pointed directly at it but just out of reach.


There was only one way for her to reach him now.


She took three rapid breaths and dropped her back.


Her eyes grew wide, then scrunched shut so hard her
tears flowed like juices. The wires pulled her breasts so far down they were
now flat on her chest, her nipples screaming an angry red from the compression.


She grabbed at the cock with her mouth, missed, and
dove at it again, sucking it in so hard I doubted the man could have pulled
back without him being in pain.


This time he did drive forward, her throat bulging.
I’d taken a man this way, but with my back resting off the end of a soft bed,
his cock sliding along the roof of my mouth, my fingers on my pussy, pleasing
myself, pleasing him, wanting his cock.


So I’d experienced just a little of what she was
feeling.


For the rest, I couldn’t begin to imagine.


But a girl could dream.

 


Much later, it was finally over. For the
men, for her. The first man spewed down her throat, her stretched neck bulging,
her body shaking in contortions. They made her sit up, the wires snapping into
coils. Her eyes were as inflamed as her nipples. The two men switched
positions, making her repeat the agonizing process. This time the second man
came on her face.


Through it all, Raoul barely stirred. After the
second man finished, the woman sat up straight, staring down at her breasts, a
look of disbelief on her face, yet one filled with pleasure. Like she’d just
won a competition. She didn’t even notice, or didn’t mind, the web of cum
dripping off her face onto her belly and thighs.


She put her hand between her legs, though she didn’t
masturbate. I wondered if she’d already had an orgasm. Could pain do that? It
didn’t seem possible, yet if it didn’t, why did she, and certainly others, find
it so sexually appealing?


Her fingers came away sticky, and she rubbed them
into the man’s cum on her belly.


She wasn’t the only one wet. I wanted to touch
myself, and I might have if Raoul hadn’t been there, though I don’t quite know
why that stopped me. I didn’t think he’d care. Nothing at all seemed to affect
him.


He stood, his movements languid.


I pressed against the wall at his approach. He
wasn’t coming for me, just the doorway. At the last second he turned, his gaze
arresting me, his hold as tight as the wires. He looked at my face, his eyes
drifting down to my yellow choker. Then he turned away, as if I’d disappointed
him.


He walked out the door.


So it was over for the woman, but now I was tingling
with far more than reflected pain, and I knew it was far from over for me.









Peter


I came to another intersection of hallways,
trying to figure out where Andie would be. With no signs to indicate what was
what, I realized I might have to check every room. While I was trying to figure
out which way to go a cigarette girl appeared, carrying one of the trays filled
with different color collars and cloths.


“Have you seen a woman with blond hair and a black
skirt? She’s got a yellow collar.”


She gave me a knowing smile. “Maybe. It’s hard to
know for sure, since most of the women with yellow collars don’t have any
clothes on by now. I did just see a blonde in the Octagon wing.” She pointed to
one of the hallways. “Not in the octagon itself, but in one of the bedrooms.
There’s hallways leading off the main room like spokes.”


“Thanks.”


I turned to go, but she said “Wait.” She leaned over
her tray, revealing a lot of cleavage. “Your pocket square is crooked.”


She puffed it up, but didn’t step back. “Since you
like to look, is there anything you’d like to watch me do?” She gave her
magnificent breasts a little wiggle, suggesting her comment about looking
included me checking out her boobs. “I’m kind of bored.”


“Uh, thanks, but I’m trying to find my wife.”


“That’s why I asked. If she’s the woman I saw,
you’re too late to watch. They’re all done with her.”


“They?”


“They did a train, you know, where men line up—”


“I know what a train is.” My head spun down the
hallway. Two terrible thoughts filled my head. Had Andie just been bent over
and fucked by a bunch of men? Then the second thought, an embarrassingly guilty
thought. Had I just missed getting a chance to watch Andie bent over and fucked
by a bunch of men?


I hurried down the hall. Behind me the cigarette
girl called out, “I’ll be available if you need me!”


The window lined hallway led into what looked like a
new addition to the house, a much more modern section that hadn’t been visible
from out front. I could see from the windows as I approached what the cigarette
girl meant by the spokes of a wheel. I was approaching a central turret-topped
building in the shape of an octagon, with walkways leading to multiple
surrounding rooms. It was practically an entirely separate house, connected by
the walkway I was in.


The hallway led directly into the octagon. The room
was huge, bigger than the living room downstairs and with even more activity.
Cigarette girls worked the crowd. Some of the guests were standing, some sat on
sleek sofas. A half dozen tables, also octagon shaped, were evenly placed
around the room. Four women sat at one of the tables, their legs spread over
the arms. All wore short dresses, one in green, one in yellow, one gray, and
the other a multicolored paisley. Behind two of the women stood two men, and
four others watched, all with some indication of voyeur pink.


The table was filled with vegetables. Long and thick
vegetables. Cucumbers, zucchini, squash.


The women were choosing the vegetables and inserting
them. In their mouths, their pussies, their asses. Their vocalizations ranged
from laughter to moaning to painful intakes of breath.


At another table four men in suits sat playing
cards. Three of them wore purple ties, the fourth had a red rose buttoneer.
Behind each man stood a woman, all in very nice outfits, their hair done up
like they were at a wedding. All wore yellow carnations pinned to their
dresses.


I didn’t see Andie anywhere.


I passed through the room, heading for the nearest
spoke of the hallway wheel. I had to pass right by the card game. As I did one
of the men said, “I raise a blowjob.”


“I’m in,” said another man.


A third man put his cards down., “Not me.”


“What’s the matter? Your wife won’t suck?”


“She’ll suck whoever I tell her to. But my cards
suck too.”


There was a round of congenial laughter. I slowed my
steps to watch and listen.


These men were using their wives as poker chips.


The woman behind the man who dropped out, wearing a
yellow carnation, squeezed her husband’s shoulder, her diamond ring glistening.
“You’ll win the next hand,” she consoled.


“Better for you if I lose.”


She eyed the other women. “I want you to have
whatever you want.”


The husband looked at a redhead standing behind one
of his opponents. She smiled back at him.


The stakes hit me. If the husband won, he got to
have another man’s wife. If he lost, his wife had to give it up. I wondered if
these men were just doms or if they also got off on watching their wives like I
did.


Hotwives with dom husbands. A combination I’d never
really considered was beginning to appear entirely possible.


This party was all about BDSM. Might there be
another one purely with a hotwife theme? A bunch of couples like me and Andie?
There would have to be bulls, of course, maybe a little
swinging . . . 


I didn’t think I could get into the swinging part.
Me watching Andie, sure, anytime. Me participating with her, that had worked. A
bunch of arms and legs and trading places? That wasn’t for me. I just wanted to
watch Andie. I didn’t want another woman.


The fourth man, in a purple tie, said, “Call your
blowjob and raise you a fuck.”


My cock did its little twinge, calling out, Hey,
what about what I want?


My reaction must have been set off by the man’s
matter of fact offering up of his wife. Or had I been subconsciously reacting
to the idea of being with another woman? All sorts of things had got me aroused
tonight, seeing the wives being told what to do, seeing
Ling . . . 


The man with the red rose said, “What kind of fuck?”


The woman behind the man who’d made the raised bet
dug her fingers into her husband’s shoulders. It was impossible to tell if she
was communicating a warning or excitement. The husband said, “Any kind of fuck
you want.”


A voice at my ear, an excited voice, said, “That’s a
good bet.”


Andie.


My eyes flew over her body, looking for any
indication of what she’d been doing. Her hair wasn’t messed up, her clothes all
in place, but she had that flushed, almost wide-eyed look I knew so well. The
look that said she’d had sex. And not necessarily with me.


She seemed to notice my perusal, or perhaps she
recognized my own excited look, the look I had when she came back from being
with Nathan Chase. She gave her head a little shake. I had my usual conflicting
thoughts. This time it was I’m sorry she didn’t get what she wanted. And
I’m glad I didn’t miss anything.


She kissed me on the cheek. “This is some party. You
can’t believe what I’ve seen.”


“Me too. There was this—.” I stopped mid sentence.
Andie was no longer paying attention, her eyes over my shoulder. I turned to
see two men entering the room. They were somewhat huddled together, as if in
deep conversation, though neither one was doing much talking. One of the men
I’d seen downstairs, Raoul. He’d been offered Ling by her dom. Ling wasn’t with
him now.


The two men paused when they saw us, exchanging a
few words, both men continuing to look our way.


Andie’s eyes grew even wider, her lip trembling.


“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Do you know that
other guy?”


She took a long time before replying, her eyes still
on the two men. I looked back and forth from her to them. She seemed surprised,
excited, and perhaps a little overwhelmed. “Andie?”


She finally refocused on me, as if about to communicate
a momentous truth.


“I keep forgetting you’ve never met. That’s Nathan
Chase.”


Her eyes snapped back to him, yet I saw them flicker
side to side, and I realized she was looking at both men.


And they were both looking at her.


She drew in a sharp breath. It certainly appeared
she was their topic of conversation. It gave me a little time to come to grips
with my first look at Nathan Chase. 


He was what Andie had described, yet both more and
less. He had what is often referred to as presence, erect but not stiff, head
high, a palpable confidence. Most of the guests in the room had turned at his
approach as if by some magic magnetism. On the other hand, he was no movie star
in the looks department. Though I’m sure I was being especially critical because
he was a competitor—it was impossible to think otherwise—objectively he was far
more compelling than handsome. I’m not sure exactly what I’d been expecting, a
hunk of a stud, perhaps. Yet I could see why Andie was drawn to him, especially
given how he pushed all her sexual buttons.


The other man, Raoul, was far more of what women
might call a heartthrob, a naturally dark skinned man with hair that looked
like the photos you’d see in a salon. He too had a confidence, his more offhand
rather than polished. If Nathan Chase was the chairman of the board, then Raoul
was the matador of the bullring, but without any unnecessary flamboyance.


Both of them confident, powerful men who looked like
they always got what they wanted.


And both of them were focused on my wife.


Oddly, neither one displayed any of the party color
codes, suggesting they were also beyond the rules.


“What do you think they’re talking about?” Andie
whispered.


“I think it’s pretty obvious. You.”


“Tara said she didn’t think this was his kind of
party.”


“I guess she was wrong. Does that bother you?”


“I’m not sure. I always get excited seeing him. I’ve
seen plenty of doms tonight, but he’s—different.”


“Even though he tells you what to do?”


“Actually, he mostly doesn’t. I just know what he
wants. That’s one of the ways he’s different from a dom.” She looked back at
the two men. “I think.”


“Raoul seems pretty interested in you, too.” It
struck me that Ling had been offered to Raoul earlier, and now here he was
looking at my wife. Would he choose between Andie and Ling?


And who would I want him to pick?


“A little while ago I saw him watching—two men and a
woman. She wore the green, and . . .” Andie’s eyes flicked to
me. “There was pain. Pain she wanted.”


“I see.” Though I didn’t understand. “Did he say
anything to you?”


“Not a word. He might have noticed my reaction.”


“Oh.” All at once I was rooting for Ling and Nathan
Chase. Ling to take Raoul’s attention away from Andie, and Nathan Chase to make
her forget any disappointment from not being chosen by Raoul. “Maybe we should
just leave.”


At that moment Nathan Chase made a subtle but
distinct come here gesture to Andie. She tensed, reaching for my hand.
“I’ll leave if you really want me to. But decide now, please.”


I could tell she didn’t want to leave. She would,
though. I knew it would really make me feel better. For a while.


Later, I’d regret it, I was sure.


And because she would have left if I’d asked,
because I knew she would have walked out without a complaint, I could not deny
her what she so obviously wanted.


I gave her hand a squeeze. “One condition.”


“Anything.”


“I want to watch.” I meant to say I want to watch
over you, to make sure she would be okay, especially if she ended up with
Raoul. He was the wildcard. She’d survived—thrived, even, if I was being
honest—with Nathan Chase. Who knew what road Raoul might lead her down?


She gave me a wonderful smile, a smile of thanks and
her own relief. “Of course. Why else did you think I wanted you here?”


She squeezed my hand again and walked toward the
men, and I wasn’t the only one in the room watching her, not by a long shot.
Something about her own confidence, even in the presence of these two
commanding men, combined with her eagerness, drew the eyes of all the guests.
Even the betting at the poker game stopped.


I let her get a little ahead, and then followed.
Making it clear she was her own woman, making her own decisions, and yet we
were still together.


Her entire demeanor slid along the
confidence-eagerness spectrum with each step. By the time she was an arm’s
length away from the men her heightened expectation was obvious. Her head was
high, her arms slightly tense, her shoulders squared.


Her breasts must have looked magnificent.


I stopped just within earshot.


Raoul looked Andie up and down, a sophisticated
gaze. A refined man looking at a work by a new artist, judging its worth, and
not at all like a jerk who thought of women as pieces of meat.


“Yes,” said Raoul.


Nathan Chase didn’t respond to Andie’s presence in
any way I could discern. Not ignoring her, exactly, but not acknowledging her
either. It was hard to imagine being a man so sure of himself that he could be
so nonchalant with a woman he’d fucked. A married woman. And more than fucked.


“What is your ante?” asked Nathan Chase.


Raoul raised a finger. 


I turned in the direction he was gesturing, which
was back toward the hallway I’d come in from. Standing at the entrance to the
room was Ling with her magnificent purple booted Nordic dom, Hilda. Hilda’s
husband stood well in the background.


Ling wasn’t as drawn to Raoul and Nathan Chase as
Andie was. In fact, she was looking right at me, a smile on her face that was
far more wicked than mischievous.


Hilda prodded Ling forward.


Raoul said, “I have a claim on that one.”


Ling stopped right next to me, the hairs on my neck
rising. I tried to ignore her, but I couldn’t pull off Nathan Chase’s
nonchalance, unaffected by the presence of a woman I’d had sex with. Especially
with my wife just a few feet away.


I realized I’d never in my life been in this
situation. Two women I’d slept with. One of them my wife. Both of them knowing
about the other. At a kinky sex party, no less. It gave the term awkward
a totally new meaning.


Andie had turned as well, and now she was
looking at me. Then at Ling. Then back at me.


Andie turned to Ling just as Ling turned to Andie.
The two woman locked eyes, and I could see where the expression daggers
flying came from.


I thought they might go at each other.


Ling’s mouth shifted from wickedness to haughtiness,
as if to say I had your husband before, and if I want I can have him again.


She likely felt that way because she knew I was no
dom, and perhaps because she was that sure of her own sexuality.


Ling knew me pretty well. I also thought I knew my
wife, but instead of rising to the bait, Andie smiled.


Or maybe she was just rising to the challenge.


Either Nathan Chase wasn’t impressed with Raoul’s
claim, or was unaffected by Ling’s sensuality. “Why would I want her?”


Hilda set her crop on Ling’s cheek and forced her
face toward the two men. Ling didn’t fight the realignment of her gaze, but her
eyes screamed out a new challenge. She was, after all, a brat.


“She needs to be tamed,” said Raoul. He paused a
beat, then added, “Perhaps you are the man to do it.”


Andie stiffened. The conversation, and the attention
of the two men, were no longer on her. It wasn’t that she was so egotistical
she needed to always be the center of interest, but she clearly craved the
attention of these men.


And she was losing it to Ling.


Nathan Chase appeared to be considering. It sounded
like there was some kind of trade being offered.


Andie for Ling.


I couldn’t believe it. Not only because Andie was
worth a hundred Lings, but that Nathan Chase would give Andie up. After all
she’d done for him, was he just going to toss her aside?


I let out a little sound, perhaps a laugh at my own
ridiculous situation. I was upset because the man who had made my wife satisfy
him in almost unspeakable ways was going to now reject her.


I was far more concerned about Andie. Her face registered
a shocked horror, yet with an overlay of excitement. I was certain she was also
having two simultaneous, conflicting thoughts.


Nathan Chase might give me up.


These men are arguing over me.


It was hard not to think of Nathan Chase as an
arrogant ass, yet he pleased my wife in ways I never could. If he gave her up
he’d be an even more arrogant ass, which meant little. What did matter
was Andie would be devastated.


I tried to think of what I might do. But what could
I say? Don’t give up my wife?


How the hell did I get in this position?


What slapped me out of my uncertainty was the fact
that Nathan Chase was apparently willing to even consider the trade.
Ling for Andie. It made my blood boil. I had nothing against Ling. Even with
her snide comments, that was who she was now, perhaps who she’d always been.
She was just being herself. You can’t fault someone for that.


It looked like Nathan Chase was about to speak, but
I beat him to it, driven by my indignation. “That’s not a fair deal. And
believe me, I’m in a position to know.”


If my wife was going to be traded, I wasn’t going to
let her go cheap.


Everyone looked at me. Raoul with a hint of disdain,
like he’d been interrupted by a peon as he’d prepared to make his coup de grace
stroke. Ling with surprise, less because she was resentful of my statement but
more that I’d made a statement at all. Hilda raised an eyebrow.


Andie, turned, shocked. I expected her to be angry.
That I’d intervened, that I’d broken up the fight between the two men before it
got really good.


Instead—and I don’t think I ever loved her as much
as I did right then—she whispered, “Thank you.”


I shifted my gaze from Andie to Nathan Chase. I
didn’t know how he’d react outwardly, though I expected he was pissed as hell.
Who was I to get in the middle of his negotiation?


When he spoke next, I knew what Andie meant about
him being different. I understood why she was so taken by him.


“My sentiments exactly,” agreed Nathan Chase. He
actually gave me a short nod before making a dismissive gesture to Raoul. He
managed to pull off what very few could, avoiding Raoul’s trap of implicitly
admitting he might not be able to tame Ling, while at the same time not
negotiating against himself. It was an impressively brilliant move.


“Ah,” said Raoul, the syllable suggesting a
haughtiness, as if he sniffed a weakness in Nathan Chase but was prepared to
humor him. “Very well, if you feel so strongly about her. I’ll throw
in . . .” his eyes searched the room, conveying he could merely
pick out another woman at his whim.


And all around the room, women straightened up,
touched their hair, leaned forward. Something big was happening, and they
wanted to be part of it.


Raoul’s eyes settled. On Hilda. “That one.”


All eyes turned to her. All eyes except mine. I was
looking at Andie. To see what she thought of this raising of the stakes.


Andie’s nostrils flared, color rising to her cheeks.
I knew she was again conflicted, pleased with the intense energy of the
exchange, yet still not sure who she wanted to end up with. I followed Andie’s
gaze to Hilda. The tall woman was arguably the most beautiful woman in the
room. She was also clearly a dom.


She flicked her crop, portraying her own
haughtiness, as if amused at Raoul’s decision. Not that he chose her to balance
the scale, but that he thought he had the right to do so.


“You have no claim on me,” said Hilda. “I don’t wear
the green.” 


“This has nothing to do with green,” replied Raoul.
“Or even yellow.”


Hilda’s bright blue eyes sparkled more with
uncertainty than with disdain. Uncertainty of exactly where she stood in the
new pecking order.


She was a perfect ten, but to me it still wasn’t a
fair trade.


Nathan Chase, to his credit, and earning my grudging
respect, said, “One condition.” He turned away from Hilda, as if she wasn’t
even going to get a chance to have any serious input into the conversation. “I
keep those two as long as I want, but you get Andie for one night only.”


All three women gasped, Andie loudest of all. In one
swoop Nathan Chase had not only turned the tables on Raoul, he’d boxed him into
a corner. And at the same time, though he’d been willing to trade Andie away,
she no doubt would be even more entranced by how high a price he’d put on her.


After all, he got two hot women in return.


Now it was Raoul who appeared to be considering the
odds. Then he smiled, which was rather at odds with his imperial appearance.
“One night. Agreed. Unless she embraces the green.”


“My women aren’t bound to me by colors,” said Nathan
Chase. He turned and walked out of the room.


After the slightest of hesitations, Hilda and Ling
followed. Hilda’s eyes were on Nathan Chase, but Ling turned to look back. Not
at Raoul, but first at Andie, then at me, her eyes narrowing, as if realizing
she’d made a very profound miscalculation.









Andie


In shock I watched Nathan Chase walk away.
Walk away from me.


Desert me.


So many conflicting emotions threatened to sweep me
away. Loss, tempered by the thrill of being so valued. Thrill, bound by the
cringing expectation of what Raoul planned, a man who hadn’t been impressed by
a woman almost tearing her nipples out.


Joy, because Nathan Chase had demanded so much for
me.


Still, I might have fallen victim to my own
uncertainty if Peter had not stepped to my side.


He didn’t speak, though the love and concern in his
eyes made it clear what he was thinking. I could still leave. No one, not
Raoul, not even Nathan Chase, was forcing me to be here. Especially not Nathan
Chase, who’d made it clear that his influence over me had nothing to do with my
wearing a yellow collar or being a sub.


He’d made the trade, but it was my decision to be
the pawn.


I could leave now, with Peter. Yet he didn’t take my
arm. He wasn’t going to force me either. I knew he would support whatever
decision I made.


Tara had given me the opportunity to be a dom or a
sub. In his own way, so had Peter. Now I had another decision to make. To
remain in the world I’d entered and still hadn’t fully explored, or to enter
yet another realm, one that called to me just as powerfully. To explore another
letter—another relationship—in the BDSM array of possibilities.


I’d gone from a slutty single woman who liked rough
sex to a monogamous wife with a subdued sex life to a hotwife to a dominant to
a submissive. I now had more than I could ever have hoped for, and my
relationship with Peter had only strengthened. We were closer in every way,
including sexually.


In that moment I realized I wasn’t at the end of my
journey. It wasn’t the destination that had brought all my happiness and sexual
joy, it was the journey itself. It wasn’t meant to stop at being a hotwife or a
sub or being with another woman or even being an occasional dominant. The path
continued on before me, ready to be discovered.


“I have to,” I whispered to Peter.


“I know.” He moved my hair behind my ear. “So I can
see your face.”


“Thank you. For everything.”


“You’re worth a hundred Ling’s. A thousand.”


I laughed out a breath of my tension. “You forgot
the blonde.”


“What blonde?”


I laughed. “You’re just trying to make me feel
better.”


“Always, but it’s true. And even with her thrown in
the price wasn’t high enough.”


“We’ll see about that,” said Raoul. So he had been
listening. He made a grand gesture, ushering me ahead.


I didn’t move. “My husband comes with me.”


Peter winced at my unfortunate choice of words,
especially as Raoul replied, “But of course. I would have expected no less.” He
turned to Peter. “In fact, if you are going to participate, it would be fitting
if you choose her safe word.”


“Safe word?”


Peter tensed, perhaps the true price of the trade
dawning on him. His eyes slipped to me, and for a moment I though he was going
to change his mind. I fought to keep my true feelings hidden. This was his
decision, and I didn’t want to influence it. He already tried too hard to
please me.


As caught up in the tension as I was, I made a vow
to myself that I’d find a way to please him, and in a way beyond what we
usually did. Please him in a way I had never before pleased him.


Peter made his decision. “Nathan.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. My dear husband had just
shown that he was on the same playing level, at least mentally, as these other
men. By choosing that word, I could end whatever Raoul chose to subjugate me
to. By calling the name of another man as an escape. And Raoul would have to go
along.


I thought Raoul would laugh as well, an attempt to
pretend he wasn’t fazed by Peter’s choice. But he only nodded, and in that nod
I saw respect. “Very well,” he said. “Nathan it is.”


Only now did I move, heading in the direction Raoul
had indicated, into another hallway, feeling the eyes of everyone in the room.
What were they thinking? Were they envious or gleeful?


Would they get to watch?


I glanced back, not really to look at them, but to
see how Peter was doing. He was a mere step behind Raoul, committed. I tried to
give him a reassuring smile but I was already losing control of my muscles. It
took all my focus to keep walking.


In the hallway stood two women in dark green
dresses, as if they had been waiting all along just for us. One of them had
long red hair, her face a blaze of freckles, her eyes as green as her dress.
The other one also had green eyes, her hair dyed a multitude of colors. The
redhead led the way, and as I followed her shapely form I heard chairs shifting
back, a hum of people entering the hallway to follow us.


An audience.


The hallway ended at another room, also octagonal,
though slightly smaller. Two women in white robes with blue sash belts,
reminiscent of some pagan religion, stood next to a massive latticed wooden
wheel, suspended on a base. One of the cigarette girls waited with her tray of
colored chokers and fabrics. 


The exterior walls were windowed, the interior wall
lined with objects on hooks, reminding me of the room with the sex toys where
Tara had taken me.


These weren’t sex toys. Nothing about them suggested
they were toys.


Instead of dildos, the hooks held whips and chains,
belts and ropes, crops and harnesses, and other objects too outlandish to
identify. I stumbled, not watching where I was going, my eyes glued to the threatening
arsenal.


I was stopped in front of the wheel, flanked by the
two women in green. The room filled with guests, most taking positions facing
me, Peter right in the middle. When there was no more space the rest watched
from the doorway.


No one spoke, the only sound the restless
anticipation of the audience. I might not have heard speaking anyway, because
my heart was beating as loud as slaps on my ass.


Raoul stood in front of me. He’d regained his
apparently uninterested demeanor. I expected him to tell me what to do, but he
appeared to be waiting.


 For my decision.


I don’t know how I knew, but I was sure I was right.
This wasn’t a party, and this certainly wasn’t a room where guests were dragged
to. They came on their own accord. They made the decisions to be subs, men and
women both. Not only to be subs, but to take on the other roles as well.


Someone had chosen a yellow choker for me. But I’d
accepted it. Willingly.


I still didn’t know exactly what Raoul was all
about. He hadn’t been visibly affected by the display of pain, but he’d been
interested enough to watch. He had overpowered the beautiful blonde dom with
his sheer will, yet the women surrounding him wore blue and green, not the
yellow of submissiveness.


Though I wore the yellow, he’d seen my reaction to
the SM experience. I’m sure he was no doubt asking himself exactly where I fit.


I wasn’t sure myself. I was dom, I was sub. I was
drawn to pain, at least to some extent.


Nathan Chase was right. I wasn’t bound to him by a
color. Tara wasn’t in this room, so I had no dom here. Which meant I was no
sub.


I slowly reached up and removed the yellow choker.


The cigarette girl stepped forward, and I dropped it
on the tray. She hesitated, obviously waiting for me to choose another color.


My finger hovered over the green. Is that what I was
or would become? Or was the multi color more appropriate? Did multiple colors
mean some of the letters or all of them?


I took my hand away. “I will make this choice at a
later time.”


Raoul didn’t seem especially upset or even
surprised. “Then you must choose another way to demonstrate your willingness.”


That was easy. I’d done it a hundred times. Not in
front of such an audience, but in front of many men.


I unbuttoned my blouse.


I felt like a stripper on a stage, but instead of
working the audience my eyes were only on one man, Raoul. I slipped free the
hook on my wrap skirt and let it fall to the floor. Twisting out of my top, I
stood there in nothing but my lacy bra, tiny panties, and heels.


Raoul didn’t seem especially impressed by, or even
interested in, my body. I wasn’t surprised. I sensed that what turned him on
had little to do with pure looks, otherwise he wouldn’t have given up Hilda so
easily.


I reached back to unhook my bra, but the woman with
the multicolored hair said, “No.”


I froze, my hands behind my back. She ran her
fingers through her hair, freeing her hairpin, tossing her head. When she held
up the pin it was sharpened to a knife’s edge.


She moved close enough to kiss.  Her eyes held mine,
her face so close I couldn’t see down past her cheeks, and I lost sight of the
sharp object.


Until it dragged along my upper chest.


The point dug into my skin, sharper than a
fingernail, and yet I felt no pain, rather just the threat of pain. I began to
shake as the cold steel rode down my body. With a snap my bra was cut away.


She didn’t stop.


I sucked in my stomach, as if that would protect me.
The steel was no longer cold, but warm, how was that possible? I shivered, but
instead of being cold I started to sweat, my own heat warming the blade.


Which sliced through my panties like a cock spearing
a wet and willing pussy.


Down went the spear, much smaller than a cock but
just as potentially threatening, along my thighs, snaking over my calves.


With a flick of her wrist the thin straps of my
heels were cut off, and they fell to the floor in pieces.


She slowly licked the blade before slipping it back
into her hair.


I gasped in a breath, my sudden movement causing my
bra and panties to fall away.


I looked down, expecting to see blood, but there was
only the hint of a pink line running between my breasts and over my belly.
She’d used just the perfect amount of pressure to bring both fear and promise
without causing damage.


Raoul stepped closer. His aura was overwhelming, a
tightly packed prospect of pent up power. Though my hair was not in my eyes,
the woman moved it behind my other ear just as Peter had done. She touched my
earrings, and I tensed, half expecting she would yank them off, another tense
creation of a possibility of pain. She slid her finger down the trail left by
the steel. Her fingers lingered below my breasts, her hand pressing, the way a
husband might lovingly put his hand on his pregnant wife’s belly.


She reversed the direction of her stroke, circling
one breast and then the other in circles, over and over, growing smaller and
tighter, until just around my nipples, though she never touched them.


“Your piercings are in all the wrong places.”


I gasped at the implication. Of what she suggested I
might endure, and what I would not have the opportunity to discover.


Raoul examined my face, as if committing to memory
what I now looked like, as an artist might look at a plain block of stone
before chiseling it away into whatever design he chose.


He nodded to the two women in the white robes. They
moved to the wall, each choosing a coiled rope, and took positions on either
side of me.


And waited.


Once again I was expected to make a decision.


Raoul’s eyes gave no indication of what he wanted or
expected. Neither did the women. I did not look at Peter. This was not a
decision he could or should make for me.


I was naked and alone in a crowded room. I could
rely only on the certainty of the psychological support of my husband and the
reality of the massive wheel behind me.


Together, they gave me the answer.


I spread my arms to the side, placing them against
the wheel, opening myself to Raoul in a welcoming embrace.


The women with the ropes quickly lashed me to the
wheel, binding me with artful twists of the rope. It dug into my skin the way a
man would grasp my hips in the throes of his orgasm, a wonderful discomfort.
When they were finished with my arms they gathered more ropes and bound my
legs, making me into a modern version of Vitruvian man.


I was held fast, yet I didn’t feel trapped. Instead
I was positioned for the show.


My show.


Only now did I seek out Peter. His face held that
mix of emotions I’d so often seen on him, his concern for me, yet the pride of
seeing his wife so desired by other men.


The woman with the multicolored hair retrieved
something from the wall. When she stood before me my body cramped
instinctively, expecting another sharp object. Instead she held up a short
green stick, as long as a pencil but thicker. Before I could even translate
what it was she shoved the stick against my lips.


I didn’t quite know what I was supposed to do. She
didn’t press it into my mouth or tell me to take it. It appeared I was going to
keep having to make decisions.


“Take it,” the woman whispered. “To bite down on.
You can always spit it out if you need to use your safe word.”


I wasn’t sure what was the right answer here, for
Raoul or for me. Did they want to see me reject a crutch or need one?


To bite down on.


To help with the pain.


I opened my mouth.


She slipped it in, the stick just the right size to
hold my mouth open wide enough to be uncomfortable, not that different from how
I was bound. I fought down panic, feeling more trapped in this rather mundane,
voluntary contraption than I did being strapped to the wheel. Though I could
push the stick out with my tongue, it felt like being gagged.


She stepped away. Now I was not only on display, but
helplessly on display. My body was still hot from my striptease and the blade,
a heat rising as I’d been lashed and given the stick.


Now it was the redhead’s turn to shop at the wall.
She returned not with a rope or a gag or even a crop, but with a complex
stainless steel contraption that looked like it belonged in a factory. Five
knuckled, claw-like strips surrounded a clamp. The clamp was attached to a
round calibrated dial, like that on a meat thermometer. Connected to the clamp
was a long screw. At the end of the screw was a dark red handle in the shape of
a T.


Being tied and gagged shouldn’t have been an excuse
for me not understanding what it was. I must have frowned, or perhaps the woman
planned on demonstrating the contraption all along. She held it up, turning the
handle. As she did so the clamp began to close, and the indicator dial moved.


Perhaps my silence suggested acquiescence, because
she didn’t wait for me to make a decision. She raised the contraption to my
right breast, the claws cupping my tit like a large man’s hand. With a quick
turn of the handle the claw latched on and I gasped, not because it hurt, but
because the truth of the device’s meaning finally pierced my addled brain.


“No,” I whispered.


“That’s not your safe word.” She paused her turning
of the handle. “That will be your last warning.” 


It wasn’t the claw that caused my reaction. The
pressure was no tighter than a sports bra. It wasn’t even the out-worldly
appearance of the claw, like I was being operated on by aliens in some bad
science fiction movie. It was what it all represented, not only suggesting what
might come, but what I might want.


Again she took my silence, or my not invoking my
safe word, as approval. Again the handle was tightened, the metal appendages
now impressing into my soft skin. When she moved her hands away the entire
contraption remained anchored to my breast. The metal screw stuck straight out
from my body, a five inch mechanical extension of my nipples.


I was staring at it dumbfounded, and didn’t even
register the other woman returning with a matching contraption until she
connected it to my left breast. The women stepped aside, the crowd murmuring
their appreciation.


I finally tore my eyes away from the devices. I
wanted to see Peter. He looked concerned, but not overly so, probably because
he couldn’t see the clamps inside the claws.


Raoul certainly knew they were there. His face was
still impassive, and for a heartbeat he reminded me of Nathan Chase in his
limo. How his stoicism drove me to want to get a rise out of him any way I
could. To notice me. To be affected by me.


There was no doubt Raoul noticed me, but so far I
hadn’t seen anyone affect him.


Raoul raised his hand, turning it slowly. “What a
wonderful work of art is the hand, don’t you agree? So dexterous, so able to
move and twist and bend. So perfect in its design that it is not made for one
thing only, but for whatever one desires.”


I stared at his hand. He opened and closed his
fingers, and the similarity to the claw on my breast was obvious. I could not
help but wonder, as no doubt he wanted me to, why it wasn’t his fingers
grabbing me instead of the artificial claw.


His fingers snapped into a hard fist. I jerked
forward, and in that reaction I knew he was aware of my secret, as if he ever
had any doubt. The desire to have strong, rough hands squeezing my tits until
they hurt. And more.


Yet my revelation didn’t earn as much as a blink
from him. He raised his index finger. “Not only is the entire hand a work of
art, but so are each of the fingers. This one can be used to indicate, to
trace, even to paint. Or this one.” He lifted his middle finger. “Not quite so
refined in its movements, but stronger and actually faster.” He flicked his
finger back and forth like he was playing a staccato Bach on the piano. “Tell
me, is this the finger you use most to make yourself come?”


“Yes,” I whispered. With the stick in my mouth the
word came out as a hiss. Yeessss.


His finger stopped moving. “I can also make you come
with just this finger. Do you doubt me?”


I forgot all about the clamp, I forgot all about
where I was. My entire being was focused on his finger and his voice. His very
presence made me hotter than I should possibly be, naked as I was. If he kept
standing there I might come without him using his finger. I shook my
head, because I couldn’t speak.


His mouth moved, ever so slightly. If I hadn’t been
so close I wouldn’t have been able to see it, and if it was a hint of a smile
it was gone in a second. His finger moved forward, an arrow pointed at my left
breast. Like he was pointing at my heart, but my fleshiness was in the way.


His finger stopped at the handle.


He made a little twisting motion, turning the handle
with the tip of his finger. The two sides of the clamp within the claws drew
together like lovers.


Right onto my nipple.


I realized this might happen, I saw it happen, but
it still wasn’t registering. My nipple stiffened, perhaps at the slight
pressure, perhaps in demand. Exactly as it would stiffen if a man’s strong
fingers gripped it. Though my nipples had been squeezed much harder than this,
the presence of the clamp was far more menacing.


The indicator on the dial moved to the number one.


Raoul’s fingers did their twisting dance again, the
opposing sides of the clamps nudging closer, the pressure on my nipple now
matching the force of the claws on my breasts.


The indicator read two. 


The force was noticeable, but still not painful, no
more so than a lover’s quick squeeze, though this time the pressure wasn’t
being released.


Another twist.


Three.


A prickling sensation, like getting a shot at the
doctor’s office.


No reaction from Raoul, and I wasn’t sure I was
reacting either. I’d had far worse than this. On my nipples, and elsewhere. I
don’t know whether it was my own stoicism or some other emotion in my eyes that
made Raoul spin the handle to four.


The discomfort shifted to the first hint of true
pain, yet with the constancy of the pressure my body, or my mind, quickly
adjusted. Raoul must have noticed because his finger moved again, as deftly as
an expert lover working a clit.


Five.


I took in a quick breath, my mouth wet on the stick.
I swallowed, my eyes darting from Raoul to the clamp, which was compressing my
nipple more than I thought it would be. Seeing how hard I was being squeezed
was as mind pain inducing as the actual pain.


His finger moved away, taking with it the threat and
the promise. Hovering it over the handle on my other breast, he said, “The body
is remarkably adaptable to changes in its environment. One doesn’t even realize
exactly how adaptable it is until . . .”


With a sudden movement he spun the handle in a
circle like a racehorse around a track, the dial jumping all the way to five.


I screamed.


The very force of my exhalation forced the stick
forward in my mouth, and I captured it at the very last second, my body
instinctively knowing I needed it, my teeth clamping down. My nipple was being
crushed so hard I was sure it would explode.


Raoul spun the handle back until the indicator read one.


The pain lingered, hot, the way your eyes continued
to burn even when you closed them after looking at the sun.


“Adaptability,” explained Raoul, “even to pain. The
pressure on both was exactly the same, yet in a short time you were able to
adapt to the first. Even now I know you feel it here,” he touched the throbbing
nipple he had just released, “more than here.” He touched my other nipple,
still in its far tighter embrace.


His tone had shifted, making me think he was finally
being affected, not as much from my pain, but from his own explanation, the way
a professor might be pleased as he delivered a lesson, the master enlightening
the novice. He paused, letting his words truly sink in, then raised a quizzical
eyebrow, his way of asking if I had understood.


Asking if I was ready for more.


I sucked in a new breath and gave a quick nod,
answering both his questions.


His finger hovered between my breasts, as if
deciding which nipple would get his attention, or would best deliver his
lesson.


Very slowly he circled his finger around the handle
on my left breast until the dial read six.


How much his lesson was impressed upon me was proven
by my crushed nipple and the sharp yet oddly muted pain. The clamp was tighter
here than it had been on the other nipple, yet I was able to keep from crying
out.


Barely.


His personal demonstration was forcing me to rethink
all I thought I knew about pain. Yet instead of flashing a warning, instead of
reconsidering, or even begging for time to reconsider, I begged with my eyes
for more.


Raoul understood my language.


The dial spun as his fingers moved, my teeth
smashing against the stick as the clamp smashed my almost unrecognizable
nipple.


Seven.


I was wet everywhere, tears on my cheeks, spittle in
my mouth, fluids sliding down my thighs.


He must have moved closer as my eyes momentarily
squeezed shut, because his face now filled my field of vision. I could no
longer see the audience, the women. I couldn’t see Peter, though I knew he was
there, because he would not desert me.


“Pain,” said Raoul, in his now animated tone of a
mentor to his student, “is not just about the response of the nervous system to
a stimuli, but the mind’s preparation for such pain. This is the essence of
fear. Fear created adrenaline, giving the body the extra resources needed to
fight or to flee. But when pain is not unexpected, but embraced, the mind has
time to make decisions. Decisions to fight or flee. Do you wish to fight or flee?”


Though I felt he was finally starting to react, he
gave no indication of which answer he wanted. Did he want me to struggle? To
scream at him? To be a brat like Ling? To run out of the room crying?


I wasn’t going to please him by guessing. I wasn’t going
to be able to endure, endure enough to discover what I wanted, by guessing. So
there was only one answer: to be myself. To at least be the woman I was, right
at this moment.


I shook my head, again answering both his questions.


Without warning the dial jumped, the pain blocking
out even my ability to register the movement of his fingers.


Eight.


My eyelids fluttered, opening and closing, remote
controls in a frustrating attempt to change the channel. I blinked so fast the
fluttering was as constant as the pain.


There was so little space left between the two sides
of the clamp, only the nub of my nipple holding it at bay. The small space
remaining before a complete, impossible connection of metal to metal. Yet it
wasn’t the clamp or even the sliver of remaining freedom that punched into my
brain. It was the dial, the dangerous portent of the future.


Raoul went on in his increasingly animated voice.
“Pain, of course, is much worse when it is being done to you. I am sure you
have tried to make yourself uncomfortable, even to the extent of pain. Such
self-induced attempts are doomed to failure. Unlike masturbation, where you can
bring yourself to an arousal surpassing sex with another, joy from pain cannot
be achieved alone.”


His eyes had become brighter, more open, a
passageway to his inner thoughts and his desires. He was talking not
only about me, but about himself. 


Joy from pain cannot be achieved alone.


Raoul was not a man who didn’t care about how a
woman felt, who just took what he wanted to get his pleasure. He was a man who
got his pleasure from giving as well as taking.


Learning this about him was a painful lesson for me.


Learning the lesson held the pain at bay. I could
not overcome it, but the understanding gave me the strength to go on.


He was a master, he had to be, because even without
me speaking he knew exactly where I stood, what I understood.


“Pain can be pleasure, like anal sex. You did not
need me to learn that truth. I saw you take that big dildo at the party. You
were so one with the experience you didn’t even see me there.
Now . . .” Raoul twirled his finger again, and I braced myself
against the wheel, wishing I could look at his eyes and the clamp and the dial
and Peter all at the same time.


Peter.


Could he see all of what was happening? Or was Raoul
in the way? Would Peter step in to stop this?


Did I want Peter to stop this?


Raoul’s finger flicked the other way, and for a
heartbeat I thought he was going to release the pressure.


Did I want Raoul to stop this?


Raoul cocked an eyebrow and resumed his lesson, in
Socratic mode now. “You are wondering where the pleasure is.”


For the first time, he was wrong. I was way beyond
that question. I knew where the pleasure was. For me and for him.


The meaning of his gesture became apparent when the
redhead stepped close. Her eyes were brighter than Raoul’s, shimmering like the
sun on the sea. Their faces melded, her hand coming up to my
breast . . . 


She disappeared from view, her hand not on the
handles or the clamp but below, on my stomach, drifting down and falling below.
Raoul moved away ever so slightly, but at the same time he firmed his
connection to me by returning his finger to the handle.


Raoul’s mouth opened a hair’s breath, but no words
came. This wasn’t a lesson, it was a reaction, a veritable scream from his
imperturbable demeanor. A slight pressure against my thighs was enough to jerk
my body, my hips and ass slamming against the hard wood. 


Raoul’s mouth opened another sliver, a space so
small I could not see his teeth.


Nine.


I cried out, crunching so hard on the stick my jaw
hurt, a thousand deep throat blowjobs rolled into one. I might have passed out
if Raoul had not reacted, his own pleasure a joyous gift keeping me aware. The
flow of hair on my inner thighs sent a signal, all telling me that the redhead
was giving Raoul a blowjob.


Joy from pain cannot be achieved alone.


His mouth opened more, my eyes darting to his
because I needed to see his pleasure. Yet the movement of his mouth was not a
moan, he was speaking. “It is said that you cannot always believe your eyes.
But that is only a half truth. True reality is matching what you see with what
your other senses tell you.”


I was struggling to comprehend his meaning. My other
senses, my other nerves, registered only pain and a promise of pleasure.
I heard his words. I tasted only the harshness of the stick.


All I had left were my eyes.


I looked down.


To my utter shock the redhead wasn’t facing Raoul at
all. She was facing me. Raoul’s sleek, beautiful cock lay on top of her head,
the tip just a breath away from my belly.


About as far away as the distance between the
clamps.


It was the redhead who had brushed my inner thighs,
who had awakened my pussy, who had given me the power needed to put the pain in
its rightful place, not as a balance to the pleasure, but as a multiplier for
it.


I could see only the top of her head, not her mouth.
She moved ever so slightly, Raoul’s cock gliding through her locks like a sleek
yacht. His shaft shuddered, a shudder I recognized, a man at the verge of an orgasm,
yet a shudder I’d never seen induced without the touch of a hand or a mouth.


“The truth about pleasure revolves around
connections. Emotional, physical. There can be one without the other, but the
ultimate bodily pleasure requires the physical. There must be a
connection. Do you understand?”


For the first time I sensed Raoul was having a hard
time controlling his own responses. Or perhaps I had it all wrong, he never
controlled them, it just took so much to elicit his response. The dials had to
go more than halfway just to get him to react, and much higher to take him to
his own verge.


Which had also brought me to mine.


If the redhead were to connect with me physically by
licking me now, or touching me with her finger, or even pressing her closed
mouth against me I was sure I would come. I was that close.


And when Raoul spoke next, I knew he was as well.


“Are you a ten?” His voice was a portent, a promise,
a challenge.


I gasped, only a small breath escaping, because my
lips were clenched tightly, the sliver of space between them as small as the
sliver of space between the clamps, as small as the separation between the tip
of Raoul’s quivering cock and my belly.


His question demanded an answer. An unfettered
answer.


I spit out the stick.


And found my voice, my truth. “Do it!”


His finger danced.


I didn’t have to see the dial, I didn’t have to see
my nipple, I believed what my eyes would tell me if I had looked down, but I
wanted to watch and feel only one thing. Raoul.


My mouth was spread wide open, my lips quivering
like his cock, which finally made the connection between us, touching my belly
as the crushing pain took my nipple, flowing like lightning into me, consuming
my breast and my chest, driving through my body into the wheel. The harsh ropes
were my saviors, holding me in place, forcing me to endure, yet cradling me
with protection. I jerked uncontrollably, yet even my adrenaline strengthened
muscles were no match for my bonds and the firm wheel, which though round was
not going to roll me to an escape.


Every muscle in my body overloaded, every ounce of
adrenaline rushing to my breast to set up a defense, far, far too late, I
didn’t even have the energy to hold my head up, my neck giving way, my eyes
drawn down, down, to the dial, to the ten, to my unrecognizable nipple,
lost in the clamp’s embrace. To the mass of red hair, a plush pillow for
Raoul’s pulsating shaft, his release coating my belly like a blanket, so much
cum it would have earned a ten on any dial.


Only the tip of his cock was in contact with me, his
cum splashing against my skin like a hose pressed into the ground, the
immensity of his release and his moan of pleasure racing me toward the edge
just as if he’d been fucking me. I cried out, the
pain in my breast and the pleasure in my pussy
meeting, combining, my entire body filling with the joining, as if I’d just
been fertilized. I sprouted into my own orgasm, an impossible orgasm, brought
on not by the kind of touch that normally led to pleasure, but by the totally
new recipe of the pain and Raoul’s release and seeing the redhead on her knees
between my legs. All my arousals came to life, the one plus one plus one of
making a man come, my dominant yet submissive position, and the pain adding up
to not three, but to a million.


I came in a way I had
never come before, without touch yet with so much mental and psychological
connection. My contractions shook Raoul’s thick, hot release loose from my
skin, creating a waterfall down my lower belly, disappearing into and
through the mane of redness.


She lifted her head, her eyes as bright as Raoul’s,
her freckles a thousand exploding fireworks. She opened her mouth wide and
caught Raoul’s dripping cum on her tongue like she was drinking from the
fountain of youth.


Instead of swallowing his release she held it on her
tongue, then pressed it into my pussy, her nose shoved against my clit like the
strongest of middle fingers.


The still sharp pain
throbbing my nipple was, just for an instant, balanced by the pleasure of the
pressure in and on my pussy and clit. Not cold water on a burn, not hot water
on a chill, but heat matching heat. I cried
out again, another orgasm latching on to the first the way the clamp had
latched onto my nipple as the redhead seeded
my pussy with Raoul’s cum. I felt everything, the clamp, Raoul’s still hard
cock firm on my belly, the redhead’s tongue. I imagined even more, the cum in
my pussy and the special way it had been put there, Peter’s reaction. No matter
what he had seen or didn’t see, he would hear the proof of my orgasms.


Sounds I’d never created
emerged from my mouth, born not in my vocal cords but from deep inside, a
unique scream for a unique sensation, a wail beyond pain or pleasure.


I came and came and came,
my body so sensitive each touch slammed me against the wheel, yet I could not
escape any of it, like an unrelenting vibrator forced on my clit.


After a very, very long
time Raoul stepped away. Though he had barely made a sound, in that moment I
believed I had never affected a man as much as I had him.


He held up his hand, just
as he had started his lesson, his fingers dropping away one by one.


Making it clear, if it
wasn’t obvious already, that he had made me come without ever even touching me.


 


 


 









Peter


I reached the wheel just as Andie was
unbound, catching her in my arms before she collapsed. Her eyes were full of
amazement, as alive as I’d ever seen them, a complete contrast to her limp
body.


Two women stepped forward, offering me silk robes. I
barely glanced at them as I took one, wrapping it around Andie’s shoulders. I
tied the belt as gently and loosely as I could. I didn’t want her to feel she
was being tied down again.


Without even asking her if she could walk I picked
her up, her body feeling light, as if the energy she’d exerted had taken away
her weight. She curled into my chest, her arm going around my neck, red lines
on her wrists evidence of her ordeal.


An ordeal she’d welcomed.


I’d witnessed many of Andie’s orgasms, seeing and
hearing all there was to see. Or so I thought. My line of sight had been blocked
by Raoul, so I did not know exactly what he’d done to her, but it was clear to
me that these orgasms were linked to pain. I was the only one who could
compare Andie’s orgasms to her others. And these were more intense, longer,
deeper, more all encompassing than any she’d ever had.


The guests parted before us, almost reverently, as
if they realized the enormity of what they’d just witnessed. Many of them had
likely seen women experience orgasms, seen women not only introduced to a new
world of sex, but taken to a new high. Yet still they were awed.


I was past awe, past disbelief, past
incomprehension. I had no time to process my own feelings, and no desire to,
not yet. My only concern was Andie.


Little registered as I made my way through the
house. I don’t know whether the guests in the other rooms had left, or watched
us go. I don’t even remember waiting for our car. Now, on the highway, the
beams of oncoming cars cast surreal shadows on Andie’s face. She’d curled up in
my lap, apparently oblivious to the discomfort of the center console digging
into her chest. I wondered if she would ever react to discomfort again in the
same way, for if Raoul’s actions had matched his words, any discomfort would
certainly seem imperceptible to what she had endured.


In the past, when she’d been with other men, when
she’d been pleasured by other men, I’d feared I would lose her. To them. I now
realized I’d feared too much, but not enough. Too much, because she wasn’t
going to leave me for another man.


Yet not enough, because I had no fucking idea what
competition I might some day face. Not from a man, not even Raoul, but from a
kink, a desire. A need.


A need so far beyond what I could give her.


I couldn’t do anything about not having a big enough
cock. I couldn’t even fix the problem about not being rough enough, because
that mentality was as impossible for me to take on as it was for me to suddenly
become super well endowed.


To do to Andie whatever Raoul had done was so very
far beyond being rough.


Now and again she would make an odd little sound, a
sound that might convey comfort or pain or anything in between. I glanced down
as she nuzzled against me, the robe slipping open. The dash lights played over
her swollen nipples.


It finally dawned on me that the robe was green.


The cigarette girl and the woman with the rainbow
colored hair had both offered robes, one yellow, one green. I’d chosen the
green one without thinking. Or had I been? Had I subconsciously chosen the
color of pain instead of submission? The robe colors must not have been a
coincidence.


Had I just acceded to Andie’s future?


I adjusted the robe to cover her up.

 


Our street was quiet, deserted. It was very
late. I rolled into the garage, and as soon as the door was down I helped Andie
out of the car.


“I can walk,” she said quietly.


She leaned on me as we entered the house, either
because she was overestimating her strength or to keep our connection. In the
bedroom I pulled back the bed coverings and eased her down. “I can fill the tub
for you.”


“Later. Just hold me.”


I slipped off only my shoes and crawled in next to
her, pulling up the comforter even though it wasn’t cold at all. I’d never
thought of Andie as vulnerable, yet that’s how she felt to me right now.


She curled against me the way she had in the car. I
hadn’t turned on the light, the only illumination from the hallway outside the
bedroom. We didn’t talk for a long time.


Finally she said, “What did you see?”


“Enough.”


“Too much?”


I wasn’t sure how to answer that. I never would have
thought there was anything she could ever do I wouldn’t want to see. Now I
wasn’t so sure. “How do you feel?”


She shifted her head slightly, her eyes glittering
like the sun on ice. “Alive. So very alive. But also confused, and a little
worried.”


“What are you worried about?”


She put her hand over my heart. “You. Not knowing
what you were thinking while it was happening. Not knowing how you think of me
now.”


I wrapped my arms around her, the thin silk
conveying even more vulnerability. “The same as I’ve always thought, the same I’ve
always felt. I love you.”


She let out a long sigh, as if she was actually
fearing I would say otherwise. That she even had such a fear was as painful to
me as having to watch her so aroused by what I could never give her. I could
find men for her who had big cocks. I could even deliver rough men, or at least
understand—and support—why she would seek out such men. This was so very
different.


“Thank you.” Her voice was as soft as the silk. “For
all you do, for all your love. And tonight, for not interfering.” She looked up
into my eyes. “I had to find out for myself.”


“I know.” This I could understand.


“And it was good you were there. I’m not sure I
could have explained it to you. I needed you to see how I responded. Who I am.
Who I’m becoming.”


She was talking fast, and I wasn’t sure if she had
this all thought out or if it was just a reaction, the way you’d ooh and ahh as
you watched fireworks explode. I kissed her forehead. “Shh. You don’t need to
explain. And you aren’t becoming anyone. You are the same woman you’ve always
been. A new interest isn’t going to change that, just like you being with other
men hasn’t changed us.”


“But it has. It’s actually brought us closer
together, don’t you think? Not because of the men, but because how my being
with men has opened up doors we’d kept closed. We talk more now. I never felt
we lied to each other before, but we weren’t sharing all our thoughts and
wants. Now we do.” She gave a little laugh. “I used to think that having sex
with other men was so extreme. Now it seems like nothing.”


“Don’t let Nathan Chase hear you talk that way.” I
was joking, just to snap her back into perspective.


Her silence told me she took me seriously. After a
long time she said, “I’m not sure I need Nathan Chase any more.”


I’d been secretly hoping she’d one day utter those
words. Giving up Nathan Chase would be a recognition that her interest in
submission had run its course. That she’d got as much out of him as he had out
of her, a two way street. Then she could completely return to me. Now it only
meant she had discovered another need even Nathan Chase couldn’t fulfill. And
if he couldn’t, I wouldn’t have a chance.


As conflicted as I was about having Nathan Chase in
Andie’s life, he’d certainly given her great pleasure. And so, hard as it was,
I had to take his side. “You don’t know that yet. He keeps surprising you,
doesn’t he? And from what you did at the last party, I bet you surprised him.
He’s probably lying in bed right now, wide awake in the middle of the night,
trying to figure out what to do with you next. He seems to have a very high bar
to even get interested in a woman, let alone stay with her, and you’ve
obviously ensnared him.”


“Raoul has an even higher bar.”


“Fuck Raoul.”


“I doubt that will ever happen. It’s not about
fucking with him.”


“You don’t think he fucks?”


Andie rolled to her side, pulling down the robe. I
cringed as I saw her raw nipples. The skin on her breasts looked like it had
been mauled, though there was no blood or even a break in the skin.


“He got himself off doing this. Or maybe he got
himself off getting me to beg him to do this. He doesn’t need to fuck.”


“He likes getting touched. I saw that redhead on her
knees.”


“She wasn’t sucking him. She was licking me.”


As concerned as I was for Andie, as much as Raoul
bothered me, the picture of the sexy redhead on her knees licking Andie’s pussy
energized my cock, which had been up and down all evening. I shifted my hips,
hoping Andie wouldn’t notice. 


I failed. Her hand drifted down, but before she
reached my crotch she said, “I want to feel your skin.” Before I could respond
she was unbuttoning my shirt, working it off my shoulders. She finished pulling
her robe away, pulling me toward her.


I held back, not because I didn’t want to feel her.
I just didn’t want to mash her nipples. “Does it hurt?”


Her eyes shifted, either a memory or her own cringe.
“I think I have to redefine what I think of as hurt. It doesn’t hurt now.
Comparatively.” She took my hand and placed it over her left nipple. “You
cannot believe how good he is at what he did. I thought I’d be cut, bleeding.
Crushed. It hurt, hurt in a way I’ve never been hurt, but the pain was as much
in my head, as much from what he was making me believe, than on my body. It
became everything, filling me, blocking everything else out. I’ve never been so
focused. I’ve never experienced anything so completely.”


I hovered my palm as gently as I could. “Would you
do it again?”


“Not like that. It wouldn’t be the same.”


She hadn’t really answered my question. “Did you
ever think of using your safe word?”


“It would have meant thinking about Nathan Chase.
And once it started, I didn’t think about him at all. That’s what I meant about
maybe not needing him any more.”


“Before, you said you were confused. Is that why?”


“Yes. It’s become complicated. After we got married,
and we didn’t—connect physically—at the time it all seemed like such a simple
problem. Simple problems should have simple answers. But when I couldn’t figure
out a solution, I realized it was actually more complicated. It was because we
weren’t open to a wide enough range of options. When the answer came, it turned
out to be pretty simple. Not typical, because I don’t think many couples do
what we do. But actually pretty simple in concept.”


“It’s funny, I’ve thought the same thing. Not along
the way, but later.”


“So then along comes Nathan Chase. He actually isn’t
as rough as the men I’d been with, or wanted to be with. Oh, he’s harsh in his
own way, but the discomfort he creates is more here,” she touched her head, “than
in my body. He pushed me out of my comfort zone, and I had what I thought was a
pretty large zone.” She laughed again, this one with more humor. “I was so
clueless.”


“The machine. That was painful, right?”


“Yes, but he wasn’t doing it to me, I was doing it
to myself. Even when he slapped my ass, it hurt, but that’s what I meant about
having to redefine my definition of hurt. It was nothing, though it
didn’t seem so at the time. Nathan Chase isn’t about roughness or even pain,
he’s about control. And not dominance in the way those other people we saw are
dominant. Did you notice he wasn’t wearing purple or any other color? His needs
are as complex as mine are. I am very sure he doesn’t want a true submissive, a
woman who’ll just blindly do what he says. He wouldn’t respect such a woman. He
wants a woman who comes to realize she has a special symbiotic relationship
with him.”


“What about what you told me he did to that woman
Cynthia?”


“There’s a power element in there, to be sure. A
competition of wills, and he won. Just as he won his negotiation in the office
that day. But it wasn’t about Cynthia, not totally. I didn’t quite see it at
the time, but it was about his relationship with his wife. Isabelle is one of
his symbiotic relationships. His most important one.”


“But you were the one who chose her to get
him ready to fuck Cynthia.”


“Exactly. Don’t you see? My symbiotic relationship
with him contributes to the symbiosis with his wife. Multiplies it. If I hadn’t
chosen her then to do what she did, something else would have happened where I
would have strengthened their relationship.”


“Just as you being with other men strengthens ours.”


Andie leaned up and kissed me. “Have I told you
today how smart and insightful you are?”


“I wouldn’t have figured it out if you didn’t
explain it.”


“It took me a long time. And if you had been there,
if you’d seen Nathan and Isabelle together, you would have seen it too.”


I was glad she was no longer talking about Raoul.
“Another argument for staying with Nathan Chase.”


She was quiet for a long time, then said, “I know
what you are doing, and I understand why. You’re trying to get me to pick
Nathan instead of Raoul.”


“It just seems—safer.”


“That’s because you’re looking at the path Raoul
might take me down, and not the path Nathan might take me down.”


“You just said I was smart and insightful.”


“You are.” Andie pointed to my cock. “But now you’re
thinking with this,” she moved her finger to my forehead, “and not this.”


“What could Nathan Chase do to you that he hasn’t
done that would be worse than what Raoul has already done?”


Very quietly Andie said, “You have to accept that I
got off on what Raoul did to me. I didn’t have those orgasms from being licked.
I got off from what he was doing to me. Just as he got off giving it to me.”


“She wasn’t licking you?”


“Not at first. He came on me. Without being touched.
Just from watching me. You of all people should understand about
watching.”


“I’ve never had an orgasm without some kind of
contact.”


“He did. Maybe there was a little contact. But no
one was jerking him off or sucking him. This is one thing he and Nathan have in
common. Their arousal comes from getting others aroused in unconventional
ways.”


Just like I did. Andie hadn’t said it, perhaps
because it was so obvious. “And you like that. I know you do. But that proves
my point. Nathan Chase can still excite you, and you clearly like exciting him.
There’s more for you with him. Which won’t involve pain.”


“It depends on your definition of pain. I can
imagine things Nathan Chase could do that would be painful in other ways.”


“Like what?”


“I would never let it happen, but if he wants it, it
won’t be pleasant for any of us when I turn him down. Ending it that way, I
mean.”


“Turn what down?”


Andie made a face. “Maybe we shouldn’t talk about this.”


Something in her tone worried me, yet I sensed, or
thought I sensed, an undercurrent of fervor, as if whatever it was that she
wasn’t going to let happen was an exciting temptation. My shaft bulged. “We are
talking about it.” 


“You heard the deal Raoul made with Nathan. Nathan
gets Ling.”


“I don’t give a damn what he does with Ling.” And I
didn’t, really. As long as Nathan Chase didn’t discard Andie for Ling. That
wouldn’t be right.


“It’s not what he does with Ling, but what someone
else may make Ling do for him. Hilda, for instance. Or even Isabelle.”


“I must be dense. I still don’t know what this has
to do with you.”


“You aren’t dense. I think you’re either distracted
or still too focused on what Raoul did to me. Put Raoul out of your head, and
think about the last party. I had Isabelle get her husband ready for Cynthia.
The next time—”


“No.” It finally hit me. I hadn’t been there to see,
but Andie had filled me in on every single detail. Andie had made Isabelle get
her husband ready to fuck Cynthia. A fertile Cynthia, supposedly.


Would Nathan Chase’s next demand be to have Ling get
him ready to fuck a fertile Andie? While I watched?


He’d already laid the groundwork. In the phone call
when he’d made Andie pretend he was fucking her in our bedroom while she
pretended to be fertile.


“No,” I repeated, yet I couldn’t deny how listening
to her on that call had turned me on.


“I told you I won’t let it happen,” assured Andie.
“If it comes to that, he’ll be done with me. Do you want it to even have a
chance of getting that far?”


I’d been so worried about Raoul I hadn’t thought it
through. It made sense, in a way. Once Nathan Chase found out how much Raoul
had excited Andie—and I was sure he would find out, even though he hadn’t been
in the room to see—his alpha male competitive instinct would demand he one up
Raoul. It was like the poker game I’d witnessed. What would beat a painful
kink?


An impregnation.


I could already hear Ling’s laughter. Hear her
comments as she got Nathan Chase big and hard for Andie.


Nathan Chase would no doubt want to do it in front
of an audience. And then, when Andie’s body showed the effects of his
act—showing far more poignantly than even Raoul's induced red nipples—Nathan
Chase would put her on display in one of those alcoves. For everyone to see.
For men to come and suck her swollen breasts.


Andie wouldn’t let it happen. She’d just said so.


But I bet if someone had told her a month ago she’d
be tied up and get off on willingly having her nipples crushed, she promised
she wouldn’t let that ever happen either.


Who knew what she’d do in the heat of the moment?
Who knew what anyone would do?


I obviously didn’t want Andie to get impregnated by
Nathan Chase. Or anyone else for that matter. Not for real. It had to be just
the sinful idea that got me hard thinking about it.


Was that what was keeping me hard now?


My head was spinning, trying to understand my own
feelings and wants while also looking for a way out. Raoul was out of the
question.


“Tara!” I said. “What about Tara?”


“What about her?”


“Can’t she take the place of both of them?” Tara was
safe. She couldn’t get Andie pregnant. “You get both the domination
and . . .” I couldn’t even say the words. The pain you want.


Andie grasped the bulge in my pants. She didn’t have
to state the obvious, that some part of the possible future with Nathan Chase
was keeping me hard. “Tara and I are not done. And I’m not done with Raoul. It
looks like you don’t want me to be done with Nathan Chase, either.”


I groaned, unsure of anything except for wanting her
to keep touching me. “I want you to be happy, but I don’t want you to get
hurt.”


“I won’t, as long as everything revolves around us.
I want it to always be about us.”


Was that even possible? I’d licked Andie after she’d
been with Nathan Chase. Would it be the same if he came in her fertile
pussy? Would that be about us?


Tara was another story. Sure, she could fuck Andie,
but not with a real cock.


Raoul was the most complex challenge. What could I
give Andie that Raoul couldn’t? Or wouldn’t?


It’s not about fucking with him.


I gently touched her nipple. “Did you really get off
just from this?”


“I think so. I had an incredible orgasm, I’m sure
you saw and heard. But the woman—I don’t even know her name, can you believe
it?—was up against me. So was Raoul. Beyond that, I really don’t know who was
touching me where. Or even if I was being touched sexually. I told you,
he’s a master. So much of sex is psychological, multiplying the physical. He
showed me how pain can be used for both.”


“But he was never in you, right?”


“Not his cock. He came on me here.” Andie touched
her stomach. “A lot. It ran down. She took it in her mouth and pressed it into
me. That’s what made me come again. So I guess you can say he wasn’t in me, but
he was.”


I groaned again, now wishing I’d seen that part from
up close, a woman licking Andie into an orgasm. In a flash the woman in my head
shifted from the redhead to Tara. And because I didn’t even really know what
Tara looked like, her face morphed into Ling.


My ex-girlfriend, on her knees, licking my wife’s
pussy.


I couldn’t shake the image. I tore off my pants, my
cock springing free. If I was going to be dreaming about Ling licking my wife,
I was going to make sure Andie’s pussy was full of cum. My cum.


“Let’s make this about us,” I said, opening Andie’s
robe. I levered myself up over her. “I’m just going to pretend he got you all
worked up for me. Since he didn’t fuck you, I will.”


Andie opened her legs, pulling me to her. As soon as
I entered her it was obvious she was very, very wet. I had no idea what part of
the conversation—which possibility—had turned her on. For all I knew, it was
exactly what had turned me on.


I slipped into her so easily, like it was meant to
be.


She moaned, a far softer and gentler sound than
she’d let out earlier in the evening. Though it wasn’t as intense, it was far
more welcoming.


That was fine with me. I could please her in my own
way.


I made slow, steady strokes. I had to, because I was
so close to shooting. I wanted this to be about us.


As always, Andie was one step ahead of me.


“Raoul didn’t fuck me,” she whispered. “But his cum
is in me.”


She wrapped her arms and legs around me like a vise,
and though her grip was firm it was nothing compared to the way her pussy
grabbed at my cock.


At least that was what I told myself as I blew my
load.


 


 


 


 


 


 









Andie


The green robe felt decadently soft in my
hand. At another time, in another place, it would have been a sexy come on, an
enticement a wife might wear as a surprise for her husband. A way to rekindle a
tired sex life, as erotic as skimpy lingerie. Or just a way to spice things up,
to keep the heat alive.


Peter and I didn’t need a robe for that.


Besides, this one would be indelibly connected to
Raoul, and I knew Peter didn’t need any more reminders of Raoul.


I thought about simply throwing the robe away.
Moving on. A symbolic gesture, a prelude to moving beyond Raoul.


Once I’d tasted the pleasures of being with another
man, I knew it would not be a one time thing. I might have stopped after that
first time if Peter hadn’t been not only supportive, but turned on. Once I
realized and accepted that my dalliances truly did bring Peter and I closer
together, it was obvious we weren’t done. So I had a good sense of where I
stood on a sexual journey.


Peter was right, there might be more to explore with
Nathan Chase. But I could see a destination ahead, or at least the end of the
path with him. I wasn’t sure what I’d find there, only that it wouldn’t go on
forever.


I couldn’t yet say that about Tara or Raoul.


The difference was that while my being with Nathan
Chase—up until now—had been great for Peter and I, it wasn’t clear if that
would be true with Tara and Raoul. Tara, possibly. Perhaps even probably. 


Raoul, and what he represented, was so far removed
from anything Peter and I had ever fantasized about that it was hard to tell.
And though I couldn’t even begin to comprehend where that journey might
take me, I wasn’t going to let any desire of mine affect my relationship with
Peter.


 Nothing in life was free. Peter had given up a lot
for me. I’d paid a price for Peter to come to one party, and Tara had paid the
price for him to attend another. I’d pay whatever price I needed for Peter and
for our marriage.


The fact that the pain was so alluring would make
the trade off all the more worth it.


Exactly how I might pay that price wasn’t clear to
me. It was all still too fresh in my mind. Days later, my nipples were still
sensitive, yet now the pain had receded to a pleasant soreness, like muscles
after a strenuous workout. And yet that wonderful sensation was nothing
compared to the gratifying look on Raoul’s face as I’d made him come.


In a blinding insight I realized that not only had
Raoul given me an orgasm without touching me, I’d done the same to him. Yes,
the redhead was there, his cock was in her hair. What had he said?  You are
wondering where the pleasure is.


The redhead had been for me, not just for him. Or
not for him at all. 


I’d come before she licked me, I was sure of it. But
so had he.


I’d been confusing being taken by Raoul with being
submissive. It should have been obvious that wanting pain, and wanting to be
dominated, were two very different things.


Raoul had used me to get himself off. Or rather,
he’d used the gift of pain to get himself off. Yet I’d done the same thing. I’d
used the acceptance of pain to get him off.


It put us on a rather equal footing. It was our
symbiosis.


There was no need to throw the robe away. Like a
good porn video, or a good fantasy, it could be a great backdrop for sex. Not
with Peter, but with myself.


I slipped the robe through a hanger and stuck it in
the back of the closet.

 


“That’s new,” I said, pointing to the large
mural on the wall of the restaurant.


Taylor turned in her chair. “That’s been there over
six months. Since they refurbished the place. Are you telling me you two
haven’t been here since then? I thought this was one of your favorite
restaurants.”


I glanced over at Peter. “We’ve been other places.”


“Come to think of it,” said Kent, “we haven’t seen
either of you in quite a while. What have you been up to?”


We’d known Taylor and Kent for years, meeting them a
year or so before we got married. I hit it off well with Taylor, and we’d
become pretty close friends. Peter and Kent also had built up a friendship,
bolstered by a mutual interest in sports and home repair projects. They could
talk tools for hours. We usually saw one or both of them about once a month,
but now I couldn’t remember the last time we’d all been together.


“We’ve been kind of busy,” I said.


“Work,” agreed Peter. “And you know, stuff.”


He gave me a sideways glance. I didn’t think he was
nervous about the conversation, at least not yet. Holding his eye, I said,
“Yeah, stuff. Trying to fit a lot in.”


It’s a good thing Peter hadn’t been taking a drink.
I think he might have choked. As it was he pretended to scratch his nose to
cover his reaction.


He recovered quickly. “Andie’s met a few new
friends.”


My belly did a little flip. Peter was upping the
ante. Playing around.


“So that’s your excuse for not seeing your old
friends?” chided Taylor.


“I wouldn’t exactly call them friends. Just
acquaintances with mutual interests.”


Taylor frowned, and I knew she was working through
what those interests would be. Most of what we did together involved jogging,
shopping, lying around the pool, and talking about world events and travel. I
saw how much Peter was trying to keep himself from smiling, so I added, “Just
picking up on some things I used to do back when I was single. Heading off a
mid-life crises.”


“How about you, Peter?” asked Kent. “Going to go buy
a sports car?”


“I doubt it,” said Peter. “I don’t think Andie likes
being ridden around in sports cars.”


I had to cover my reaction by motioning for the
waiter. Peter hadn’t exactly emphasized the words sports cars, but I
knew what he meant. That I’d much preferred to be ridden by other men.


“Car prices are through the roof,” said Kent. “You’d
have to win the lottery to afford one now.”


Peter raised an eyebrow. “Maybe we have. Won a
lottery.”


“Well, whatever you two are doing, it seems to be
working, even though we haven’t got a chance to see you,” said Taylor. “Andie,
you look absolutely radiant. Come on, what’s the big secret?”


Peter leaned forward like he was going to actually
reveal the truth. “I don’t think Andie wants to share her secrets, Taylor.
Especially big ones. That’s why they are secret.” He gave her an exaggerated
wink, like he was pretending I had a secret, then turned to me, smiling.


“Wait, wait,” said Taylor. “Andie, are you pregnant?”


I gasped, or maybe it was Peter. Not at the
forwardness of the question, but at how it touched on our coded messages about
me with other men. And, of course, because only a few days ago we’d talked
about Nathan Chase impregnating me.


I turned to Peter, making it clear with my eyes that
we could end this now. That our playful talk had fallen off a serious cliff.
While telling Taylor no would be easy, my tone would send a message to
Peter. I didn’t trust my own voice.


Peter rescued me, telling the truth, yet keeping our
dangerous fantasy alive.


“Not yet,” he said.


I gasped again, my mind blanking, then transporting
me back to the party, to the pregnant women, to Nathan Chase fucking Cynthia.


Taylor said, “Well, I hope you’re working on it. I
want to be the first to know.”


I laughed, hoping it sounded like I thought her
comment funny. Working on it. Which of course meant fucking.
Taylor was obviously talking about Peter, and only Peter. “There’s something to
be said for a surprise.”


Like a surprise breeding.


I told Peter I’d never let it happen. But that
didn’t mean we couldn’t titillate each other about it.


I only wished the tablecloths were longer. I would
have reached over to find out if Peter was as hard as I was wet.


We were saved, or perhaps interrupted, by the
appearance of the waiter, a tall, handsome black man whose physique reminded me
of Jamal. He took our drink orders. While Kent and Taylor were busy looking at
their menus, I gave the waiter my best smile, leaned forward to give him a nice
view of my cleavage, and said, “Do you have any specials? Something not on the
menu?”


Like I was asking him for what he could offer
me.


Taylor and Kent looked up in interest, but they were
focused on the waiter, not me, so they missed how I slipped my finger under the
top of my dress and pulled it away from my body. I did it casually, like I was
just giving myself a little air, but the waiter’s eyes followed my finger, like
I was pointing to what I might offer him off my menu.


“Yes,” said Peter. “Let’s hear the specials. It’s
always good to try something new.”


My heart started beating faster. The waiter’s eyes
never left mine as he recited the specials. I repeated my offer to him, my
finger a promise. His words came faster and faster.


“I missed that last one,” said Taylor. “Did you say
salmon with cream sauce? That’s an odd combination.”


I hadn’t been listening to his words, only watching
his eyes. I was thrilled by his slip. Whether he was thinking of creamy milk or
creaming in me didn’t matter, but I bet it was one or the other.


“Sorry,” said the waiter. “I got a little
distracted.”


“Maybe you should just do it again,” suggested
Peter.


My husband’s eyes were gleaming. Only I understood
his coded message. Fuck my wife, then do it again.


The waiter said, “If you have something particular
in mind, I’m sure I can get it for you.”


Maybe the code wasn’t so secret after all.


“How about a surf and turf?” asked Peter. “Mix it up
a little.”


Kent, missing all of what was going on, said, “I’ll
just go with my usual sirloin steak.”


Taylor sighed. “I wish you’d be more like Peter and
Andie and try something new. You’re going to rush into your mid-life
crises.”


She ordered, and I did too. The waiter’s eyes never
left mine, or perhaps my breasts. He was no doubt wondering if I was just being
extra friendly, or whether he’d actually been propositioned.


I decided to give him a hand deciding. “Can I change
my drink order? Instead of the Virgin Mary, do you have any Sheridan’s?”


His gaze shifted from my breasts, now looking me
directly in the eye, perhaps trying to discern any hidden message behind my
ordering a distinctly colored black and white drink.


“I’m afraid we do not,” he replied, steadily. “But I
could make you something close. Perhaps a Black and White Russian?”


My stomach did its usual flip. He was certainly attuned
to my message. I noticed how he had offered to make the drink himself, and not
say he would get it from the bar. At first I had been simply flirting a little
for Peter, I wasn’t going to follow through. We were out with our friends. But
the last thing I wanted to do was lead the man along, and be a tease.


On the other hand, I was sure plenty of women teased
him, and likely some of them followed through. He was, as Taylor herself would
say, a hunk. I’m sure he could handle himself.


So I pushed it, just a little. I could feel Peter’s
eyes on me as I said, “That sounds good. Can you make it hot?”


“Of course. Mixed or unmixed?”


“Mixed, for certain. I like it all together.”


He held my eye for a moment longer. When he left I
glanced at the others to see if they had caught on. Kent was toying with his
napkin. Taylor was watching the waiter walk away. I don’t think it had anything
to do with my flirting. She was just, as men say, checking out the menu.


I wondered if the waiter had an erection.


Peter couldn’t hide his smile.


I slipped my hand between Peter’s legs, covering my
movement by standing up. “I have to use the ladies’,” I said. I stepped away,
giving me a chance to get a good look at the waiter’s muscular shoulders.


I wasn’t sure if he had an erection, but Peter
certainly did.


 


 


 









Peter


“Fuck,” I grunted, slamming the gearshift
into drive. “I can’t wait to get you home.”


I’d suffered through the entire dinner with an
erection. I always enjoyed hanging out with Kent and Taylor, but the evening
couldn’t end fast enough for me, especially as I picked up on the hot signals
being sent back and forth between Andie and the waiter.


Andie was looking over her shoulder as we pulled out
of the parking lot, almost as if she was hoping the waiter would come running
out after us. “I’m not going to make it home.”


I thought she was going to touch herself while I
drove. “Do it,” I urged.


“I have a better idea.” Andie pointed to another
parking lot just past the restaurant. “Pull in there.”


It was an office complex, dark. I followed the lot
around to the back. I wove through a bevy of construction trailers around
another building going up.


Andie was breathing hard. “Hurry.”


“Where?”


“Anywhere!”


“I hope they don’t have security cameras.”


“Fuck the cameras!”


“I think you’d rather fuck that waiter.”


I pulled in behind one of the trailers. The place
was deserted. The few security lights were focused on the trailers, not the
parking lot. I could barely make Andie out in the car, but clearly heard her
seat belt unbuckle. I did the same.


Her frantic fingers flicked off my belt and pulled
down my zipper before I could even move. I leaned over her, lifting her dress,
trying to get my hand between her legs, but I was in the most awkward position.
So was she, bent over the console, her body twisting and turning so much I had
a hard time getting my fingers where I aimed.


She yanked out my cock, the skin catching painfully
on the zipper. “Sorry,” she mumbled, but she didn’t seem to be.


She took my cock in her mouth.


I momentarily stopped seeking my goal, the
suddenness of being in her mouth after such a long delay felt so good I
couldn’t control my hands. “I thought you’d want to wait around for the
waiter,” I gasped. “Or I could go ask him when he gets off.”


“I know when he would get off,” she said around my
cock. “After I did this to him.”


“Is that where you’d want his cock? In your mouth?”


“As a start.”


I felt for her again, but she was curled up and I
couldn’t get my hand past her thighs. “I can’t believe the way you were
flirting with him. I thought he was going to fuck you right on the table.”


“That’s one way to let our friends know what we’ve
really been up to.”


She shifted again, her knees on my seat, her rear
end stuck up. I still couldn’t get to her pussy so had to content myself with
grabbing her full but firm ass. It wasn’t hard to picture the waiter opening
the door and taking her from behind.


She was taking me hungrily, her tongue and mouth
working so hard that I knew I wasn’t the only one who’d been aroused all
through dinner. Was she thinking of the waiter now? Was she imagining she was
sucking his cock?


It didn’t matter to me. I had long since stopped
caring what other men she was fantasizing about, especially when she had my
cock in her mouth.


She’d got off on her flirting. So had I. “You two
could get in the backseat and I’ll drive you around,” I offered. “You’ll be
nice and warmed up for him.”


“You wouldn’t be able to concentrate on your
driving. I’ll have to get you all relaxed first.”


She reached around me, hitting the recline button on
my seat. I stared up at the line of the roof cutting across the dim night sky
as she re-positioned herself to go down on me even deeper.


I wasn’t going to last long.


I wanted to free her from her own pent up arousal,
making another attempt to get my hand between her legs. She shifted again,
letting out a sharp breath, just like she’d been penetrated, but I hadn’t even
touched her pussy.


“It’s so big,” she said, her voice awed. She
obviously wasn’t talking about me, or even pretending to. Maybe she was
pretending it was the waiter’s cock in her mouth. “Right there, right there,
that’s so good.”


Apparently we were having the same fantasy about the
waiter fucking her from behind.


Her hips moved up and down, back and forth, just
like she was getting fucked, her mouth along for the ride, taking me with her,
making me a part of it. Her head going down, up,
down . . . 


“Yes!” she cried, her mouth tightening on my shaft
so hard it almost hurt, the discomfort just enough to keep me from losing it. I
knew this would be my last chance to get to her clit. I wanted to make her come
when I did.


I tried to lift up, but it was hard in the position
I was in. I had nothing to leverage myself with.


Other than her head.


I put my hand in her hair and pushed down, shoving
her mouth deeper onto my cock. Just long enough to lift myself. I wasn’t trying
to gag her.


She gulped, a gargling sound, a decadent mix of my
cock in her throat and her surprise over what I’d done.


I finally got my hand between her legs. She was all
twisted, her legs bent in what had to be a painful position. I drove my hand
home, only to find my passage blocked by the thick knob of the gear shift,
which was pressed right between her butt cheeks.


She was getting off on it. On the pain of being
contorted into an agonizing position, with the threat of an even more agonizing
object at the entrance to her ass.


It had to be a coincidence. Just the strange
position she was in, the geometry of the car.


“Do it!” she screamed.


Which is what she’d begged Raoul. She wasn’t telling
me to come, she was begging for the pain.


I knew instinctively this wasn’t just about us. No
matter how hot she’d made herself flirting with the waiter, even the thought of
him wasn’t enough to get her off. She’d gone beyond just getting fucked by
other men. She was consumed by the thought of pain. I wasn’t losing to the
waiter, just as I wasn’t really losing to any of her other men.


She was so good at giving head, and so turned on, it
didn’t stop me from blowing my load in her waiting mouth even as I realized I
was losing her, not to a man, but to a new kink. Pain.


A kink I couldn’t compete with.









Andie


We were both very quiet on the way home
from dinner. I sensed Peter was as lost in his thoughts as I was. He’d had a
huge orgasm, but even as he let go in my mouth I sensed he realized something
was amiss.


I became sure of it when he didn’t even offer to
have us wait around for the waiter, or make some other comment about me hooking
up with him. Worse, he hadn’t even tried to finish getting me off, his hand
disappearing from between my legs as soon as he came. I don’t know what had got
into me. I wasn’t planning it, but as soon as I felt that huge knob of the
gearshift pushing against my pussy and then my ass, I lost control. If it
weren’t for my panties being in the way, and Peter’s sudden gushing in my
mouth, I might have done the unthinkable.


Peter’s eyes were focused on the road, but I was
certain he was struggling to pay attention to his driving. After overcoming our
initial uncertainties about my sexual experimentation, we’d been on quite a
run, a mutual journey of pleasure. All of a sudden a wall had appeared ahead,
and we were careening wildly trying to avoid a crash.


Or we already had crashed and were still reeling
from the shock.


The wall wasn’t Nathan Chase. Or Tara. I still
needed to talk to Peter more about how he felt about me being with a woman, but
I instinctively knew it wasn’t going to be a major problem for him, either
conceptually or her in particular. The problem wasn’t even Raoul per se.


It was my newly discovered penchant for pain.


Perhaps it wasn’t new, it was just the next step in
the bits and pieces I’d experienced and got off on through the years. My arms
being yanked back in a hard fuck. My back in an agonizing position as I was
taken from behind. The bursting as I was fucked in the ass. The hand on the
back of my head, accentuating a hard face fucking.


I had always translated that discomfort, and what I
thought of as pain, as men being rough.


Raoul hadn’t been rough at all. Yet the result
wasn’t only the same, it was more. More intense. More overwhelming. More of
everything.


Peter was driving slower than the speed limit.
Perhaps his mind was filled with thoughts, or perhaps he was in no hurry to get
home. To go to bed with a woman he might be wondering if he still knew.


Or might soon lose.


I wasn’t going to let that happen.


I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. I was in the
worst position, not because I simply couldn’t make the decision to walk away
from Raoul—and Nathan Chase and Tara, if I had to—but because I knew if I did,
Peter would not accept that solution. He knew me too well. He understood I
wasn’t done with Raoul, and if I walked away now, it would always hang over my
head. Our heads.


I’d once made the decision to walk away from rough
men, from bad men, to marry Peter. That was an easy decision at the time. I
still was confident I’d made the right decision.


Yet my need for the rough men hadn’t simply
disappeared. Peter had been the one to first recognized that need. He was the
one who had done something about it. We’d had some mixed signals and mixed
communications, but when it was all sorted out it was Peter who’d arranged for
me to be with other men.


Yes, he got off on it. But I firmly believed he
would have tried to do it for me anyway. That I would have been able to
walk away from. My other men, up to and including Nathan Chase, had been not
just about me, but about me and Peter. He’d found a role that worked for both
of us.


That wasn’t true for Raoul. Or more specifically, it
wasn’t true about the pain. I couldn’t see how Peter could participate in that.
He wouldn’t get off on it either. I knew it, and I sensed he knew it too.


I was faced with a terrible problem. How could I
find out if I needed Raoul? Not only him, but what he represented. I’d have to
answer the same question about Nathan Chase as well, because I had no doubt
where he would want to go next with me.


I shivered in the dark, my shudders the response of
my clashing feelings, the promise of Nathan Chase’s demands and Raoul’s pain,
held at bay by my defense of my marriage.


I needed to both strengthen the wall and find a way
to thread the needle.


Hovering over all of the forces acting on
me—including Tara—was my own desire to be selectively submissive. Neither
Nathan Chase nor Tara nor Raoul forced me to do anything I did not want to do.
Why I wanted to be submissive, and specifically why I wanted to be submissive
to them, was a certainty, but one I couldn’t quite explain even to myself.
There was something about all three of them that was the same, even though they
could not have been more different. 


And, of course, could not have been more different
from Peter. Which is why I fell in love with him and married him in the first
place.


Since I couldn’t explain my submissiveness, I had no
way of knowing what would happen to me if none of the others who told me what
to do were out of my life. Would I simply cast around helplessly until I found
an alternative? Or would it affect me so much it would cast a pall on my
relationship with Peter, and leave us back where we were at the start of our
marriage?


Peter and I had once talked about taking turns being
in charge. At the time we had no idea what being truly dominant—and
submissive—really meant, and where it could lead. Perhaps that needed to be
explored again.


I glanced over at Peter. His face was set in both
concentration and worry. Much as I wanted to talk to him, this wasn’t the time.
Not in the car, not even tonight. Maybe not ever. Because I knew how he would
respond. He would try to make it work for me. No matter how he felt, he
would try to make me happy. I loved him for that, and I would do the same for
him. I just didn’t know if I had the strength.


I needed to find a way out of my dilemma, to face
the reality of my needs, my powerful needs, and at the same time preserve all
the wonderful elements of our marriage.


For the first time since this all began, I knew I
couldn’t turn to Peter for help.


I couldn’t do it alone either.


Every available option brought risks, dangers.
Worse, they were all tinged with temptation, with desire. I desperately needed
to figure out a plan for how to deal with Tara, with Raoul, and especially with
Nathan Chase.


Because I was sure they all had plans for me.
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Peter


“Does you wife know that you are here?”


I was expecting this
question, and though I had no problem answering truthfully, I felt a cringe of
discomfort because I hadn’t mentioned it to Andie. “No. She told me about your
session with her, and I’m having a similar issue—well, I don’t know if it is
really similar, but I need advice.”


Dr. Helga Artin’s demeanor
was very professional, without being stark. “Normally I do not have individual
sessions with couples unless I’ve seen them together first.”


“I understand. I’m not
here to ask you anything about what you and Andie talked about. We have a very
close relationship and if I wanted to know any more details than what she’s
already shared, I’d simply ask her.”


“And yet whatever this issue
is you feel you have, you cannot discuss it with her.”


“We have talked about it,
at least in part. I guess I also need guidance on getting my head around
exactly how to clearly communicate what it is I’m having problems with. If you
could just help me with that, I’d be grateful.”


Dr. Artin tapped her
notebook with her pen, not absentmindedly, but like a judge making a decision.
“Very well. I will need to establish a few ground rules. First, we will confine
our discussion to you, not your wife, although of course we can talk about
topics concerning the overall relationship. Second, I will not breach any
confidences about my discussion with Andie. That is a decision for her to make.
Lastly, I would suggest that you carefully consider the implications if your
decide not to tell her about our session.”


“Such as the impact of how
close my relationship truly is with Andie if I keep it a secret.”


“Yes.”


“I understand. I don’t
want to put you in a bad spot. Why don’t we do this? I assume you will tell me
if I get into an area where you don’t feel comfortable. If you think we’re at
an impasse, I’ll call Andie right now, tell her where I am, and you can talk to
her yourself to decide how to proceed.”


“You would do that?”


“I’ll do it right now if
it’s the only way.”


Dr. Artin’s eyes appraised
me. Whether it was from what she saw or what she heard, she said, “Let’s start
and see where we go.”


Now that I was here, and
though I had worked it out in my head, it was still hard to begin. I also
realized that much of what I had planned on saying had to do with what Andie
was doing, and not what my problem was. It would be a long roundabout
route to reach my issue if I started by listing Andie’s sexual escapades.


I decided to change my
planned approach. “Am I correct in assuming you have patients who are worried
about losing their spouse to an outside influence? It could be a man losing his
wife to another man, or a woman losing his interest due to his infatuation with
some new hobby, or whatever?”


“That’s a rather common
issue, yes.”


“I think that’s the crux
of my fear. Andie and I are very close. We’re closer now than when we
got married, and I don’t mean just in the know each other better way. We’re
closer in how we communicate and share. We’re closer physically. The complication
is that this increased closeness is partially—or perhaps mainly—due to her
having new outside influences. Or those interests have at least been the
catalyst for our closeness. Does that make sense?”


“Go on.”


“In Andie’s case, these
outside influences involve other men. And now a woman. In a sexual manner.” It
was the first time I’d revealed this secret to anyone. Somehow saying it out
loud wasn’t as shocking as I thought it would be. Perhaps it was because I was
talking to a therapist. “Hard as this may be for you to believe, that part of
it doesn’t bother me.” I waited, wondering if my claim would result in a
reaction of disbelief.


Dr. Artin merely nodded.
Either she’d heard all this before, or she was very good at keeping a poker
face.


So I forged on. “It came
about over a period of time, and we talked a lot about it. We still do.
It’s—mutually appealing, for both of us, I mean.” That was a harder admission.
I’d just told a stranger I got off on my wife fooling around. I waited again,
hoping the doctor would tell me it was common, to make me feel better. But her
question was on a different topic.


“Do you also have similar
outside influences?”


“I’m not sure I understand
the question.”


“Do you have other
interests which you feel you have the liberty to pursue because your wife has
hers?”


I laughed. It was a rather
funny question in a way. “Like having more time for watching football?”


“Or seeing other women. Or
men.”


“No, neither. None. I
mean, it doesn’t apply. What Andie does isn’t about me being with others, it’s
about me being with her. It leads to what we do together.”


“Before, during, or
after?”


Yikes, this was getting to
it. “Mostly after. Once during. Sometimes before.”


“I see,” said Dr. Artin,
like I’d made a profound admission.


I wasn’t sure exactly what
she was reacting to, and since it was out in the open, I kept going. “It’s been
a learning process, for both of us. We both discovered we like it. I’ve never
seen Andie so happy, and I’ve never been so happy. I felt I was happy when we
first got married, but then we had some problems connecting physically. At
first it didn’t bother me that much, since our relationship right from the
start hadn’t revolved around sex at all. But as time went on it became clear
something was missing. Andie’s outside interests actually fixed the problem.
Our physical relationship in terms of both frequency and intensity is way
beyond not only what I thought possible with her, but with any woman.”


“And yet?”


“As time went on, and we
both got even more comfortable, there’s been a lot of experimentation. Not only
with what we do together, but what she does on the outside, so to speak. The
experimenting is fine—we’re both learning things about each other, and even
more so, about ourselves, and for the most part we like what we are learning.”


“For the most part?”


“Let me rephrase. I like
what I’m learning about myself. Not only because—selfishly, I admit—it brings
me pleasure, but because it brings Andie pleasure. I think Andie is
still liking the fact that she is learning about her own desires.” I hesitated.
“The problem is that I’m starting to get worried about what those are.”


“You’ve talked about this
with her? That you are uncomfortable about what she is doing?”


“Somewhat. And I will
again. I realize there are complicated reasons why people do things. I don’t
believe I can fully explain why I like what I do—and why I like what Andie does
with others. I can tell you the one thing I am absolutely certain of,
which is that I don’t want to see Andie hurt. I’ve told her this, and even
without saying it I’m sure she knows how I feel, but this is where it gets
confusing, because her not getting hurt is in conflict with my desire to be
supportive of her and the decisions she makes. She’s not a little girl I can
and should tell not to do something dangerous or risky. I want to respect her
decisions.”


Dr. Artin nodded.
“Including her decision to continue on knowing it might upset you. Or put
another way, that it might suggest that she isn’t respecting your
decisions and assessments.”


“That’s—.” I was going to
say That isn’t exactly it. “I hadn’t thought of it that way before. Do
you think that’s the reason?”


“That’s for you to
consider. It might be, or not be, or might not be the only reason.” Dr. Artin
looked toward the window, and I couldn’t tell if she was seeing something
interesting or whether she was deciding whether we were getting close to a
topic that would infringe on what she’d discussed with Andie. “We can come back
to that topic, if you wish. Please tell me, though, how you feel about these
other influences. Do you feel threatened in any way?”


“Yes, and no. Mostly no.
Andie and I have talked a lot about this. At first I did, a little. Less in how
it threatened only me, but more in how it threatened our marriage. Losing her
to another man. I’m over that.” I shrugged. “Even losing her to a woman. Even
though that’s relatively new, I’m not worried about losing Andie to another
woman, either. And though you might hear this all the time, it really doesn’t
threaten my manhood. Maybe it might have if Andie being with a woman had
occurred first, but now I see it as just more of her experimentation, and in
the particular case of the woman she’s been with, that relationship is
consistent with Andie’s predilections.”


“Which are, as you see
them?”


I noticed how carefully
Dr. Artin had phrased that question. “I see them as Andie does. She likes to be
submissive. To certain people.” I held Dr. Artin’s eye. “Not to me.”


I expected she would ask
if that bothered me, but instead she said, “You say you do not feel threatened,
yet you are concerned about your relationship, which is another way of saying
you feel the relationship is threatened.”


“Yes. I feel I’m losing
her. Not to a person, but to her desires. The outward influences you referred
to? They aren’t people. The people are just the ways she experiences her
desires. I should feel better in that I’m not losing her love, but it’s like a
force I can’t compete with.”


“Are you aware that you
have changed the way you are describing the outside influences? Are they
experiences to share, or forces to compete with?”


“What do you mean?”


“When you began speaking,
you were using terms that suggested you felt the outside forces were like
allies. Mutual. Together. The outside forces were a help to you and your
marriage. Now you speak in terms of forces. Like an enemy. Has something
changed?”


Now it was my turn to
glance away. I looked out the window. The sunshine and nice view offered no
place to escape to. “Some of her recent forays involve pain. She says she likes
it. I’ve seen her like it. It was really hard to watch for me, because I
couldn’t—and still can’t—see how and why she enjoys it.”


“Which brings you back to
having respect for her decisions and judgments.”


“Exactly. And beyond that
I’m worried how far it will go. Worse, if pain is what she truly wants—I can’t
give her that. I can’t even be part of it.”


“So you feel it is her
desire for pain that underlies your discomfort? Or is it that she’s looking for
something you cannot give?”


“Both.”


“The first is about your
respect for her judgment. Do you think she’d allow herself to be hurt? Beyond
temporary pain, that is.”


“I don’t think so. No.”
From the way she spoke of the experience later, I didn’t get the sense at all
that she wanted it to go that far, then or in the future. She’d use her safe
word, I was sure of it, well before it got out of hand. And I couldn’t imagine
that Raoul would be held in such awe at the parties if he went around causing
real damage.


“I’d suggest that you
consider your concern in this regard as a positive element of your
relationship. If you didn’t have a good relationship, her desire for pain—her being
in pain—wouldn’t matter.”


“I can see that.”


“Now, for the second part.
About you not being able to give her what she needs. Do you feel this is a
general concern about all her needs, or just this one in particular?
What may perhaps be described as masochistic desires?”


“That one, in particular.”


Dr. Artin sat back and
made a Hmm sound, a very kind way of suggesting I was missing something.
I frowned. “You’re saying it can’t be one without the other? If I think I can’t
fill one of her needs, or take part, I am actually worrying I can’t satisfy her
at all?”


“I’m not saying anything.
That isn’t my role. Tell me what you think.”


I hadn’t considered this
possibility. I was keeping all Andie’s kinks—our kinks—separate. Her being with
other men. Her being submissive. Her sometime desire to be in a dominant
position with me. Her experimentation with a woman, and now with pain.


Dr. Artin was right. The
common element of Andie’s desires I was comfortable with—and got off on—were
the ones we did together in some way, where I could take part. Watching,
talking, participating. Making a video. Even jerking off as she told me about
her trysts.


Those all got me aroused.
Even hearing about her being dominated.


The pain had not.


“This is very helpful,” I
said. “I see what you mean. Or what you’ve helped me see. I’m afraid I’m in the
same place, though. I want to respect her decisions. I want her to experience
what she wants to experience. But this isn’t like her having a hobby I don’t
share, or vice versa. I don’t believe I can participate in this particular
desire of hers. Or even related ones, such as being rough.”


“Has she told you this, or
have you surmised it?”


“She told me. She said she doesn’t want me to be rough or in control. That one of the
reasons she married me in the first place is that I don’t have those
characteristics.”


Dr. Artin tapped her notebook again. “She used those
words? Rough and control?”


I tried to remember. It sounded like the therapist
again wanted to make me see some aspect I’d missed without coming right out and
telling me herself. “Rough, definitely. We talked a lot about that. I even
tried being rough. That didn’t go over well, because it wasn’t me, so I
couldn’t pull it off, and Andie didn’t want it from me anyway.”


“And control?”


I tried to remember the exact words Andie had used.
“Not specifically, I don’t think. We did talk about being dominant and
submissive. More along the lines of being told what to do, or being directed.
Sexually.”


“Controlled in a rough manner?”


I shrugged. “I hadn’t made that distinction. Doesn’t
being rough involve an element of control? And vice versa?”


“Do you see either as being absolute? Rough, not
rough? Control, submissive? Or a spectrum?”


I’d always thought it was pretty absolute. Andie had
specifically told me she liked rough sex. She liked it when Nathan Chase had
slapped her ass. “I guess it’s one of those things you recognize when you see
it. Although I understand what you mean. It’s a spectrum.”


“I’m going to say a few things I want you to think
about. Let me make it very clear this isn’t about Andie specifically, they are
more general observations you may find helpful in clarifying your thoughts.
First, as you have now realized, being rough is different from being in
control. If one party wants it rough, and demands it from their partner, who is
in control? It can be either person. Second, control is without a doubt a
spectrum, especially for a woman. Some women feel they are controlled by not
being able to make a minor decision like what restaurant to eat at. Or if she
isn’t working, and needs permission to spend money on herself, especially for items that may not seem necessary, like certain
clothing. For others it takes much
more. If the relationship is symbiotic, the characteristic of control and the
comfort with it are in sync. One wants to be told what to
do, the other tells what to do.”


“That sounds unhealthy.”


“It can be healthy or unhealthy. It depends on the
nature of the control and how self confident the person
being controlled is. If a man, for instance, doesn’t care what social
activities his wife sets up for them and she therefore apparently dictates
their social life, she effectively is in control of that aspect of their
relationship. It will be perfectly acceptable to him, and likely her. If, on
the other hand, he limits what she can do, she can be stifled. Combine this
with the desire to be controlled, and there
can be problematic relationships where one partner recoils from the control that the other partner relishes.”


I tried to translate Dr. Artin’s example into my own
situation. “Or if she wants to be controlled and he doesn’t want to exert
control. Or is not able to in the way she wants.”


Dr. Artin gave me a professional smile. “You
understand. But remember not everything is about sex, or more precisely, the
physical manifestation of the sex you and your wife
share.”


A beam of sunlight moved along the floor, perhaps from
the wind blowing a cloud away. At that moment I had my own revelation, as if
the sun had shined a spotlight on my dilemma.


I’d been thinking about the problem all wrong. I
kept seeing Andie’s experimentation with pain
as being unlike what she’d done before, and
therefore not something I could give her. Yet
while Nathan Chase and Tara and Raoul were all obviously very different, in the
end they all exerted some level of control over Andie. They all satisfied her
need of being submissive. It wasn’t the roughness of the slaps, or being taken
in front of strangers, or having a dildo shoved up her ass, or even having her
nipples crushed.


It was Andie’s desire to submit.


It was an insight I wondered if even Andie had. She’d been drawn to Nathan Chase because
he told her what to do. Even when he didn’t come right out and specify what he
wanted, she felt it her role to figure it out
for herself. It was also clear Andie wanted to
be controlled by Tara. I’d thought of Raoul as being different, because of the
pain element, but Andie had allowed herself to be tied up.


She hadn’t used her safe word.


It wasn’t just what Nathan Chase and Tara and Raoul
did, either. When I’d arranged for Andie to be
with Rodney the second time, I’d told her to suck my cock. Demanded
it.


And she’d done it. She’d taken my cock in her mouth without hesitation. Her
response was nothing at all like her reaction
when I’d tried to be rough. 


It occurred to me that while Andie said she liked it when Nathan Chase or
Tara told her what to do, she’d never explicitly said she didn’t want me
to tell her what to do. I was the one who had made that leap.


I was the one who had
equated roughness with control. With dominance.


I could never be like
Nathan Chase, and I certainly couldn’t give Andie pain the way Raoul did. I
couldn’t be a woman like Tara. I’d been worried about replacing all of them, or
at least being part of what she had with them. Part of that was still true, but
there was more to it.


I couldn’t be them.
Nor did I need to.


But I could tell
Andie what to do.


In my own, unique way. In
a way I’d be comfortable with, where I wouldn’t have to play a role. I could
satisfy Andie’s submissive need and still respect her decisions about
what to do and not do.


At the time, I thought demanding that she suck my
cock as she was getting fucked was downright kinky and outlandish.


Dr. Artin was right. Control was a spectrum. Telling
Andie to suck my cock wasn’t the culmination of control, it was only the
beginning.
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