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    Prologue (Kasen) 

    “Give me an update of where we are, Kase,” the Captain asked after pulling up to the Command Center. 

    I had only been a firefighter for two years, having attended the academy just one year out of high school. Tried college. It wasn’t my thing. Took the exam shortly after I dropped out and been fighting the yellow-orange enemy ever since. This was already one of the worst fires I had ever seen. A four-story apartment building near finished. We all knew it. Fingers of our eternal enemy were already sticking its yellow-orange tongue out of the roof, showing collapse may be imminent. 

    “The back third of the building is fully engulfed, Captain,” I said, trying to catch my breath between words. We had been firefighting for at least 3 hours already. “8 and 12 have stretched two lines on the exposed flame for exterior attack. Several teams have gone in with retardant, trying to hold the structure together long enough to get everyone out. Lieutenant thinks it may be too late to prevent collapse. Still roaring strong.” 

    I took a step closer to the Captain, and whispered. “At least the Lieutenant has identified the source. He interviewed several tenants as they came out of the building. One of them was apparently the culprit. Still shocked at what happened. Blabbed away. A couple up on 3 wanted a barbecue, so put charcoal in their bathtub and poured lighter fluid on it.” The Captain gasped. 

    We laughed together for a moment. All this because of THAT?! Only two years on the job and already getting cynical. The veterans told me this would happen. It was Firehouse Wisdom that fighting fires is probably the one place where you see a solid confirmation of the bottomless depths of human stupidity. 

    I continued, “Too much fluid, turns out. The curtains apparently caught the flame… and in an old building like this, it went up quickly. Luckily, the alarms went off, though old buildings like this have little in the way of fire suppression systems.” 

    The Captain nodded his understanding, looked around, knowing the severity would be past safe limits for his team shortly. Two Ladder trucks were already in position, but it was clear another was going to be needed just to keep the flame from spreading down the block. 

    “I’ll call on the 11th to add another ladder.” The Captain was already picking up the radio. After a quick conversation, he turned back to me. “Is everyone safely out?” 

    “We believe so, Sir. Two sweeps have shown no one left. Unfortunately, there are 40 units on 4 floors. We can’t be sure.” 

    “Okay, Kase. I know this is asking a lot… Take Rich with you. Do a Search and Rescue sweep where you can safely get into the building. Don’t take any overt chances if you see spread forming around you. Yell out for any survivors. I’d hate to see a bunch of dead bodies at the end of this. That poor couple is already in a lot of trouble. We don’t want to add manslaughter to their woes.” 

    “On it, Sir.” I yelled for Rich, my partner at Firehouse 8. We checked our masks and air equipment, then headed in. Fire extinguishers and axe at the ready. 

    I went to the side door nearest me, touching the door gently, checking for heat. I didn’t want the damn door to blow out on me if pressure had been building behind. Rich nodded. He was ready. I shoved the door open, stepping aside as quickly as I could, just in case. 

    Nothing came. We both went in. The yelling began immediately. “Is anyone here? We can get you out safely.” Up and down the corridor we went, chanting our mantra. Door by door. Floor by floor. Ladder 8 had extended to help us off the roof, just in case. 

    As we moved to the 3rd floor, I abruptly heard a pounding noise. Rhythmic. Strong. Human. We ran toward the sound. Yelling. “Firefighters. Here to get you out. What unit?” 

    “Oh, thank god. 3F. 3F,” a lady yelled back at us, then started coughing, finally able to yell, “I can’t get the door open and these windows won’t open. It’s really getting hot.” 

    We ran down the hall, understood her problem immediately. A ceiling beam had fallen across her door, the building materials wrapped around it smoldering from the heat of the enemy as it consumed everything it could. 

    “Step back, ma’am. There may be some loud noises.” 

    We drenched the burning material around the beam with fire-retardant, finally getting the flames low enough we could see the steel beam it hid. Looked really fucking heavy! Rich and I looked at each other. Shrugging. What the fuck else we going to do? We took out our crowbars and axe handles, pushing and pulling on one heavy piece of fucking shit! Damn steel beam. Finally, getting it to budge. A little, then more. Able to get it away from the door enough that the lady might get out. The heat had noticeably picked up behind us. We didn’t have much time. 

    “Okay, ma’am, we’re in position. Open the door and come on out.” 

    The door opened, and she came forward, staring at us… a vision dressed in what looked like a man’s clothes, sweatpants and a tank-top, that clearly showed no bra to hide her gorgeous breasts. Her disheveled chestnut brown hair shone with the layer of ash in the air. 

    That vision would become the everything of my life from that day forward. So beautiful… 

    It was the eyes that captured me. The intensity of the emotion, the feeling of something powerful. She looked at me like… Oh my god… truth jarred me. She was feeling the same way toward me! 

    Rich and I could feel the heat rushing out of her apartment, as he mouthed, ‘We gotta go.’ Getting hotter. We both knew what that meant. MUCH hotter would soon follow, especially with the growing smoke. We knew time was short.  

    “Oh god…” she said, as she walked closer to me. “I thought the roof was going to collapse on me. It got so hot.” 

    “We need to go,” I said to her abruptly. No time to talk. “Rich, make sure the stairs are still clear. We’ll go up to four.” 

    “Four,” she yelled. “Are you crazy? The fire is up there!” 

    “And so is the ladder to get us out of here. Trust us, ma’am. We’ll get you home.” 

    That look again. That swelling in my very soul. I pulled a fire-resistant poncho out of my pack, placing it over her head to protect as we went through to the roof. She grabbed my arm as we walked to the stairs. Rich gave the all-clear, hustling up the stairs to the roof. Thank God! Frank and the ladder were waiting. 

    “Gotta go, guys. Hurry!” Frank yelled out. “Lieutenant estimates something like 10 minutes to collapse. We need to get you off of here. Now!” 

    Rich went first to provide a breaker for our rescue. We didn’t want the ladder to move and have her falling off. Then they slowly climbed down. Me right after, as Frank guided the ladder away from the roof. Flame filled the sky as we slowly pulled away and the ladder descended. Rich and I both had a hand touching the lady gently, in case of sudden movement. Rich and I had done this many times. She hadn’t. 

    I looked at the building, swearing under my breath. The yellow and orange enemy had found another sacrifice. 

    * * * * 

    By the time we got to the bottom, sections of the building were already collapsing. The three of us, shaking from the experience, stood on solid mother earth, staring at the burning torrent. We knew that some of the steel structure would survive. Little of the rest would remain. I prayed to god we got everybody out. 

    An EMT came over as I signaled Care Needed. They led the lady out of our hands to the ambulance. She had quite an ordeal. Her eyes would not leave mine as she walked in that direction. 

    Just as we watched her sit down, the Captain and Lieutenant came over yelling at us. “God damn it,” the Captain yelled. “You could’ve been killed up there. I should bust your ass for taking such risks!” Even those tough words couldn’t cover his relief as he grabbed us in his arms. “Oh my God… I’m so glad you made it out of there. We were afraid it was going to drop before you got out.” 

    I just shrugged, wondering about being in command. Wasn’t he the one that sent us in there in the first place? 

    The Lieutenant stepped up. “Congratulations are in order, gentlemen. That risk… though it was inexcusable… paid off. You saved that young lady. Brought her down safe and unharmed.” 

    “Boys, such good work,” the Captain said, shaking our hands. “That’s why you became a fireman, isn’t it?” 

    The Captain turned to the mass of firefighters standing around watching us and the building burn. “Let’s hear it for our heroes,” he yelled. “Took a stupid, stupid risk…” his smile causing the crowd to cheer. “… saving a young lady that would certainly have died. Fine work, boys. Fine work.” 

    The final death throes of the building drew everyone’s attention. The terror of the enemy is mesmerizing in its hissing glory, consuming all in its path. Just another meal of many more to come. All eyes continued to stare for a moment as a sizeable chunk of the building bent to its demands. 

    Then the crowd was on us. Back slapping, thanks for surviving, jokes about who we should have saved… of course, it had to be a beautiful young lady instead! It was all heartfelt and welcome, but my thoughts were only on her. Every time I looked her way, she was looking back at me. 

    I gradually worked my way across the street to where she sat in the ambulance, shivering. 

    “You okay?” I asked, as softly as I could, taking her hand. 

    “I am now.” She took my hand in both hers, squeezing with everything I was feeling as well. “Thank you. Thank you so much,” leaning over to hug me. We had both come so close. Tears ran down my face as we held each other. 

    More medical personnel came, taking her for additional treatment. She pushed them away briefly, turning toward me again, her hand stretched with a piece of paper. A phone number written on it. She had gotten a paper and pen from an EMT. “Call me… please.” 

    I nodded I would as they led her away. In my soul, in my every cell, I knew I had met the love of my life.

  


   
    1 / A Mundane Life (Kasen) 

    And that’s how I met my beloved Julie, now some 21 years ago. I called her the week after the fire. We dated casually, for a bit, as we got to know each other. Made passionate love on the 3rd date, then got serious, marrying the next year, becoming Kasen & Juliet Shiffrin. We both turned 42 this year. 

    The feelings I have for her, which began that fateful night, have grown stronger over the years. I feel more in love with her now than ever before. And she seems to be the same. 

    I stayed a fireman, rising to the rank of Captain, Firehouse 11, four years ago. We specialize in ‘high rise’ fires because of our proximity to downtown and the condo complexes which surround it. Had several close scrapes with the enemy over the years. Nothing like that apartment building. It burned so hot that day it even melted part of the steel infrastructure! 

    Rich and I won the department’s highest honor for Juliet’s rescue, the Medal of Valor. They typically give this one to those who die in the line of duty. We received ours for ‘performance above and beyond the call of duty at extreme personal risk and having been instrumental in rescuing and saving another person’s life.’ 

    In hindsight, I realize how stupid we were, the risks that we took. However, every morning I wake up next to her, I am thankful to the good lord for giving me the courage. The angel lying next to me, untouched by the enemy, tells me I would do it again… if I had to. 

    Rich became my best friend as an adult after being my partner for almost 10 years. Regrettably, he left the service after getting caught careless by the enemy in a tight space. Multiple surgeries later, all that remained was heavy scaring on his left leg. This close call zapped his will to fight, however. His own version of PTSD did not allow him to continue. He now works security for a warehouse district on the west side of town. We still get together frequently, though I avoid stories about the latest battle against the flame. 

    Juliet, who everyone calls Julie, took courses to become a dental hygienist the second year of our marriage, and has been working with Dr. Sutherland for nearly 15 years. He’s a nice man, who she adores working for. Sadly, Julie constantly complained about having to push his hands away. I even had a conversation with him about it. It stopped after that. 

    The good Lord blessed us with only one daughter, despite repeated trying for more. She is a wonder, just like her mother. Natalie left for college in a neighboring state in August and seems happy there. 

    Now, officially empty nesters, Julie and I have to find each other again outside the parenting role that has controlled so much of our existence for so long. 

    The challenge for us is my work schedule. Hers is a typical 9-5 doctor’s office existence. A fireman is nothing like that. For years, I was 24 hours on, 24 off, then off 48 hours straight. Five years ago, the Department moved to the ‘California split’ schedule for fire team staffing. This calls for 24 hours on, 24 hours off. Repeat that twice more, then off 4 days straight. This schedule allows everyone to share the burden of working weekends over the course of the year. 

    The new split, which I lobbied to adopt, also allows the firefighters to decompress during the 4-day stretch at the end of each cycle. Our incidence of mental health days and general psychological issues have fallen sharply since the adoption. 

    I bring this up, because it is Julie’s prime complaint about being a fireman’s wife. About a third of the month, we sleep in separate buildings. She does not like that. Complains about it all the time. Those protests don’t matter. It is in the enemy’s nature. Most fires happen during the day when people are active… but some don’t. Someone must staff the firehouse 24/7, just in case. Her fire was a perfect example. Started at 7:30 at night. It was my 24-hour shift that brought her to me. 

    * * * * 

    “Hey, babe. I’m home.” I put my briefcase on the hallway table. It was about 7:30 on a Thursday morning. Our 24-hour shifts begin and end at 7 AM. We live only a few minutes from the firehouse. After I take a few to update the commanding officer, who relieves me on alternating shifts, Julie is typically just getting out of the shower when I return. 

    Grabbing a bottle of water out of the frig, I grab the iPad sitting on the kitchen table, looking at the news. I don’t know why I bother. Those idiots in the Mayor’s Office are looking for another reason to close Firehouse 2 and reduce the fire department budget. Been trying to close it for years. ‘Other priorities in the city…’ Bureaucratic pinheads! Those will be the same people who complain when people are dying because we can’t get to that part of town fast enough.  

    “Julie, Fred called. He and Molly invited us to dinner tonight. There’s a new Thai place on 103rd they are eager to try,” I said, walking up the stairs. When I walked into the room, my mouth stopped working. There she was, my beautiful wife, sprawled on the bed, naked and eager. Her legs spread, inviting me to join her. 

    “I have other plans for tonight… Get those clothes off. I want you to give me some hard dick before I leave.” 

    I’ll say one thing. Our sex life has not been tame. Juliet turned out to be a young lady that enjoys the physical pleasures. This has been a mixed-blessing for this fireman. In our 20 years, we have been very active, always trying new things (within reason). Admittedly, most at her insistence. We have likely tried about every position I could imagine. 

    Though, as I think about it, I will say she seems to have more need for it than I do as I move into my 4th decade. Not that I’m uninterested. I would describe our difference as a drive mismatch. She just wants more than I do. 

    Increasingly, over the last few years, she has also been encouraging me to change how we do it. I think of making love as a gentle time, filled with caressing, stroking, kissing and refreshing our love. Even the thrusting of the act, to me, needs to be gentle and filled with the tenderness I feel. I have spent my whole life protecting her. This is true whether out of bed or in. 

    My loving bride has a quite different view. She likes the gentle approach… occasionally. Recently, however, she wants me to be aggressive, to ‘take charge’. I know what she wants, someone willing to give her some ‘hard dick’, she calls it. I’ve always hated that phrase, especially coming from my wife. 

    “Julie, you know I hate it when you describe our making love that way,” I said, as I took my clothes off. 

    She giggled. Knew perfectly well. Let’s face it, that’s why she does it. “I know you like gentle and tender, my love, but sometimes I just feel like getting fucked. Can’t that be part of the plan too? Once in a while, at least? We’ve done it before.” 

    I nodded. That phrase means something to her, showing a growing frustration with my lack of assertiveness. It cuts into me deeply, cringing every time I hear it. Maybe it’s because I’m just not like that. Or worse, that I know it’s not going to change. Leaving us with a long-term problem without a simple resolution. 

    My face and tongue drove into her sex with a gasp of pleasure. She loves me to do this and I am very willing to give her a tongue-lashing any time she wants. Licking follows deep slashes into her sex and sucking on her clit. It never fails to bring her to release as she lays back on the bed. 

    After she came, she pushed my face back. “I need a little something harder this time, babe. Give it to me… please… I need to get fucked in the worst way.” 

    I crawled up her body. Instead, she rolled me onto my back, crawling on top, impaling herself on my rigid tool. Her groan of pleasure filled the room. She really DID need this! 

    “That feels so good,” she cried out. “Just what your cumslut needed.” 

    Jesus… My wife… so loving and gentle in so many ways… In the bedroom? All that politeness and delicacy falls into a toilet of what she calls ‘dirty talk’. She’s done this almost from the first time we made love. Cock, pussy, dick, cumslut, whore, ‘fuck this bitch’. No matter how many times I tell her it makes me uncomfortable, she does it anyway. Does something for her own needs, I guess. Nowadays, I just let her talk. 

    I knew what she wanted. Grabbing her hips, slamming her down on my cock, even played along this time. “So the cumslut needs an offering…” With all my strength, I pulled her down repeatedly, making her whimper at each thrust. 

    “Oh, babe… yes… I love it when you take me hard… love it.” 

    Her groaning became more intense. I could see her face crimping in a way that always makes me think she is in pain. However, as the release finds its escape through her panting breath, I know pain is the furthest thing from her mind. 

    “Oh god… hammer me, babe… yes!” 

    And she came with a shudder that started in her sex, crashing through her core, as those large breasts jiggled only a few inches from my face. I was not far behind, giving my cumslut all she wanted. 

    A few years ago, when she was on top, I pinched and pulled her nipples so hard they were swollen for days afterward. She loved it, came so hard I thought she might pass out. Her screams as the waves shook her truly frightened me. I refused to do it again because of the damage I had caused. She protested it didn’t hurt in the way I meant that, more BDSM-style pleasure/pain. I didn’t care. Hitting a woman, and especially my wife, would never be something I would consider. Not ever! 

    “Oh, babe… that was so good,” she said, holding me close as she shuddered at the pleasure, my softening cock finally falling out. “We should do this more often. Maybe you could tie me to the bed and do that. I bought some toys we could try. Be fun, don’t you think?” 

    “Okay…” I laughed. “Someday we’ll think about that.” 

    Her face took me by surprise. A look of disappointment, resentment, and even disgust… “What is it with you?” She asked, sitting up, reaching for a washcloth she had set there. Her tone was harsher, more negative. “Are you becoming an old fuddy-duddy already?” 

    “What the hell is that?” I laughed, uncertain at the abrupt tone change. 

    “Something my grandma used to say about boring people. If you had your way, we’d do missionary position every time, wouldn’t we?” 

    My face must have conveyed my acceptance of her thought, because she got up off the bed, “Jesus…” 

    “What?” I said, still not quite getting it. 

    “Let’s have dinner at Jasper’s tonight instead. We can talk then. I’ll call Molly, set something up for your next 4-day,” looking at her watch. “I gotta go before I miss my first cleaning.” 

    I had barely slept the night before. Two fires had kept us up most of the night. As soon as she said goodbye, I was fast asleep. Visions of the disgust on her face filled my thoughts as I faded to black.

  


   
    2 / Surprise Revelations (Kasen) 

    I woke late morning, took a quick shower, did some work in the garage I had planned for some time, but that look kept me thinking about what was going on. Yes, she has a stronger sex drive. So? Would she leave me over it? To run around on me after all these years? Surely not… 

    Like every couple, we went through some rough patches, especially in the early years of having Natalie around the house. Julie was always an overtly sexual person. She liked to walk around naked, or surprise me with a blow job at the dinner table. Once the kid arrived, it was the end of spontaneity. 

    She couldn’t hold in that desire for long. One time, she sucked on me while we were driving to Cincinnati for a fire convention. Shit… that was something. Here we were, hurtling down the road at 75 miles an hour while she sucked away. I struggled to keep the car on the road when I blasted down her throat. She leaned back into her seat after that, licking her lips with obvious glee, looking at me with that wry grin she used when she had done something sexually outrageous. ‘That was a fun way to start the trip,’ she giggled as I shook my head. 

    Okay, maybe I’m not the most adventurous of lovers. Still, I loved the way she was. I thought back to that same convention. We were there 5 days, down in the bar at the convention hotel nearly every night, chatting it up with other firefighters and their spouses. Several couples seemed interested in taking it further. Two even invited us to their rooms. Her eagerness… 

    Fuck, Julie! What were you thinking?! Not a chance I was doing anything like that! I demurred. We went back upstairs to make love. Her disappointment filled the room. 

    As I fiddled with this damn leaf blower that wouldn’t start, I remembered time after time over the years where she seemed eager to push the boundaries of our marriage. Needing something more. 

    Even Rich seemed a fantasy for a long time. She talked about him while we made love. Even came down in sexy nightgowns, with nothing on underneath, while we watched games together. She would have loved to include him.  

    I knew if I asked, he would do it. The guy was huge down below. Spending so much time with him at the gym and firehouse, I knew how big he was!  

    Besides, we worked together. I had ambitions to move higher in the ranks. Plus, we had never been physical with each other. I was strictly a straight guy. He was the same, at least as far as I knew. He only talked about women when relationships were mentioned, at least. Truthfully, I am so uptight about all that stuff, it would never occur to me to bring it up. In any case, I knew I could not compete with that bazooka he carried around! 

    Let’s face it, I thought, as I sat on the garage floor. I am not the best of lovers. I try hard to satisfy her. Really loved my wife. It’s just that… she wants something more, something harder… All the great things about our relationship… the common interests… Natalie… the deep friendship we had built… the emotional connection… all these seemed to boil away as the needs of her sexual desire grows stronger. 

    Frankly, I wasn’t even sure what harder meant for her anymore. Just knew that I could not provide it. But that look… 

    If not playing around, or her running around on me, then what did that look mean? I knew resistance to her desires was a prescription for disaster. She needed ‘hard dick’. So where did that leave me? How was I going to keep her focused on our marriage? Especially when I sleep away every other night! 

    I cannot tell you the number of divorced firefighters. Lots and lots. Three days sleeping away in a typical workweek meant the wives (and husbands) felt lonely a lot and had plenty of opportunity to find companionship elsewhere. To my knowledge, Julie had never done that. But that look… 

    Juliet sent me a text midday, asking if dinner at Jasper’s was still on. We both loved that place, a nice Italian eatery near her dental office. It was a bit of a slug from home. Hey, she likes it. My next shift did not start until tomorrow, so figured it was worth the drive. 

    Maybe she’ll help me understand what that look meant… 

    * * * * 

    We met there at 7 o’clock. The food, as always, was superb. Regrettably, my wife was in a definite mood. 

    “Are you ever going to make love to me the way I like it?” 

    “Hon… the way you like it? What about this morning? Wasn’t that hard dick?” 

    “Come on, Kase. Even you know better than that. I did all that this morning, from the suggestion to the last delivery. You pushed up a few times. Babe, your lack of enthusiasm is becoming more noticeable all the time. You could have been asleep and I would have still been able to cum. I need something more.” 

    She went through example after example of times I had offered only half-hearted participation, and how I had resisted every new idea she wanted to try. My heart fell with every illustration. I knew she was right. Stuffy. Unwilling to try new things. Definitely not interested in hurting her. 

    “Why are you pressing this so hard? Your desire seems to grow stronger every year.” 

    “No, it isn’t, Kase. That’s what you don’t get. I’ve always been like this. How long have you been complaining about my dirty talk? All 20 years?! The difference now… I’m getting to a point… as we get into our 40s… and Natalie leaving home… I want to try new things. Break out of our straight-jacket.” 

    “We try new things…” I knew I was sounding pathetic, but what could I say to her? She was right, of course. I was just as much a fuddy-duddy as she claimed. 

    “Jesus, Kase… haven’t you been listening to anything I said? We need to do something different. Let’s go to a lifestyle resort. Visit a BDSM club. Fuck on the kitchen table. Anything except the dull thing we are doing now.” 

    That look again. Part disgust, part pity. I shuddered at what this all meant for our lives together. Was I destined to follow so many other firefighters into divorce court? 

    Julie reached over to touch my hand. “I love you, Kase. Love you so much. We only have one life. We need to live it to the fullest.” She pulled back, grappling with a choice. “We have talked only a little about my love life before we got married. You know… it was much more active than it is today.” 

    “Everyone settles down after they get married.” 

    “Not this much, they don’t…” she burst out laughing. “Here’s a story I haven’t told you. Remember the night of the fire? The one you risked your life to save me? Want to know why I was in the building?” 

    “Visiting friends, you told me…” 

    “Well, kind of friends. Back then, I had a lot of what is now called ‘friends with benefits’. In our day, I think we called them ‘fuck buddies’. Guys I got together with mainly to fuck. Your wife had a robust appetite in those days.” 

    “Those days?” I chuckled. 

    “Okay, still do. Back then, I could express it. Two guys were with me. For the two hours leading up to the fire, they fucked me every way they could. Every opening, every combination. One in my ass, one in my cunt…” 

    As she continued her graphic description of the event, going into minute detail of everything they did, I looked around, hoping no one could hear her, feeling like my whole life was crumbling before me. Just like that building where I found her. 

    “… the truth is… your wife really is a cumslut. I shut it down because our love was so strong after you saved me. Nothing else mattered. The difference now… I don’t want to turn it off any longer. Pretty soon we’ll be too old to enjoy it. Do you want that?” 

    I barely said a word in reply. Not even knowing how to respond. “Why did they leave you to the fire, then? I can’t believe those boys would do that!” 

    “They didn’t… not by choice, anyway. They lived there. When the fire alarms went off, they grabbed shorts and t-shirts, yelling at me to hurry, opening the door to flee. I panicked. Couldn’t find my clothes, so I ran to a dresser, grabbed a tank top and sweatpants of one guy. Just as we walked out the door, me right behind them, that beam fell from the ceiling, trapping me on the other side. They yelled something about going for help… running down the hall… obviously they didn’t.” 

    The shock on my face must have been amusing. She laughed, an outburst so loud, diners around us turned to stare. “Not the virginal bride you thought I was, huh?” 

    “No… I guess not.” 

    “Truth is, I haven’t told you half the stuff I did before we got married. Your blushing bride is a randy old slut that needs to be fucked. I’m sorry if that hurts your feelings. I can only offer the truth. Surely we can find a way to accommodate both of us. Isn’t there?” 

    I didn’t have a fucking clue what to say. A way to accommodate what? Her having multiple guys at a time? To sleep with whoever she wants? I stood up to yell at her when I abruptly sat back down. Though she did not miss the tent sticking out of my slacks. 

    “Kase… what was that?” 

    “I’m furious about your misleading me all these years…” 

    “I can see that… how angry you are…” Her smile had turned into a wicked sneer. “So angry your cock is threatening to tear out of your pants.”

  


   
    3 / While He’s Away… (Juliet) 

    Go figure, I thought to myself. You think you know somebody… even your husband of 20 years… turns out I didn’t know a thing. 

    “You were turned on by my talking about other men, weren’t you? Come on, Kase. Admit it. It’s okay. I’m kind of turned on by your being so excited.” 

    “I don’t know what’s going on down below, but I am NOT turned on. You have been lying to me for years. About your past, about the fire, about the way you are. How can I trust anything you tell me now?!” 

    “Not sure what’s going on… only how hard you are. Do you want to see me with another man?” I slipped my shoe off, reaching under the table to touch his crotch. He jerked back, surprised at my touch. I wouldn’t let him go, leaning back to extend my leg further, stroking his rock-hard cock with my toes. “You sly fox. Been hiding yourself from me all these years.” 

    “Hiding what?” 

    “You’re a cuckold. You like the idea that I had these flings. If I would have known, we could have been playing with that knowledge for a long time.” 

    “I do not know what THAT is. Don’t want to know. I do NOT want you having sex with other men. Are you crazy? Cheat on me? Jesus, Julie…” 

    I just smiled back. “That’s not what my toes are telling us. Is it my little cuckold?” 

    He stood up suddenly, staring at me. The war inside plain on his face. Yet, his cock stuck straight out, forming a tent in front of him. “I’m leaving. Pay the check. This fucking conversation is over.” 

    I almost laughed as he stomped out of the restaurant. Good thing we came separately. However, this was a revelation for me… my husband, a cuckold! I wanted to savor the moment. The macho fire captain secretly craves watching me get fucked by other men! He may try to deny it, but the talk genuinely aroused him tonight. I could see it in his flush face, his hard cock, and, of course, in his faux-outrage. It was equally obvious he didn’t know himself, shocked as I was. Oh, the places we can go… 

    The server came by, gave me the check. I took my time. This was going to require some thinking. What should I do with this new knowledge? In all our 20 years, no matter how many times I wanted to, I never cheated on him. I knew it would be the end of a marriage that I cherished. Now… my mind quickly ran through the three possibilities of explaining his reaction. 

    First, that he really wasn’t turned on about the cuckolding. Maybe the idea I would do something was, for him, like watching an old porn movie. He just enjoyed the visual stimulation. Yes, that was a possibility, but unlikely. I had told him before about some of my pre-marriage exploits. It had to be the circumstance of the threesome and what I said about every hole. 

    Second, that he thought I was kidding. Maybe to get his juices flowing for a good humping later tonight. I know he hates my taunting ‘hard dick’ language. I use it because I want him to get excited, to give me more passion, more aggression. He just won’t. No, I doubt kidding would have made him hard. 

    That leaves us with a pretty firm No. 3, that Kasen ‘The Straight Man’ Shiffrin is a cuckold. That he is aroused by me spreading my legs for someone else. His mind must have been full of images… me in all those positions… cock filling every hole. He couldn’t help himself. That’s probably why he got so angry. A bit surprised himself. That man has never enjoyed being embarrassed, especially in front of his wife. 

    I got up after signing the check, walking to my car, thoughts full of new directions. Typically, I always call when we drive separately like tonight, so we can talk as if we were riding together. This time, I let him stew with his thoughts. Instead, I focused on how I can bring this out. 

    His usual approach to every change in his life is to talk about it, endlessly going over ‘options’. I love my husband, but he will always take the safest course… which in this case would mean never inviting a partner. His look of surprise told me this is unfamiliar territory for him, too. He may have had thoughts in the past… To get THAT aroused? Had to be a shocker. It certainly was for me. 

    I sat in the car for almost an hour, searching for cuckolding on my mobile, finally turning for home. The main issue these websites all agreed was managing the emotions. The cuckold experiences a severe conflict between fear of losing the person he loves the most, and the arousal of watching that love be pleasured. I just knew this described Kase exactly. 

    He has loved me unquestioningly since the rescue so many years ago. And I, truth be told… I have felt the same. Something happened in that hall that neither of us can describe or understand. This was long past any form of ‘White Knight’ Syndrome, where a person falls in love with a rescuer. It was more. Call it fate, serendipity, kismet, whatever. It was literally love at first sight for us both. I didn’t want to do anything to endanger our perfect union. 

    Having said that… our stale sexual connection has left me frustrated, afraid those frustrations might lead me down a dark path. The need for ‘more’ had been growing strong of late. If I can get him to go in that direction with me, all the better. 

    There seemed several ways to bring this leaning into the open. All openly discussed online. One was talking, getting a consensus, then inviting a friend as a safe harbor. The new cuckold would trust his friend not to steal his wife. I wouldn’t mind making Rich our first try. Despite the scaring on his leg, he is a big guy. I have heard several wives talking about his large endowments and willingness to use them. He has provided off-duty ‘services’ when they requested. 

    Another approach is for the couple to do it together. Having the cuckold give the wife to a stranger. The standard approach here is to go to a bar, allow the cuckold to watch while the wife picks up a new man, then to leave the cuckold at the bar, or to go home on his own. This leaves the cuck to imagine what the ‘bull’ is doing to his wife. Can be a very exciting time for the new cuck, one website said. 

    An alternative now days is to do this over the Internet. Lots of online sites that provide this very service. We could work together to find a suitable candidate. The cuck would help me get ready, then I would go off to get fucked, coming home to tell him about it. 

    I thought this might be a little tough for my Kasen. He’s secure as a firefighter. Everyone says he is one of the smartest and most fearless in the entire city. As a lover? He pushes it off as wanting to be tender. The truth is more basic. He only had two girls before me, and neither thought he was very good. Truthfully, he is a loving man that has brought me to many orgasms over the last 20 years. A great lover? Sorry, babe. Not that. 

    That leaves us with the last alternative: forcing the issue. I could cheat on him, then come home to ‘confess’ to a rousing lovemaking session. Once that ice is broken, then we can do more and in different variations. The initial step requires me to go first, find another man, and then allow Kase to see this does not change my opinion of him, or our love for each other. And if he gets really turned on because of it… 

    The risk gripped my heart! This would mean essentially rolling the dice on our marriage. A very high risk choice, without question. If I came back to tell him and he left me as a cheating bitch… well… I would deserve that title. If he got excited, then all the risk would have paid off to a new world of sexual pleasure for us both. 

    Fear washed through me as I thought about it on the drive home. Was this one of those ‘no risk, no reward’ situations? Or was I clinging to this cuckold development as a rationalization for my own needs? I wanted a more exciting sex life. No question about that. Needed it, even. 

    Kasen has commented on my growing needs several times. Truth be told, those needs have not increased. I was honest about that at dinner. The desire had always been there. For me, until the last few years, not cheating had been easy. Now, I must actively resist the pull when I see someone attractive. I so want to get fucked hard in the worst way, and my husband is clearly not willing to do that for me. Not incapable, mind you. Just not willing. 

    The signs of deterioration were all around. We were bickering over nothings the last few years. When I suggested we make love, he would often put me off, complain about having to do it so frequently. And he certainly never made the first suggestion. It had been a long time since that had happened. 

    The whole ‘hard dick’ thing… I don’t think he can push me too hard. I love ya, babe. You’re just not a dominating lover. Unlikely ever to be. 

    By the time I got my car in the garage, I had decided what to do. I was going to go in, talk to him about this, and then go out and find someone. Force the issue. Something told me this was the right approach. By the time I got in the house, however, still only 9 o’clock, he was already in bed. And mad in bed. Know what I mean? On his side, back to my position, the blanket pulled tight around him, allowing no touching. This news shook him. 

    I wasn’t about to go to sleep at 9 o’clock at night. The truth be told, with his weird work schedule and often staying up for 24 hours at a stretch on a shift, it’s not uncommon for him to go to bed early. He had to get up for a seven o’clock start of the next 24. 

    I had already decided to force the issue, anyway. Now the question is how to do that. I looked at myself in the mirror. For a 42-year-old, I was in great shape. I continue to keep my hair long, and the chestnut had not started turning gray yet. My breasts were relatively large and still firm. With the right outfit and the right attitude, I was pretty sure I could find likely candidates. 

    First, some maintenance. I looked over at my sleeping husband, wondering if this was the right choice. The needed course was obvious. I went over to Natalie’s room, turned on the bath, gathered my shaving gear, and got ready to play. A shaved pussy was just what I needed to get in the mood. 

    * * * * 

    He was out the door before I could even get up the next morning. Again, not surprising. I do not have to be at work till nine. I seldom got up at six when he got ready for his next shift. Today was different. I knew it. Our talk last night had shaken him. He had not even taken a shower. Just gathered his uniform and ran out the door. I guess he would shower at the firehouse. 

    And he would be right to be shaken. I knew we were going in a new direction starting today. My pussy was already tingling. The idea of finding some big guy to take me hard… Oh my God, I was so ready for that! 

    Whenever I had a break during the day, I would be on my phone, looking for places to hook up with someone. The T-Bar was probably the most famous pickup joint in town. The proximity to business hotels and the convention center left the T-Bar full of visiting businessmen looking for female companionship. One hygienist in my office, a single girl, loves the T-Bar. 

    Truthfully, for me, I wasn’t looking for a professional here at a business convention. I wanted somebody rough and tumble, a workingman, a big man, who could give it to me the way I wanted. Let’s face it, if you’re going to cheat on your husband, why go for someone exactly like him? 

    All afternoon, the hours just seemed to crawl along. I like my work. The co-workers are fun, the patients are appreciative. I even like Dr. Sutherland, even if he had trouble keeping his hands off me… 

    Unfortunately, teeth wasn’t foremost on my mind today. Something lower had me in its grip. I settled on an Irish pub near the warehouse district, suspecting the workmen would take part in my first venture outside of our marital bed. 

    After work, I took a shower and made sure my pubic area was still smooth. Going through my wardrobe… shit! If I was going to do this regularly, I would need to get some new clothes. This 42-year-old mother… and wife of the fire captain… didn’t have a lot of racy clothes to choose from. 

    I found one skirt that hung above my knee, even that just barely.… under which I would not wear panties, of course… and a white, relatively thin blouse where I could leave a couple buttons undone. I hoped that would be enough. Without even thinking, I got in my car, drove straight to Callahan’s. It was late Friday night. As I pulled up, noticing the packed parking lot, I hoped someone inside could give me what I needed. 

    * * * * 

    The inside was just what I expected. Irish pub wood everywhere. Whiskeys lined the mirrored wall behind the bar. Many beers on tap. Tables surrounded a small dance floor with workingmen everywhere, having a good time, drinking mainly beer. 

    I walked up to the bar, which was surprisingly empty. Wouldn’t have mattered. I learned long ago one unwritten rule of bar life. When a pretty woman walks up to the bar, the men part, allowing her entry. Sure enough, almost before I could take a position with a barstool, three men came up to me, asking what I was looking to drink. I was about ready to order a white wine, then it occurred to me where I was. Instead, I ordered a Black and Tan (half Guinness, half Harp). Normally, not an ale gal. This time, I wanted to impress them. 

    After about an hour at the bar, feeling the edges of expectations after two drinks, one guy stuck out. He was a large man, deep into six feet. The shaft in his pants stood out. His dominating manner pushed the other guys out of the way. 

    Soon, it was just me and Rory. At least that was the name he gave me. He seemed about my age, maybe slightly younger. Not enough age gap to make a difference. I was coy as I could be. Even though there was no question why I was there. A married woman with rings on display, by herself, at a workingman’s bar… I was there to get some strange. 

    Before I even knew what happened, I was out in the parking lot walking with this man, our hands all over each other, until we found a secluded place on the edge of the parking lot covered by trees. He pushed downward on my shoulders. I knew what he wanted. And I wanted the same! 

    Oh God… His cock felt so good in my mouth. And not because he was big. I could hardly get any of it down my throat. No, this felt so good because of his manner. He was using me for the slut I wanted to be. I only sucked on him long enough to get him hard. He knew that wasn’t why I was here! 

    Rory pulled me off my knees, slung me over the trunk of the nearest car, pushing my skirt up over my ass, and fucked the royal shit out of me. It may have been the best fucking of my life! I can’t imagine how many times I came. And he took me long and hard before coming himself buried balls deep. I cried out with another fantastic orgasm when I felt his flood drench my canal. Rope after rope pushing my climax. 

    I so needed this. And Rory gave me everything that I wanted. 

    When he was done, he surprised me. As roughly as he had taken me, I thought for certain he would just push me aside and walk away. He didn’t. Was actually quite a gentleman. He helped me off the car, even assisted straighten my clothes. Okay, maybe some of that was the repeated touching while I did it… 

    Turned out it was his car that we were leaning against. He reached into the glove compartment, pulling me out a few tissues to help me get cleaned up. It must’ve been a while for him because it felt like buckets dripping out of me. 

    We stood there talking for a little while, exchanged phone numbers, and then I got back in my car and drove home. 

    I had done it… become the slut I wanted to be! Hopefully, this new hotwife will find a husband willing to talk when he gets home in the morning.

  


   
    4 / Betrayal (Juliet) 

    My heart was still beating fast as I pulled into the garage of our house. The memory of Rory and the pleasure… I had missed that so much. He reminded me a little of a football player when I first got out of high school. This college boy, big like football players are, was also big in all the right places. He gave it to me hard and fast in my apartment one night. He didn’t last as long as Rory. Still, he got it up over and over. 

    When I got in the house, I looked at the clock. It was 11:30. Rory had my full attention for almost two hours. It’s been so long since I’ve felt this kind of sexual satisfaction. I didn’t know how to handle it. 

    A quick glance at a hallway mirror told me the damage that was done. My hair disheveled, my blouse smudged where I laid against the car, my skirt wrinkled as he shoved it up over my ass. There was no hiding it. Someone had fucked me hard. 

    I poured myself a glass of wine, moving toward the kitchen table. I needed to recover. The wine was just what I needed as I thought about how I would handle the news for Kasen. 

    Abruptly, I heard the garage door opening. Fuck, what is he doing home? I turned from the table, needing to get to a bathroom, straighten my hair and clothes. Before I could move, Kasen walked in the door. 

    “Hey babe. Sorry I startled you, forgot my toiletry kit, so I made a dash home to grab…” 

    Then he stopped talking, staring at me. My face must have turned a crimson shade of red. He knew! 

    “What happened?” he asked. I didn’t know what to say, hadn’t rehearsed this part yet. We were supposed to talk in the morning! What could I say to bring my cuckold into the play? I was still recovering from the sensual overload of Rory. Kasen looked at me. I could see his breathing suddenly short, sharp. “You… you… went out tonight, didn’t you?” 

    The heartbroken look on his face broke mine. I rushed up to him, wrapping my arms around him. 

    “I’m sorry, Kase. I’m so sorry… I needed to be fucked hard… And you won’t do it. It’s not your fault, I understand that. I thought… after our conversation at Jasper’s… that you would enjoy that.” I was blathering on, knew it. 

    He roughly pushed me away. “You selfish, cunt. Doing it all for me, were you? How self-serving can you be?” He shook his head, walking toward the sink, his hands gripping the front. I could see the white knuckles of his rage. 

    “If I hadn’t come home, would you even have told me?” 

    “Yes… yes, my love. I did it for both of us.” 

    I stepped over to him, wrapping my arms around his body, face against his back, holding tight. My hand gradually moved down to his cock… he was already getting hard! 

    Then I talked. We were now at the high-risk part of the evening. Needed to pull my cuckold into the scene with me. 

    “I went to a bar to find a rough lover that could give me the hard dick you can’t.” All the while I spoke, I rubbed his cock, pressing my breasts against him. “Multiple men plied me with drinks, trying to get me to fuck them. Only one succeeded. He took me out into the parking lot, forced me down on my knees, then stuffed his cock in my mouth… using me like the slut I want to be.” 

    I continued to rub his cock, which by this time was hard as stone. With my other hand, I turned him around, encouraging him to get my blouse off. He was fumbling, breath short. I don’t think I had ever seen him more aroused. 

    By the time my blouse and bra were on the ground, I slipped my skirt off. I was totally naked in front of my husband. He was seeing my bald pussy for the first time. The evidence of my betrayal was everywhere. Cum drenched crotch, swollen nipples where he pulled and held them. Scratches on my skin where the car pressed into me. All the while I talked, my hands were all over Kasen. Stroking his cock. Touching his chest. Reconnecting. 

    “His name was Rory. I sucked him on my knees in a parking lot, worshiping his enormous cock. Loved feeling him down my throat. When he was hard, he lifted me off the ground, pushing me across the trunk of his car.” I could feel it in my husband, the growing desire, how the story was effecting him. “Rory fucked me hard, driving his enormous cock into me as often as he wanted. He dominated me. I could hardly breathe, came over and over.” 

    Unfastening his uniform belt and slacks, I fell to my knees in front of Kasen, taking his cock down my throat. In between thrusts on his shaft, I continued talking. Our eyes locked on each other. 

    “He took me long and hard, delivering a full load of his cum into your wife. I came so hard when he did, I almost passed out.” More thrusts down Kasen’s cock. I could feel the familiar tightening. He would not be long. “He invited me back to his place to fuck me more. I told him I had to get home to my husband. That he was waiting for me. He asked me what kind of husband let his wife go out to fuck other men? I told him only one. The one that I love.” 

    Before I could get his release down my throat, Kasen pushed me away. 

    “You fucking slut,” he yelled at me, screaming loud enough the neighbors could probably hear. “All you care about is your pussy, and what you could put in it, don’t you?” 

    “Yes… yes… your slut has a hungry pussy that needs to be fed.” I stood up, sweeping everything off the kitchen table, leaning across it, spreading my legs. He could easily see the caked cum now, especially as I reached back, opening myself to his view. 

    “I know somebody that needs to fuck me. To reclaim his wife, to reclaim ownership of what is his. Fuck me, my love. Fuck me. I have never wanted you more.” 

    And he did. For one of the first times in our many years together, my husband gave me hard dick. Pounded into me repeatedly, powerful thrusts. God, it felt so good. He couldn’t control himself, slamming into me repeatedly.  

    “Take that cock, you fucking cunt!” He finally exploded inside me with all the ferocity that he had in him, grunting savagely with each thrust. Finally collapsing on top of me. All I could do was breathe with the power of the release he had literally ripped out of my body. 

    It worked! My husband reacted just like a cuckold would. I had taken an enormous risk, admittedly for my pleasure. Still, I knew if we had not done something like this, our marriage… already struggling… would’ve been on its way down. Now, oh the places we could go! 

    When he had recovered his breathing, Kasen yanked himself out, staring at me. “What the fuck, babe? Did you really think this would be okay? Okay, for you to just go fuck whoever you want? Jesus… What am I supposed to think about that?” 

    There I was, splayed on the table in front of him, the naked slut I actually was, everything laid bare in front of him. 

    “What you see is what I am, babe. I am that slut and maybe I’m reading what just happened wrong… you seemed to like me being this way. I certainly loved what you did just now.” 

    He gasped at my words, walking over to the sink for a rag to clean me up. He used it on himself, then me, pulling his pants up, while leaving me on the table, in all my freshly fucked glory. 

    “Julie…” His voice was quivering with emotion. “Is this the way it’s going to be? You out getting fucked whenever you want?” 

    “No, my love… no,” I said, as he helped me off the table. I pressed my naked body against him. “After discovering you were a cuckold last night, I did a bunch of research. There seemed to be several ways of introducing the cuckold to play. This was the only one that I thought would work with you.” I rubbed his cock through his uniform pants. “And it seemed to work…” 

    His look of exasperation caught me. I giggled. 

    “Look,” he said, returning my smile. He put the rest of his uniform back on. I could hear the squawk of his radio. A call coming through. “I’ve got to get back to the firehouse. Had fun tonight. You know it can’t be like this. No matter what your books say. I can’t be worried that every time I’m at the station, you’re out running around on me. You really thought I would be okay with that?” The smile vanished. “Well, just so you’re clear. I’m not.” 

    I bowed my head, agreeing with his words. 

    He picked up the rest of his gear, turning toward the door. “For us to do something like this, we need to have some rules. Knowledge of what’s going on. Understanding of limits. I just can’t tolerate it any other way. Surely you understand that.” 

    “I do, my love. I thought that… now we’ve… broken the ice… You’ve got your four-day coming up.” I stepped closer to him in front of the door, using my hands to rub his cock again. His head shook in disbelief. Who was this person in front of him? “Maybe we can spend a couple days working out some rules and then… maybe… see if we can find somebody to play with the other day. What do you think?” 

    All he did was nod, but it was the best head movement I had ever seen. He agreed! I had taken an incredible risk… Admittedly, I got the better end of the deal. Still, he came out okay. I think this is gonna work out great! 

    He kissed me passionately on the lips, then turned towards the door. “Let’s talk about it tomorrow, okay?” I simply nodded. 

    As I heard the garage door opening, his car pulling out, my heart sang with the possibilities of what was to come. I already started planning what I was going to do tomorrow. This slut was going to shock the shit out of my conservative husband. 

    For the next two days, I was going to walk around the house in the skimpiest lingerie that I had, maybe even nothing at all. I would encourage him to make love to me anytime he wanted to, even do it missionary style, the way he likes it. Anything to keep him focused on the sexual pleasures. 

    Plus, I needed to run some errands. New clothes were definitely in order. I needed something a little more revealing. I wasn’t sure what the next playing steps were going to be. Only knew we had to do it soon. What’s the old saying: strike while the iron is hot?! 

    I had given my new cuckold a taste of what was to come. I wanted to make sure he knew how much fun it would be.

  


   
    5 / Embarrassment &
Tragedy (Kasen) 

    All the way back to the firehouse, all I could think about was my wife standing there… clothes all torn up… someone had definitely fucked her. I knew it as soon as I saw her. And what followed… 

    “Multiple men… tried to fuck me. Only one succeeded. He took me out into the parking lot, forced me down on my knees, then stuffed his cock in my mouth… using me like the slut I am.” 

    She openly admitted it! How could this be? What is happening to our marriage? I knew she loved me; wanted what was best for me. But this? How could she even think this is what I wanted? Or needed? 

    Yet, she appeared to be right. It’s like my body was completely out of my control. The shame and embarrassment washed through me. 

    “His name was Rory. I sucked him on my knees in a parking lot, worshiping his enormous cock. Loved feeling him down my throat.” 

    So much I didn’t understand. My wife went out on me. Got fucked by another man. I should be outraged, angry beyond belief. That slut! 

    We’ve been married for 20 years. 20 fucking years! I knew in my very soul she had never done that before. Why now? How can I live with a woman that repeatedly wanted to go out on her own, to be fucked by any guy she wanted? Fear gripped my heart. What was I going to do? How can I live with such a woman? 

    “Rory fucked me hard, driving his enormous cock into me as often as he wanted. He dominated me. I could hardly breathe, came over and over.” 

    Worse, I loved every minute! I got so hard. Every word she said just got me even harder. Shame filled me again. What kind of guy am I that would enjoy the idea of his wife going out on him? 

    Suddenly, a detailed memory of the rescue night flashed into my mind. How she opened the door. The surprise of our connection, and yet confusion over her clothing. It was a man’s clothing. Caught that in the back of my head. Thought nothing of it at the time. Now… knowing she spent hours before that getting fucked over and over. Every hole filled. Then bragged to me about it. All I could think about was how turned on it made me. 

    “He took me long and hard, delivering a full load of his cum into your wife. I came so hard when he did, I almost passed out.” 

    That fucking bitch! I can’t believe it. Going into a bar. Making herself available. This guy Rory coming along. She couldn’t wait to get her mouth around his cock. To have him inside her. The bigger, the better, I’m sure. 

    I stared down at my crotch. Holy fuck! I was hard as a rock again. Tears formed in my eyes. How am I supposed to react to that?! 

    My wife. The love of my life. My everything for 20 years. Now, all she wants to do is get fucked by others. Tears filled my eyes. I had to continually wipe them away before they stained my uniform shirt. 

    “Yes… yes… your slut has a hungry pussy that needs to be fed.” 

    What’s next? Now she wants to have them fuck her in front of me? My cock simply throbbed at the thought of that. I almost lost control of the firehouse SUV as visions of being in that apartment before the fire started. Watching her with a cock in both her holes, crying out with the pleasure she was feeling. I knew that’s what she wanted, would love for me to watch her do that again. 

    How does a slut like that marry a guy like me? So normal, so nothing like her. My idea of an exciting time was for her to be on top so I could watch her boobs jiggle. That wasn’t going to be nearly enough for her now. She wanted much, much more. 

    “What you see is what I am, babe. I am that slut and maybe I’m reading what just happened wrong… you seemed to like me being this way. I certainly loved what you did just now.” 

    How much more did she want? Once a month, every third month, every week, every time I’m away on a 24-hour shift? I literally had no idea what the next few months would be like. Certainly not anything like it had been before. 

    I had to admit, grudgingly; she was right about this approach. She had torn my heart open, exposing every dark corner inside, stretching everything I was into a shape I could no longer recognize. Maybe I am this cuckold she claims me to be. The event truly got me excited. No doubt about that. But all the time, a regular part of our love life? 

    Why does she need this so badly? Willing to risk our relationship to achieve this new direction. Just as that thought came into my mind, I knew the answer. Embarrassment washing through me. Because I’m a wimp. 

    All the firefighters look up to me as some kind of hero because of what I did in the past… I did some pretty crazy shit… still… my wife… all she can think about is how I never wanna do anything but missionary position. And even then, I’m not really into it. No, that’s not right. I am very much into it, just not in the same way she is. She REALLY likes it! 

    She needs someone big and aggressive to give her the hard dick she craves. Wants it all the time. Tears started again, as this thought washed through me. No matter what I think about it, or as much as I try, that’s just not me. I know I have to accept that about myself. I could never be the hard dick of her dreams. 

    And I also knew I had to accept this about her, too. If we have any hope of surviving as a couple, I had to let this run. Let her be who she is. 

    Lord knows, it makes me excited just thinking about it. Yet, it scares the fucking shit out of me! If she finds some big dick that she wants all the time, this little cuckold is toast. Cuckold… shit, what kind of word is that, anyway? 

    As soon as I got back to the firehouse, I walked into my office. All the guys greeted me on my return knew something was up. Stepped out of my way. The look on my face must have been downright scary. 

    One nice thing about being captain is that I get private sleeping quarters. I closed the door behind me, went straight back into my bathroom, and whipped my fucking cock. 

    Images of Julie lying across the trunk of a car, groaning as ‘Rory’ slammed into her. The cries of pleasure filling the space all around them. I could see it in my mind, clear as day. I had been to Callahan’s many times. It was a bit of a ‘fireman’s bar’ when I was younger… before Julie came along. I could even envision where he had taken her, by the stand of trees at the back of the parking lot… 

    What is wrong with me? I beat my rod, images of my wife getting fucked coursing through me, exciting me beyond all reason, until I exploded all over the sink. What am I going to do now? 

    * * * * 

    No sooner than I got my cock back in my pants, there was a knock at the door. My assistant, Jackie, said the Chief had been trying to get a hold of me. 

    Visions of the Chief came to mind. I couldn’t stop them. He was a big guy… had to be six-five, 250-300 pounds, an immense man with a reputation with the ladies that everyone knew…  

    Fuck! Get that thought out of your head. Your wife is NOT gonna sleep with the Chief! 

    I picked up the phone told his assistant I was back. Moments later, the Chief called. It was almost midnight. 

    “We’ve had a death,” he said. Shit… the enemy claimed another of our own. 

    “Where?” I asked him. 

    “Over on 63rd, an old warehouse. Apparently abandoned for a while. Some homeless were in it, set a fire to stay warm. The enemy saw the building, found a new victim. 

    “Who was it?” 

    “Fred Thompson from the 12th.” 

    Shit, tears forming in my eyes. I knew Fred well. We spent a lot of time together when we both served at Firehouse 8. We did a lot of things together as couples over the years. Julie knew his wife, Molly, very well. 

    “Have you told his wife yet?” Molly was a strong woman, but nobody can prepare for this. 

    “That’s why I called. I knew you were close, that your wives were friendly. I was hoping you could make the call.” 

    “God dammit, Chief. How can I do that? He was my friend!” 

    “That’s why, Kase. She needs to hear it from somebody that she trusts. 

    “Okay, Chief. I’ll do it. Molly deserves that much.” I shuddered at the thought of what this conversation would be like. Three kids, two still living at home. “Email me his jacket, so I can review it. I’ll talk about the great things he’s done, for the department and for the city.” 

    “I know,” the Chief said. “He’ll be missed.” Why did he chuckle at the end of that statement? 

    * * * * 

    How quickly I learned some perspective… Here I was all worked up… as if it was the end of my fucking life… because my wife made love with someone else. And wants me to get involved with more. As weird as that is, when I thought about Molly and what I was going to say to her, it all seemed so meaningless now. 

    I went to my closet, pulled out my dress uniform. Straightened it up as best I could. Got my cap, walking back into the station. Seeing the dress uniform at this time of night. Everyone knew what that meant. 

    Somebody saw me, came running over, asking what happened. Word spread. Soon, the entire firehouse staff was standing around me. I told them about Fred Thompson, over in the 12th, ran into a building trying to save a homeless person inside. The building collapsed before they could get out. 

    Tears and quiet filled the room. “The Chief wants me to tell his wife because we were friends. Frankly, I’m not sure what to tell her.” I looked around the room. “Team, it’s something we live with every day. This risk. You and I…” my throat quivered with the emotion, struggling to get the words out. “… we take those risks, coldly calculating the possibilities every time we enter a building engulfed by the enemy. Molly… she’s as much a victim as Fred. She didn’t make that choice. Hers was one of love. Love of a man who had chosen as his life’s work to save others.” 

    The tears filled everyone’s eyes, including mine. “God dammit! I cannot stand to lose another good man to that vicious beast.” I looked around the room, the heads nodded in agreement. “When I preach at you about safety over and over, this is what I’m fucking talking about. Don’t let the enemy claim any of you.” 

    After my near death with Julie, I’ve gotten very cautious and safety minded. That has saved me from several very close touches from the flame. Even then, I had taken risks I knew were terrible. That I shouldn’t have. Risks my captain of the day yelled at me about. 

    Those risks just come with the job. I can’t let the enemy consume anybody that I can prevent. It’s the very mission of my life. To fight the enemy and to save everyone I can from its grasp. 

    Hands touched me as I walked to the door. Everyone knew the tears were yet to come. It was past midnight now, so I sent a text to Julie that she would see when she wakes. 

    The drive to Fred & Molly’s may have been one of the worst things I had ever experienced. At least I thought so, until she opened the door in her nightgown, seeing me decked out in my dress blues. Every firefighter spouse knows what that means, especially this late at night. 

    “No… no…” Molly cried, as she pulled back from the door, sinking to her knees on the floor. I stepped in, closing the door behind me. This was going to be a rough night.

  


   
    6 / Adjusting (Juliet) 

    Ever since Natalie was old enough to take care of herself, I treated Saturdays as my sleeping late day. This was no exception, especially after the night we had, with all that pleasure. I was genuinely tired. Looking at the clock, it was already 9:30. 

    It surprised me that Kasen wasn’t home yet. He was seldom over 30-45 minutes late. My mind went straight to concern about whether he was leaving me, or having second thoughts about what we had done. After that great night, I didn’t want anything to derail what had begun. 

    I picked up my phone to see if there were any text messages. Oh my God… poor Molly. I immediately put my clothes on, rushing out the door, leaving a note for Kasen. I was on my way to her house. 

    For the next three days, I hardly saw my husband. Firemen’s spouses are a special breed. They are a pretty tight community where death and injury can come suddenly and abruptly. We all know it. When that day came, we rallied around each other, trying to support the grieving spouse. There was seldom a moment when Molly’s house wasn’t filled with two or three wives, helping with whatever needed. We developed care schedules for the kids, cooked meals, and made sure she had everything she needed. 

    Molly and I have known each other for over a decade, from the days when Fred and Kasen worked together at the 8th. The two men were firm allies during many department-wide political issues. We were very active in the Fireman’s Auxiliary and raised money every year for the Firefighters Memorial Fund. Who knew her own husband would be one of those we memorialized? It would devastate the kids. They adored their father. Unfortunately, there’s not much they could do now. 

    Two days later, it seemed like every firefighter and policeman in the country was at the funeral. Thousands of men and women in full dress uniform, lining the route to the cemetery, celebrating the courage of a life well lived. 

    What few discussions I had with Kasen, we both agreed it could wait when faced with all this tragedy. 

    In fact, two months went by before we really loosened up enough to have a discussion about what happened the night I found Rory. I kept wanting to call him for a revisit. Instinctively, I knew that would be a mistake. Kasen and I had to take the next steps together. 

    My mind had concocted hundreds of scenarios. How we meet the bulls. How we find them. A way to get Kasen involved… now was not the time. His mind was elsewhere. 

    Firefighters live with this kind of risk every day. Even at the fire he rescued me from, Kasen had no way of knowing whether that roof would hold up long enough to get us out. He trusted to Providence to take care of him while he went calmly about his business. So many firefighters have that same attitude. No one wants to die, but everyone knew. When it was their time, it was their time. 

    It turns out Fred was a genuine hero that day. The building was about ready to collapse. Everybody knew it. But they discovered one of the homeless was still inside, in a wheelchair, unable to get out. Despite all the eminent danger that he knew was there, he tried to save him, anyway. The other firefighters could hear the guy hollering from the inside. Only Fred took the risk of saving him, and it cost him. They found the bodies underneath the rubble; the man held in a fireman’s carry as Fred tried to get him out. They found their bodies only yards from the exit. 

    * * * * 

    After two months, I was ready to play again. Dwelling on his death didn’t bring him back. I needed to pay attention to the future. I called into my practice, telling the office manager I was taking two days off. Today began Kasen’s 4-day break. This was as good a time to start as any. 

    After we woke that Thursday morning, I walked into our bathroom, put on the sexiest lingerie that I owned, and never put on any other clothing while we were home for the next two days. Even went totally naked for part of the time. 

    Kasen was a little perturbed at the beginning. Yet, as the day moved on, my constant touching driving him crazy, we finally fell into bed early that afternoon. I gave myself to him in that gentle way he loved. Before his cuckold future arrived, I wanted to make sure the connection between us was rock solid. Introducing other variables into the mix would make that tougher later. 

    To say it was gentle does not mean it wasn’t pleasurable. It was. Our lovemaking was intense for us both. Kase gave me multiple orgasms, and I enjoyed him on top of me, then me moving to the top to take him a little more aggressively. I even encouraged him to be rougher with my tits, which he was… a little. I knew it was an educational process. 

    Now, we were moving into cuckold-world. Not the same as before. The research I had done helped me identify his ‘type’ of cuckold. All the signs were there. He was what was called a ‘weak cuckold’. He did not want to be in charge, wanted me to lead the way. He really got off on the idea of me making it with others, especially the group things, though he was uncertain about the idea of watching it himself. 

    Weak cuckolds often like to be humiliated and taunted about their inadequacies… to be pushed into circumstances where they felt they had no choice… to give in to what was happening… even though they knew the wife would stop if they asked them to. That was certainly the case for us. 

    Later in the day, I convinced Kasen to give me open access by wearing a long t-shirt, with no underwear. Occasionally, when I felt like it, I would drop to my knees and take him in my mouth, sucking him until he was hard. Yet, never giving him release. 

    When he came around me, I would drop to a sofa or chair, spreading my legs, and ‘order’ him to eat me until I came. He resisted the first couple of times. Finally giving in, doing it whenever I asked. By late Friday, it worked me into a sexual frenzy, ready for whatever came.  

    * * * * 

    Friday evening, I suggested we go to dinner. I found a spot that was quiet, and had secluded tables where we could have the frank conversation I expected. We were ready, I felt, to begin the real journey to how I wanted our future to be. A cuckold journey of pleasure for me and something internal for him. 

    After we ordered the meal, I started talking. I confessed to my longing for more excitement in bed, the wish to play more openly, more regularly. Told him about how unhappy I was about his being gentle all the time. How some is great. All the time? No… 

    Kasen listened to what I said, nodding at all the appropriate places, but there was a disconnect. I could tell. There was something going on inside. What it was remained a mystery at the beginning. 

    So I continued, telling him how active I was before we met. The lifestyle I cherished, a life filled with multiple cocks, often many every week, and the pleasure they would bring. 

    I told him about the time two guys took me hiking deep into a national park. Once we got away from where people were, they told me to take my clothes off. I seldom wore anything other than hiking boots for the rest of the trip, finding myself in the middle of their cocks many times. I laughed about the bug bites I had all over me when I returned. Turns out, being nude in the wilderness may be erotic, though not the wisest of choices. 

    About the time I traveled with a guy to Michigan. He wanted to see a Michigan football game in Ann Arbor. We stayed at his friend’s house, which turned out to be full of former fraternity brothers that claimed to share everything, including me. I was full of cock almost the entire weekend. 

    About the way I used to find guys at bars, taking them home for some fun. And then, when they left, I went to another bar to get a second round. 

    About the fateful day we met. How I had gone at the invitation of one guy. When I arrived, he had a friend there with him. For the next two hours, they filled me with cock the entire time. Every hole filled with cum as often as the guys could get it up. I probably would have stayed the weekend if the building hadn’t changed our plans. 

    And about how I suppressed that after we got together. Finally, Kasen sparked up. 

    “Why would you do that? Pretend it was acceptable to turn all that off?” 

    “Because I loved you.” 

    “You don’t love me now?” 

    “More than ever,” I assured him. “The difference now is that I know you enjoy me getting fucked. I like the idea of having you watch me in action. And I think you will enjoy that as well.” 

    “I don’t know, babe,” Kasen said. “Hearing about the action, and your stories, is one thing. Watching them take you a totally different concept.” 

    “No… Kase. It’s really not. Only your fear is the difference. If you like hearing about it, why not watch the real thing?” I reached my barefoot under the table, stroking his cock with my toes. “See… hard and ready. I think you like that very much. Imagine watching me cry out with a climax as Rory fills me with that enormous cock! You are going to love that, my little cuckold.” 

    He asked detailed questions about Rory, what happened, how I found the place, how I ended up on the trunk of his car. I told him every detail as openly as I could. My toes could feel his cock throbbing with every word. 

    Then he asked me a harder question. “I understand your wanting to stop playing when we got married. That’s the way marriage is supposed to be, right? Forsaking all others… Why did you feel it necessary to hide all this past from me? How active it was? I loved you dearly. I would have understood.” 

    “Truthfully, babe, I thought you would reject me. Look at you. Mr. Uptight Fire Captain, straighter than any arrow I know. You had me petrified about making a single misstep.” 

    “I’m sorry if you felt that way, Julie. I never intended to put you in some kind of strait-jacket.” 

    “And I understand that now. When we first got married… I didn’t know.” 

    “It took 20 years to trust me?” He chuckled, though I could hear the edge. He wasn’t really amused. More disappointed. 

    “Longer… if I hadn’t discovered you enjoyed it, I probably wouldn’t have said a thing even now.” 

    “That would have been a disaster in the making, you know that,” he assured me. “You cannot live without this stimulation. We both know that now. You would eventually have cheated on me, and not as a trigger like Rory. You would have done it because you needed to.” 

    He had me pegged. “Okay, you’re right. I admit it. I like the sensual pleasures. Will not try to deny it. My love, you could go a long way to providing that if you would just loosen up a bit.” 

    His smirk suddenly put it all together for me. I figured out the disconnect. He couldn’t do what I wanted. Knew it. Even though all this turned him on, he knew my needs had passed him by. I was going to go out with others whether or not he liked it, because there was no way he could be an aggressive ‘hard dick’. He was stuck on the outside, watching me get what I needed from someone else. 

    Abruptly, something cold settled inside me. Something selfish. Something hard. Just because he can’t provide it doesn’t mean I have to go without. His cuckold needs could go a long way to closing the mismatch. I just have to feed that side and give him an occasional gentle love session. The combination of the two will be a powerful tonic for him. 

    As each story came, and his reaction became stronger, I knew a change was coming for my beloved. He was going to be a different person in the next few months. I wondered if it would impact his work life and personality? It certainly would change his home life. My growing needs would push him into becoming a full cuckold. And the way I was feeling right now… if he didn’t go on his own, I was going to give him a firm push. 

    * * * * 

    After dinner, on our way home, I started talking about Rory. “I think we should start playing this weekend. I have been in touch with Rory. He has invited me over to his place tomorrow night.” This last was the most exciting. “And… he has agreed for you to watch, even join in… if you want.” 

    The shock on his face would have been comical if I did not know its source. This was pure fear. Fear of being humiliated, of inadequacy, of being shown in very clear terms how weak he is relative to the bulls I wanted. 

    “Tomorrow? Go to him tomorrow? So soon?” His voice was quivering. 

    I smiled at him, stroking his arm as he steered the car. I chose the car for the announcement because it would trap him, unable to leave or deny my presence. “Imagine watching Rory push that enormous cock in my hungry pussy… your wife’s pussy… Watch her scream with the pleasure he gives her… pleasure you choose not to give me.” 

    “That’s not true. I give you all I have.” 

    “Don’t be silly, my little cuck. That isn’t even remotely true. You refuse even the smallest things… like pulling my nipples hard. It’s not like I haven’t told you how much I enjoy that.” 

    “Julie… how can I hurt you like that? I love you.” 

    “There you go. Rory will have no such reservations,” I giggled. “He’ll yank on my nips until I scream, then he’ll pull them some more. Don’t you see? I want YOU to do that. To push me outside my comfort zone.” 

    He was shuddering now, trying to stay on the road. We had already pulled off the interstate, within a few blocks of the house. “I can’t do it…,” he said. “I’m sorry. I cannot do it… to hurt you on purpose. I can’t believe you would ask that of me. And I can’t watch you with those men, either.” 

    The misery on his face made me giggle, catching his attention, turning toward me. “How can we do this then, my love?” He asked. 

    “I think it’s time for that rules discussion you wanted,” I said. “To set up some guidelines and see where this takes us.” 

    “Rules… as long as I agree to let you play, you mean…” 

    That was the admission I was looking for. “Of course…” 

    He looked at me one last time as we pulled into the garage. I reached to stroke a cock that could not have been harder, unzipping his pants, pulling his rod out, stroking him several times. He was mine to use as I desired. The fine, upstanding member of the firefighter community had left the building. What remained was a cuck no longer able to resist his wife’s desires. 

    “And that’s why you are going to allow me to go to Rory tomorrow night.” 

    “I am?” 

    “Yes, my little cuckold. You are. I want you to go with me. That does not appear to be an option. If you don’t want to, I will come home and tell you about what happened afterward. Maybe we’ll even send you some video and pics along the way.” 

    He gasped at the thought, his mind churning at what he would see. As I stroked his throbbing member, the devil in me pushed him deeper into cuckold land. 

    “You choose not to give me the satisfaction I need. Though truthfully, my dear, I think your pleasure will just come from a different direction. If you don’t come along, that gigantic cock is still going to split your wife’s pussy wide, fucking me until he has used me to his fill. Then I’m going to come home and show you what he has done to your blushing bride. I want to be the slut of your cuckold dreams.” 

    I drove my mouth down on his cockhead, jacking him rapidly, knowing he was right on the edge. He exploded in my mouth as I hungrily swallowed every drop. His body trembled. The power of the orgasm taking him completely by surprise. He was ready. 

     “Now, my little cuckold, I want you to go upstairs and prepare a bath for me. Then I am going to stretch my legs open. You can eat me until I am satisfied. Get my pussy ready to be fucked by a real man.” 

    I could see it in his eyes. There was no question of his obedience. He was mine now. My personal cuckold. He would do anything I asked. And I’m going to ask a lot. My mind was spinning with all the possibilities. My how fast things can change in a marriage.

  


   
    7 / Staying Home (Kasen) 

    That night, when we got home, she demanded I give her a bath, then eat her. I poured the hot water, scented with a bath oil she liked, then scrubbed her gently with a soft sponge, noticing for the first time that she had shaved her pubic hair. She must have done that when she went to Rory for the first time. 

    All the while I washed her, she gave detailed descriptions of what she was going to do with Rory tomorrow night. She did this to taunt me. I knew that. Could tell by the way she said those things, intentionally, to provide the maximum amount of hurt… or is it arousal? 

    “Rory has an enormous cock, so much bigger than yours. When he shoved me up against the car, he didn’t even try to get me wet. Didn’t matter, I was already dripping on the ground. Real men take what they want. And that was just what your hotwife wanted. He shoved his massive rod into me as I groaned against the pressure. It had been so long since I had one that large that it was quite painful. Hurt so bad I cried out.” 

    My face must have flushed with the prospect of her being hurt, because she roared with laughter. “You are a tender little bitch, aren’t you, my cuckold?” She reached out of the tub, grabbing my shaft, squeezing and twisting it hard. I groaned with the sensations. 

    “Pain and pleasure can be very close together, can’t they?” She laughed, doing another twist. I could only nod. “Now you know why I want him to be rough, to push me to the edge of my tolerance. Because it feels SO good! He stuck that cock in and I screamed so loud he had to put his hand over my mouth in case someone else was in the parking lot.” 

    I was so hard my balls were aching. I reached down to touch myself. That just made her laugh louder. “You can’t help it, my love. It’s in your nature. You want me to go to Rory, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes… in that hard cock.” 

    Nodding my head, the shame washed through me. I knew she was right. After the experience last time, every ounce of my being wanted to have her split by that massive cock, to be pleasured. I knew she would do it no matter what I said… and in some weird way; I liked that too. 

    I was the weak link in her chain of desire. She needed everything I could not give. I wanted her to feel all that pleasure, to be taken as she wished. I couldn’t do it. Knew that with certainty. If she needed to find someone else that could, then so be it. 

    Suddenly, I realized what I was feeling, as I continued stroking her in the tub, gently covering every inch of her lush body as she purred under my touch. It was my love for her. So strong for so many years. This was just another way of expressing that love. And I wanted to give her the freedom she deserved. Wanted her to be happy. Always had. If this was required to make her happy, then I could live with that. My receiving so much pleasure in return was just a bonus! 

    Finally, she pushed my hand away, giggling, “You owe me some tongue.” 

    I brought up the towel, covering her body with the soft cloth. 

    “We are going to establish a new rule around here, I think. I’ll call it Rule #1. You may not touch yourself, or provide any relief, before I have an outside play session. A cuck gives that right to his hotwife. I do not give you permission.” 

    I groaned as she reached down for another twist. My cock harder than ever. 

    “You will not cum until I say you can, and that won’t be until after I get back from Rory’s… and that only if you please me.” 

    “Please you?” I asked tentatively. 

    “We can talk about that after. Right now, you owe me some tongue.” 

    All I could do was nod my head as she walked to the bed, lying down, her legs spread. The look on her face shocked me. My loving wife, Juliet Shiffrin, was no longer in the room. This was some hard Mistress out of stories I had read, demanding of her own pleasure, uncaring about the needs of her submissive. 

    My breathing went surprisingly shallow as that bit of reality sunk in. I WAS that submissive. Knew it as clear as the sight of my wife’s pussy in front of me. I wanted to do what she said, needed it even. The greatest pleasure of my life was to give in to her every sexual whim. No matter what she wanted, my role was to give it to her. 

    I fell on the bed, driving my tongue into her gash, relishing for the first time a real purpose in our bed. To serve the needs of my beloved, no matter what form that took. My cock quivered at my need as she gasped with the entry of my desire. 

    * * * * 

    Several orgasms later and a very sore tongue and jaw, she suggested we get up and have our rules discussion, down in the family room. Julie pulled a robe out of the bathroom. When I reached for mine, she held her hand up to stop. 

    “Cucks don’t wear clothing before their hotwife gets laid. You are not to put anything on unless you leave the house. Keep a pair of sweatpants near the front door in case you have to answer. Otherwise nothing. Is that clear?” 

    I nodded acceptance. 

    “That’s not going to do,” she said, grabbing my cock, pulling me toward the kitchen. “We need to establish something more formal. Let me think about it while you fix drinks. I’ll take a glass of wine. You fix your usual.” 

    With glasses filled, I walked into the family room. She was sitting in the middle of the sofa, her robe open, feet up on the cushions, knees spread, revealing all her charms. Her pussy lips glistened with the juices that remained from my mouth and her repeated cumming. 

    “I think you should call me Mistress,” she said, as I handed her the wineglass. 

    “What?” 

    “Only when we are in play mode… like now. I have texted Rory. He is eager for my visit tomorrow night. From now until I return, you will remain without clothing and call me Mistress. Is that understood?” I nodded agreement. 

    “Oh, and that nodding. Not going to work. I want Yes or No, Mistress every time.” 

    I started to nod, then smiled. “Of course, Mistress…” I smiled at her, a wry smile of mischief. “… as you wish.” 

    “Oh, we are going to have so much fun!” She giggled, patting the sofa for me to sit down. On the coffee table, Julie had placed a writing pad and pen. She reached up to get it, then told me to sit on my hands, moving my hips out so my cock was freely accessible to her. 

    “Let’s talk about rules,” she started. “This is not Mistress-talk, babe, with Yes or No responses required. I need open honesty and acceptance. We are going down a potentially dangerous path… for us, for our relationship. We must both be moving in the same direction. Okay?” 

    “Of course, Julie. I understand that fully.” 

    Our discussion went on for the rest of the evening. About what she wanted, what she expected from me, what I will accept. She really wanted to play and would end up with multiple guys at the same time, eventually. She would prefer for me to be at those events. Fond memories of them from her youth do not change the dangerous aspects of being so vulnerable to grown men. She wanted me to offer some protection… just in case. 

    This was a hard get for me. If I didn’t want to watch her with just Rory, why would I want to watch multiple guys? The idea of seeing all my inadequacies so openly displayed filled me with humiliation. Though oddly… I stared at my cock like a thing unknown… my rod hardened even more as we talked about what she wanted. 

    “See, my cuck. You like the idea of watching. And of being humiliated. I am going to enjoy that very much.” That wicked grin again… I wondered suddenly what this would mean for the future. How far she wanted to push this… 

    “Just don’t get carried away,” I joked. I could see a sudden flash of anger in those eyes. “We still have to live together. This isn’t going to become a lifestyle… is it?” 

    “You never know…” she smiled, thumping my cock with her middle finger. “Still, I get your point. Though you have to know, the difference between occasional fun and a lifestyle can be very narrow, especially for someone who lives away from home a third of the month. I could see us playing like this most of your 4-day shifts.” 

    She must have seen me shudder a little at that. “So often?” 

    “What did you think? Quarterly? I need more dick than that, my cuck. Much more.” 

    I chose to walk down this path with her. Was it so surprising, considering how much she played before we got married, that she would want to do this frequently? I could only bow my head in acceptance. 

    “Good,” she said, pulling the pad up, writing. “Now, we have already settled on Rule #1. Cuckolds may not touch themselves without their Mistress’s approval. No beating off of any kind on the days of playing. I may extend that to the weekend of play if we have more than one guy over.” This was not a question or a suggestion. SHE alone would decide to extend. 

    She started writing again. “Rule #2. Cuckolds do not to wear clothing on the days of our playing. And weekends, of course, as before.” I didn’t even respond. These were not up for discussion. 

    “Now, let’s move to what you want to add to our list,” she giggled. “Rule #3?” 

    I had thought about this a lot over the last few months since Fred’s death. Knew this time was coming. All of mine were practical.  

    “Rule #3: No going off solo,” I said. “That’s non-negotiable. I want to know when you are going, and if possible, with who. This is just for your safety, my love. No need to give me long advanced notice. Just a simple text will do.” She agreed. 

    “Rule #4: Be safe. I don’t want you to take extraordinary risks just to get another dick. I have many friends in the police force. They have told me horror stories of women that thought they were going on a date, and things did not turn out the way they planned. Therefore, I want you to inform me of where you are going.” She nodded her acceptance. 

    “Rule #5: Tell me about them. As you know, I get quite aroused by the discussion. After you play, I want an agreement that you will answer any question I have about what happened. And I expect the unvarnished truth. No coloring to save my feelings. I need to feel you are being honest with me.” 

    This caught her off-guard. Selectively giving me highlights to arouse me was something she had done since we started. Giving every detail? I could see the proverbial wheels spinning. 

    She nodded… reluctantly. “I don’t ever want to hear any push-back about what I have done. No disgust or displays of anguish. I will do what I do. If you want to hear the details, I can live with that. I cannot live with your condemnation. I will throw out #5 the first time that happens.” 

    Now it was my turn to nod acceptance. “Understood,” I followed. “My last is not really a rule, more a discussion. How often do you plan to do this?” 

    “Not really sure, at this point. Depends on a lot of things. Who I find… How often they are available… What activities we have… I don’t plan to drop out of all social engagements so I can get fucked more often…” she said. 

    “Every 24-hour shift?” I asked. 

    It was as if she finally understood what I was asking, reaching over to touch my leg. 

    “I may occasionally play on one of your 24s… if an opportunity arises. My love, I don’t want to distract you from being a firefighter. I can’t have you thinking about what I might do while you should concentrate on the fire.” 

    She paused shortly to consider this. “Truthfully, the more I think about it now, I see these as things we do together, whether or not you are in the room with me. If you are not with me, then I want you home, naked, anguishing about what I am doing. THAT is a big part of the fun.” She wrapped her hand around my still rigid shaft, milking it roughly. I could only groan at the sensations. 

    “Going forward, I think it would be safe to assume we will play at least one night on most 4-day breaks. I think you would like that. Spending an evening, naked, hard as a rock, wondering what I am doing.” 

    She stroked me a few more times. I was about ready to blow, and she knew it. Grinning wickedly, she pulled her hand away to my groan of frustration. 

    “You didn’t think I would let you off that easy, did you? I want this cock to ache until I get back from Rory’s. Then some good reclaiming ownership sex will be in order.” She winked at me. “Like on the kitchen table… that would be nice.” 

    What could I say? She had me. My wife had taken on a full-time role as Mistress, hotwife, sex goddess, and tormentor. I had never loved her more. 

    That night, we went to bed. We never sleep in nightwear anymore. This night, she wore a flannel nightgown, requiring me to stay naked. She was taking her tormentor’s role seriously.

  


   
    8 / New Freedom (Juliet) 

    We woke the next morning, and it was all I could do not to call Rory to rush right over. Waiting until 7 o’clock was going to be very tough. My pussy was on fire with need. As I thought that, I looked over at my still sleeping cuckold. I will just have to torment him instead. 

    I got up, walked into the bathroom, laid out all my shaving supplies. Before I go tonight, I will have him shave me fresh, talking about what is going to be inside that pussy while he does it. That should get him primed for the night. 

    What about the rest of the day? I put on a robe, walked downstairs to our home office, and did some research. It did not take long. The best approach is to get the cuckold to do all the work. 

    For the rest of the day, I would have to keep him busy. Maybe looking for bars for pickups. That might work… Callahan’s sure worked for me. Unfortunately, I knew Kasen used to frequent that place. Lots of firemen still do. Eventually, I was going to require him to watch the men pick me up, to add to his torment. We couldn’t take the risk of having someone he knew at the pub. 

    Shortly after I sat down in the desk chair, Kasen came down to see me fully decked in his robe. Oh yes, this is going to be so much fun. 

    “Why do you have that robe on?” 

    “Oh, sorry. Little chilly. I forgot about your rule.” 

    I reached inside his robe, grabbing his ball sack, twisting sharply. He flinched back. “Don’t let it happen again,” I said sternly, just like I imagined a Mistress would say it. “Your role on play dates is to obey. Nothing else. Understood?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    He was shaking, surprised at my reaction. I had to turn away from him so he couldn’t see me smiling as the robe hit the floor. “I have set up some supplies in our bathroom. I want you to prepare my pussy for Rory, both with your tongue and the razor.” 

    He stood there staring at me… confused about what to do. “Go! I will be up shortly. You should set everything up on the bed, be on your knees ready when I get there.” 

    Kasen almost tripped over himself, scrambling out the door. I turned my attention back to the research, eventually making my way upstairs. After he licked me to a couple of very nice orgasms, he shaved me bare. All the while he shaved, I talked about the monumental cock that would enter that opening. I giggled that every time I mentioned another cock, it got bigger. Big, then large, then enormous, then monumental! His cock got so hard I could see the grimace on his face as the pressure built. 

    The rest of the day, I gave him a list of household chores to do while I went shopping. This new hotwife needed to buy some ‘fuck me’ clothes. While I shopped, he did laundry, dishes, swept the floor, vacuumed the family room. I even made him wear a pair of my panties all afternoon… to keep him from touching himself, of course. 

    At least, that’s what I told him. The real reason was to keep the level of humiliation rising. Luckily, my ass had spread enough at my age that he could get them on. Even if they were tight. I could see the compression against his balls… so uncomfortable. I giggled inside. This was so much fun! 

    I returned with bags full of short skirts, see-through blouses, lingerie, garter and stocking sets, and a pair of 4-inch stilettos I wasn’t even sure I could walk in! I made Kasen stay on his knees in the bedroom while I did a fashion show for him. All the while, I talked about what this outfit would look like while other men took them off. His cock was so hard, the tip poked out of the panties he was wearing. 

    Around five that afternoon, I had him take a shower with me. His goal was to make sure it properly cleaned me for Rory. Repeatedly, I would grab his cock and balls, stroking, caressing. Anything to maintain that growing arousal we were both feeling. 

    I laid out three outfits on the bed, requiring him to pick the one Rory would remove. I actually wondered along the way if I was pushing him too hard. Kasen was almost frantic, going back and forth between the various combinations, finally settling on a mid-thigh-length red pencil skirt, a white sheer blouse, and a set of black lingerie that could clearly be seen through the blouse. He knew I was only going to Rory’s, so revealing was not a problem. 

    As I watched him make his way indecisively through the choices, I worried about what all this play was going to do to him longer term. In only a few days, my strong Fire Captain had become a quivering submissive, constantly looking at me for approval of every choice. Well, too late to worry about that now. Will think about that later. 

    * * * * 

    I stood before my husband, decked out in the hotwife outfit he had chosen. I skipped the stilettos, wearing easily removed sandals instead. My one exception to the outfit he picked out was the panties. I had him swap the pair he had been wearing all day for the ones that matched my lingerie. I would enter Rory’s place without panties, knowing those were on my cuckold. 

    He stood beside me at the honk of the Uber driver. “Time for me to go, love. Remember, no touching while I am gone.” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    When I got in the back of the car, it was as if all thought of Kasen vanished. All I could think about was the stream of texts I had been exchanging with Rory for the last week. In those texts, among the nude pics and naughty language, I told him about my previous experiences, how I was looking forward to feeling him inside me again, and how excited my husband had become as well. 

    When I knocked on the front door of a modest Tudor on the west side, he answered, then presented me with the big surprise of the evening. Another gentleman was standing next to him. He was about Rory’s size. A little chubbier. Still quite muscular and handsome. His shock of longish light brown hair and cold blue eyes gave me chills about what was to come. 

    Rory welcomed me in, giving me a hug and a light peck on the cheek. “I hope you don’t mind. I invited my friend Lee to join us for the evening. From our texting, you seemed to enjoy threesomes in the past.” 

    “It is a pleasure,” I said to Lee, walking up to give him the same friendly welcome. 

    We walked into the kitchen to grab a drink. Lee was fidgeting, obviously trying to hold back from touching me. I glanced at Rory with a big question mark. 

    “Lee divorced about five years ago,” Rory said. “He has not been with a woman in some time. Eager for this evening to begin.” 

    I giggled, taking a sip, then sat my glass down. Walking up to Lee, I traced his rod with my hand. I gasped, looking at Rory, almost in disbelief. He was HUGE! Much bigger than Rory, who was already the biggest I had ever had inside me. 

    Now it was Rory’s turn to laugh. “Yes, he comes well prepared to take care of you, my little slut. Lee, why don’t you take her clothes off? I think our lady is ready to get naked, don’t you?” 

    I spread my arms, ready for him to begin. He just stood there, staring at me. Looking nervously back at Rory, I found only a smile of encouragement. So I stepped forward to Lee again, rubbing his cock a few more times, moving his hands up to my blouse. “It’s okay, my big friend. I’m ready for you whenever you are.” 

    He started on my buttons. It seemed like each button brought another inch to his growing rod. Rory stepped up behind me, pulling the zipper of the skirt down, helping it slip off my hips. Lee gasped when he saw I did not have panties underneath and that I was shaved bald. He pulled my blouse over my shoulders, unfastening the bra. 

    “Yes, Lee,” I giggled, guiding his hand down to touch my pussy, already glistening with moisture. “I came here to be fucked. Rory was the plan. Two is even better. Want to fuck me tonight?” All he could do was nod his head. “My pussy wants your cock inside me. I’ll bet you came with lots of cum to offer. I want it all.” 

    It was like a dam broke. Lee took me in his arms, pushing his fingers inside my sex, and pulled my mouth to his. I grinned inside, giving myself to him. The guy clearly had needs. And his fingers knew what to do. Rory closed in from behind, reaching around to my breasts in front, pinching nipples with increasing pressure. 

    I moaned at the sudden onslaught as the two men were all over me. My first orgasm of the night came quickly as I shuddered between them. Lee’s thumb flicked my clit while he drove his large fingers deep. Rory caressed my ass cheeks. His own thumb pressed against my rear opening as I came. The release was so hard the two men had to hold me up as I trembled. 

    Lee pulled his hands off me, stepping back. “Thank you. It has been a long time since I touched a woman willing to be touched. My ex always made me feel like I was forcing her. You know, kind of a ‘are you done yet?’ vibe…” 

    I understood completely. “Nothing like that for me. I look forward to it. You can touch me as long and as often as you like tonight. Rory knows. I really enjoy sex.” 

    “Yes, she does,” Rory roared with laughter. “Let’s finish our drinks. We can settle on the rest later.” 

    I stepped back, not attempting to put my clothes back on. We stood there drinking and talking. The flush of desire coursed through me. There is nothing like being totally nude with both men still dressed. It made me feel like such a slut. I loved that feeling! It had been so long… 

    Lee had been through a brutal divorce, apparently. The wife had an affair, left him for the other guy, then tried to get everything they owned, while battling over custody of their two kids. I felt terrible for him. Still, I was pretty confident I could make him feel a lot better, at least for one night. 

    Rory could see the thoughts going through my head, winking at me for a shared moment. He was thankful I was okay with his inviting Lee and my willingness to provide what comfort I could. 

    He fixed another round of drinks, then invited us into the living room. Here, a portable massage table greeted us, covered with a soft blanket. He gestured for me to get on the table on my stomach. For the next half-hour, the men gave me a massage that turned me into a sensual pile of goo, so tender and relaxing. 

    That was the end of the tender part of the evening. They roughly switched me onto my back and attacked. Every opening, both breasts. They filled my mouth and sex with cock for the next hour. Rory started by pounding into my cunt, making me scream with releases, until Lee pulled out his massive log, shoving it in my mouth to prevent my outcries. There was no chance that monster was going down my throat. I licked his shaft and balls, sucking on the head. His balls were as big as eggs, hanging heavy with the load that was building. 

    When Rory finally came, Lee replaced him. His cock was so huge he had to work it in gradually. Once I got over the discomfort, he played me with his fine instrument. After experiencing the pleasure he could bring, I’m not sure anyone would completely satisfy me with another cock. 

    The orgasms came constantly between these two men. Soon, we took a break for another drink, ending up in Rory’s bed soon after. I took Rory in my rear, for the first anal sex I had experienced in over 20 years, while impaled on Lee in my pussy. That orgasm may actually BE the best one I have ever had! 

    We changed positions constantly. Lee even seemed to enjoy eating my cum-drenched pussy! I collapsed from exhaustion after they took me doggy-style, making me cum repeatedly. Finally, I glimpsed the nightstand clock. It was 2:30 in the morning. Thoughts of Kasen briefly touched my mind, but too exhausted to care, I fell asleep on the bed. 

    I awoke two hours later to the feel of being gently rolled onto my back, Lee’s cock making another entry. This was not like the previous session. He made love to me, tender, slow, romantic. We kissed and held each other as he gave me all he had. I did the same. This man, and his wondrous cock, took me to new places filled with rapturous pleasure. How could any woman leave this man for another? 

    Rory noticed what was going on. He waited for me to cum the next time, then joined the party by encouraging Lee to roll on his back. I impaled myself on Lee’s luscious rod, then Rory entered my rear once again. 

    I had forgotten how great double penetration felt until tonight. We had done this multiple times already. This was the best of all. After having such tender pleasure, to be fucked so hard by two luscious cocks put the perfect cap to the evening. 

    By the time we were done, it was nearly 6 in the morning. I knew I should get back, deciding instead I needed a little nap. I reached for my phone to set an alarm, only to find it missing. 

    “Looking for this?” Rory asked, holding my phone up. “I have been taking pictures and videos all night, sending them to your cuckold.” I gasped at this news. What is Kasen going to think? 

    I grabbed the phone out of his hand, skimming through the physical record of the night. Shit… closeups of Lee fucking me with that huge rod, me screaming with climax after climax. Somehow, Rory held the camera to the side to show them both going into me at the same time. He recorded making tender love to Lee on the bed. It was an accurate rendition of the evening, to be sure. I just hoped it did not freak out my new cuckold. 

    “I better get going then. I need to see what the reaction will be. He’s never seen actual proof of what happened. This might be very interesting.” 

    My clothes were still in the kitchen. I walked down, picked them up, putting them on, without a bra, of course. Rory said he would take me home. 

    * * * * 

    On the way there, Rory and I talked about the future. He will play with me any time I wanted, he said, even understood that the marriage had to come first. I agreed, telling him that my new cuckold did not even know what his tolerable limit would be. We were so new at this game. 

    In a quiet moment, during the trip, I thought about what to do next. How was I going to push Kasen to be ready for more play? Another risky step seemed in order. 

    “You want to help me push the envelope a little?” I asked Rory. 

    He looked at me skeptically. “I’m listening.” 

    By the time we arrived, we had worked out a plan to push my new cuckold to serious levels of humiliation. 

    Rory pulled the car into the driveway. We walked in the front door together, hand in hand. Kasen was walking down the steps as we entered, dressed only in his black panties. My wink to Rory said, ‘you’re up’. 

    “Cuck, go into the living room,” he barked. “Move the coffee table out of the way and kneel there, facing the sofa. Clasp your hands behind your back so you do not touch yourself. And take those ridiculous panties off!” 

    I burst out laughing at Kasen’s jerky reaction. He turned multiple shades of red, but did what he was told. I had been sucking on Rory for the last couple of miles to make sure he was ready to take me. 

    We both walked into the living room. There he was, trembling on his knees, facing the sofa as instructed, panties lying on the floor next to him, hands behind his back. I could see him taking glances at us. “Eyes straight ahead,” I said, trying to bark the way Rory had. I will need to work on my commanding tone. Kasen’s eyes jerked forward. 

    I undressed Rory within two feet of Kasen, making as much noise as I could. Rory then did the same to me. Kasen could hear the clothes coming off, hitting the floor. 

    Rory plopped down on the sofa, holding his stiff rod pointing straight up. His legs spread to allow Kasen to see what he had. I crawled on the sofa, from the side, on my knees, driving my mouth onto that lovely cock. He was too large for me to get much in. Smiling to myself, I realized that wasn’t the point. 

    My cuckold was the aim. To drive him deeper into cuckold submission, unable to resist any of my commands. I was doing it in front of Kasen, whether or not he liked it. 

    “Isn’t this a lovely cock, my cuckold? It brought me so much pleasure all night long. I barely got any sleep. You’ve seen the pictures, heard me cry out in the videos. Now, you’re going to see it live.” 

    Rory extended his hips a little, while I stretched my leg over his lap, holding my sex just above the shaft he held straight up. Kasen closed his eyes, turning his head away, unable to watch. 

    “Open your eyes,” I yelled at him. “Now!” 

    Kasen turned his head up. I could see the tears in his eyes. My heart took a brief twitch, yet knowing this had to be done if we were going to move to the next stage of having him be a part of the sessions. 

    Just as his eyes turned toward us, I dropped on Rory’s cock, groaning with the pleasure. We exaggerated everything about our actions for my cuckold. I moved further up and down than usual. His upward thrusts were harder and more dramatic. Even my cries of pleasure, completely real though they were, came out louder than normal. 

    That pussy had been filled repeatedly with spunk as both Rory and Lee took me all night long. It had to be a mess down there. Even my ass, which had been abused throughout the night, had to be red, raw, and oozing its own offerings. I wanted him to see it all. 

    I worked that rod, making sure my pussy and its invader were in complete view of my husband. “Don’t you love the way his cock splits my pussy? It drives me crazy with pleasure, my cuckold. Look at it, see how my lips grip it every time we go back and forth. My pussy wants it inside, tries to grab it whenever he pulls out. Their cum is everywhere from last night. Can you see it?” 

    “Yes, Mistress,” Kasen said, his voice quivering. Despite drowning in the emotion that he could barely control, the joining in front of him riveted his eyes. 

    “This cock is so much bigger than yours, brings me so much more pleasure than yours. You want me to have that pleasure, don’t you, my cuck?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    I looked back at him. He was trembling on his knees, tears flowing down his face… Yes!!! His cock was hard as stone as he stared at Rory, violating his beloved wife. 

    I pushed down repeatedly until we both came, shuddering on the sofa in front of my husband. When I looked back at Kasen, he was staring at the floor. White ropes covered the carpet. He had cum without touching himself. Couldn’t help it, he was so turned on. 

    My heart almost burst with joy! He was mine now. All mine… to play with however I want. I was finally free!

  


   
    9 / Living With Her Needs (Kasen) 

    “Stay where you are until I see my lover out,” Julie said, pulling herself off the man’s softening rod. I looked up at her, following her eyes down to the white cream on the carpet. “Ooh, babe, you made quite a mess.” 

    The man who had just fucked my wife laughed out loud, grabbing his cock, waving it at me. I could not take my eyes off it. “At least mine did some good, pleasuring your wife. Look at yours… LOOK AT IT!” 

    They forced my eyes onto the spunk soaking into the carpet. They had pushed me to the edge so many times over the last two days that my balls had been working overtime. Rope after rope spread out in front of me. 

    Rory leaned down, whispering in my ear. “Yours was spent pathetically on the floor… useless, like your cock. Your wife needed a real man to give her what she needs.” 

    Julie laughed at his words. “Now, now, Rory, that’s not fair. His tongue is very helpful…” 

    That got him laughing again as he pulled his clothes on. Julie walked him to the door, still naked. They kissed aggressively, Julie on her toes to reach him. After he left, she turned back to me, relaxing on the sofa, her legs spread in front of me. 

    Her sex was red, raw, swollen. I could see the jism still coating everything, wondering how many times she had taken a load last night.  

    “Well, Kase… how did you enjoy your first night as a cuckold?” Her fingers were playing with her clit, drawing my attention closer to her sex, as if I needed any more incentive. “Rory surprised me with a friend, Lee. They fucked your wife all night long. Used both my holes at the same time. I got very little sleep.” She was giggling now, rubbing herself faster. 

    I didn’t know how to respond. The agony of last night, thinking about what she was doing, then the pictures and videos. It’s no wonder I came on the carpet. My cock had been semi-hard, at least, if not rigid as a dowel rod, for most of the night. Every time I would finally get to sleep, another ding would signal a fresh view of the action. 

    My knees quivered as I watched her fingers circling her clit, her hips moving to the growing stimulation. Cum continued to ooze out of her still distended opening. 

    “I had forgotten how great it felt to have two cocks inside me at the same time. Delicious… and Lee’s cock was even bigger than Rory’s! You saw it… It felt so good.” 

    I leaned forward, shuffling my knees to get closer, startled suddenly when she spoke. 

    “I didn’t tell you to move!” my wife yelled at me. Yelled! “And keep those hands behind your back. I can see you already hardening. I control what you do with that. Is that clear?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” I didn’t know what else to say. I felt every ounce of will and control flowing away from me, into her. She was right about one thing. Watching her play with herself, listening to her talk. My cock was already hard again. 

    Julie pushed her hips forward, extending her sex over the edge of the sofa. “Fuck me, my cuck. Now! I want you inside me.” Her arms came up, welcoming me. 

    If I could have run over to her on my knees, I would have. Instead, I took two big moves and slammed myself inside. Her arms pulled me down as my own wrapped around my wife. She kissed me with such passion, I almost exploded right there. 

    “Oh, Kase… this is so exciting. Why didn’t we ever do this before?” 

    I didn’t even try to answer, pulling her lips back to mine. Somehow, we had met in the middle. My humping was harsher, more demanding, yet still not the roughness of Rory. Her need to reconnect had made her kissing softer, less demanding. 

    By the time we both came, all the agony of the night before had washed away. We were just Kase and Julie again, happily married. 

    “Let’s go to bed. I doubt either of us got much sleep last night,” Julie giggled. She got up off the sofa, stepping in my goo all over the floor. “Oh… forgot about that.” She ran into the kitchen, bringing a wet washcloth and towel. 

    “Did you know you could cum without touching yourself?” She asked, giggling, while she scrubbed the floor. 

    “No, Mistress.” 

    “Kase, no…” She looked up at me. “It can’t be like that. Once we finish playing, the Mistress-ing ends, okay? I don’t want this to become a lifestyle. It’s just a new twist for us, erotic fun.” 

    “How will I know… when we are finished?” 

    “I’ll take that as my responsibility. When we make love at the end… typically be a good sign.” 

    I got up, rubbing my knees. It felt like I had been on them for days. Helped her off the floor. 

    “It’s so weird, Julie… like I am someone else. Everything I ever thought I was going away, leaving only YOU and a desire to obey. I wore those stupid fucking panties the entire time! Scares me a little.” 

    She giggled again, stroking my cock, holding me tight. “No need to worry. I will take care of you, my love. Kind of hot, though, wasn’t it?” 

    “Yes, it was. You need to allow me out of the panties more often, however, or get me pairs that fit. My balls were hurting toward the end. Too compressed.” 

    She nodded. I could see her mind spinning, wondering what panties she had in mind. 

    By the time we got into bed, our mutual love had already reemerged. We slept entangled in each other’s arms, sleeping past noon that day. 

    Before I could get up, she pulled me into her arms again, caressing my rod until I was ready, then rolled on top of me, slowly grinding. I could see her wince a little when I entered. No wonder! After all that cock yesterday, she must be sore down there. 

    “Tell me about it, Kase. What you did… How you handled it… By the way, I didn’t know they were doing the pics and videos.” 

    “In some ways, it was best they did that. I was painting all these pictures of disaster in my mind. And the panties grinding against my balls didn’t help any…” 

    Julie giggled, smiling, grinding herself on me stronger as I gasped. “We’ll see if we can work out that ache today.” 

    I told her of my shock at her first pic, the size of the other man’s cock. Then the flow of them. I tried to catch up on some firehouse paperwork, paid some bills, tried to watch a game on TV. Nothing could distract from the panties, my general lack of clothing… and the impact of the images. The panties were a clever idea, I told her. I wasn’t used to silky material against my skin. Every time I moved, my shaft would slide against it, reminding me where you were. 

    Her hips moved constantly, though slowly, listening to me speak. She wanted to drag this out as long as we both could last. 

    “When that first video came… the other guy’s cock slamming into you… of you moaning so loudly… Oh god… I almost betrayed your instructions. My cock ached for release.” 

    “Lee… his name is Lee… and it was a wonderful cock. Such pleasure!” 

    I could feel my cock pulse inside her as she gasped. She could feel it, too. 

    “You really love me going with these guys, don’t you?” 

    “I do… God help me. I do…” 

    “Good, because we are going to do it much more. Maybe next time we’ll have Lee and Rory over here, so you can watch the whole thing. Or set up a tripod so the entire session can be live for you.” 

    She went on and on, her imagination now given full rein. What we would do, her plans for the future, how hard she would push me. We were deep into it now. By the time I came hard inside her, she was breathless with arousal, crying out as my spunk bathed her canal. 

    How could this have happened so fast? Like we would always have gone in this direction, just needed a trigger. Her desire to revisit her lustful youth provided all she needed, and then the discovery of my arousal. 

    Our relationship had diverged on an alternative path. 

    The rest of the day, we spent either in bed, making love repeatedly, or caressing each other on the sofa. I don’t think we wore clothes the entire day. This new ‘halfway’ style of me being more aggressive, and her more accepting, seemed to hold. I wondered how long this nirvana would last as the stories of her plans unfolded during the day. My wife had been unleashed, and she was going to take full advantage. 

    * * * * 

    Monday morning, 7 AM, I was back at the job. It was like the previous 4-day stretch was a dream. As I stared at my computer, trying to refocus on the actual work that was needed, I remembered a conversation I had with Shaun Diggins, a friend over at Firehouse 10. We had been friends since going to the academy so many years ago. 

    When you spend hour upon hour with guys, you get to know them pretty well. They had promoted Shaun to lieutenant about the same time. We started getting together for lunch regularly, to talk shop. One of those lunches, the discussion did not involve firefighting. 

    His wife had apparently told him she was finished with celibacy. She needed male companionship. Shaun was not gentle like me, just not very interested. When you sleep away from home a third of your month already, most firefighters hump their wives regularly on down shift days. 

    Not Shaun. His wife gave him an ultimatum. Allow her to sleep around, or divorce. Now that I had done so much research on the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle, I recognized this as the original meaning of ‘cuckold’, a man whose wife is sexually unfaithful. They often used the term as a verb, where a man has been ‘cuckolded’ by his wife going out on him. His wife definitely cuckolded Shaun. He was not happy about it. Still, he knew his marriage was on the line, so agreed. 

    His reaction was very different from mine. Angry. Disappointed. Not doing it willingly. He did not want to hear about it, or know when she did it. Forced her to do the play on his 24-hour work shifts. He stopped calling home during the shifts, afraid he would call in the middle and hear whispers in the background. 

    On a consequent lunch a few months later, I asked him how the arrangement was going. Shaun was no longer as angry and found himself surprised the outside play had improved his marriage. There was less tension. Their native friendship had returned, and he actually made love to her more often than before. 

    He had even asked her about the men she picked up along the way. One was a large black man with a dick that made her scream with pleasure. ‘Not competing with that, am I?’ He joked. This was genuine mirth. He no longer saw these men as a threat to him or his family. Just a hobby of his wife’s, like knitting or jogging. He now understood it was just something she needed. 

    I called him up, set a lunch date that day. Ironically, we met at Callahan’s, our old fireman’s hangout. It was just down the street from 10. I couldn’t help scoping out the parking lot, wondering where Julie had done the deed. 

    Shaun hadn’t changed a bit since I saw him last. Had to be four months ago now. They had mentioned his name as a captain replacement for McAllister at the 4th when he retires early next year. 

    After the discussion of Fire Department gossip, I got down to the actual topic. I told him an abridged version of what had happened with Julie. Her going outside. Naturally, I left out the panties and cumming on the floor while watching them go at it! 

    He expressed genuine surprise about Julie. ‘She always seemed so reserved,’ he said. I almost burst out laughing when he said that, especially after watching her ride that cock right in front of my face, forcing me to blow a load all over the floor! 

    “How are you handling it?” he asked. 

    “Surprisingly, okay. One difference, she shares all the details with me.” 

    “Ouch… not sure I could handle that,” Shaun groused. “It’s bad enough thinking of all the strange dick she gets. Not sure I want to know what actually happens.” 

    “It’s like I’m drawn to it… having sex through her, somehow. Weird experience.” 

    “So you’re a real cuckold, one of those guys that gets off on it… Don’t be surprised. I know about this stuff now. My wife’s been doing it for a while. I’ve done some research. Get aroused by the idea, do you?” 

    “Very… you’ve never been like that?” 

    “A little.. no, not really. I’ll confess. She does this because of me, or did at the beginning, she told me. I’m not much interested in sex. Not sure why… Just never attracted my constant attention. She needed it much more than I ever did. I like to get off as much as the next guy, I guess… just don’t need it very often.” 

    “Julie claims I am too gentle with her. Likes hard dick.” 

    “That’s how she describes it? Hard dick?” I nodded. “Double ouch… What’s worse, hearing the stories or knowing you’re not in that category?” 

    “Can’t explain it. Quite enjoy the stories. She wants me to come and watch.” 

    “Watch?” Shaun noticeably shuddered. “No fucking way would I EVER do that! Hard enough for me to think about. As long as I don’t see it, and only hear some references once in a while, I can put up with it. Watching… taking part? Fuck…” 

    I chuckled at his reaction. How could I tell him she made me watch from my knees, hands clasped behind my back, while she humped the cock only inches from my face? Or that I dropped a load all over the carpet while she did it? No, I don’t think I’ll tell him that part. 

    “We are still new at it, only a few months.” I told him. “I was just curious how your relationship with her has changed. I worry she might find a hard dick she wants to stay with.” 

    “I’ll confess… that happened with us. Remember the black guy with the big dick I told you about? They got to be quite an item for a while. Making it regularly for several months. Every 24 hour, I think. Found toiletry items around our bathroom as if he had been staying there when I was at the firehouse.” 

    “Oh, shit…” I whispered. His face turned a little paler. I could tell this had a significant impact on him. 

    “He wanted her to leave me, go with him. Put on more pressure. Not sure why, exactly, because I didn’t change my behavior at all. I knew she loved having that guy take her. Talked about it all the time. Still, she said no. Wanted to stay with me. They stopped seeing each other after that.” 

    “Did she tell you all this?” 

    “Kind of… I came home to her crying one morning. They had apparently really had a long session that night. He fucked her good. She told me that much. Didn’t tell me until much later what happened. He apparently gave her the ultimatum after they were done with that all-nighter. She was quite upset for several weeks. I thought she was going to move into the guest room, because our bedroom relations were downright frosty for a bit.” 

    “Why would she blame you?” 

    “Not sure… Not even sure why she stayed with me. Maybe she felt obligations. We have three kids. Maybe she thought going off with a lover like that would make custody a battleground. Or maybe he was a great lover, yet not a nice person. You know, the proverbial great lover but not a suitable partner? She misses his hard dick, that’s for sure…” He was chuckling. “Love that phrase. Good one.” 

    I must have flushed red, because he reached out, putting his hand on my shoulder, like a teacher or coach, squeezing me gently. “Just be honest with her, Kase. If you’re uncomfortable with what’s happening, tell her. Better to handle it upfront, rather than wait for a blow-up like ours.” 

    “Hard to say something when I know she wants it so much. I doubt my wife would choose me like yours did. Julie really enjoys her play.” 

    “I don’t believe that, Kase. Not for a minute. That woman loves you. I’ve seen it whenever we had department gatherings. She’s proud of you, and everyone knows how you met. Hard to believe some dick would wipe out all that history.” 

    “Hope you’re right. Did your wife go back to playing again?” 

    “Of course. She needs her hard dick…” He chuckled every time he used the phrase. 

    “Mine too. I’ll let you know how it goes.” 

    * * * * 

    Oddly, Julie didn’t immediately go back to Rory after that initial threesome. Instead, her interests moved to the new guy, Lee. Apparently, he had a bigger cock than Rory, and really knew how to use it. 

    Every week, at least one of my 24 hours, I would get a text from her. ‘Heading over to Lee’s’, or the like. He would fuck the shit out of her. Then, when I got home the next morning, she would fuck the shit out of me. It worked for us… or should I say, it worked for her. She got the hard dick she needed, and I got a loving wife in return. 

    Despite my knowing what she was doing, after the fifth week in a row, the conversation with Shaun seeped into my brain. I wondered where this was going. Would she choose me the way Shaun’s wife had chosen him… if a decision had to be made? 

    Living with her needs was becoming harder as each week passed.

  


   
    10 / Finding New Partners (Juliet) 

    Lee was a very satisfying lover. Really was. He would take me to incredible places every time we got together. Still, Kase was getting uncomfortable. Five weeks in a row of the same guy? That would make any husband nervous. Just because I tell him where I am going doesn’t change the reality. I am essentially having an affair with another man. 

    I confessed this to Lee. He suggested we include Kase in the play, like Rory had told him we did. I told him I needed to think about that. Something happened to Kase that night. It scared me a little. He gave up completely, submissive to my every whim. It was fun, but for my husband? 

    He liked what happened. The buildup. The cumming on the floor. He did not object to anything. Maybe Lee is right. We should try that again. Just not with the same guy over and over. I knew that would prove both emotionally dangerous and destructive to my marriage. 

    Some more research brought me the answer. Let your cuckold pick the men! There were all kinds of online services that specialize in this kind of hotwife/cuckold play. I could get Kasen involved in picking them out. Then I would get the hard dick I want, and he wouldn’t feel threatened. 

    On his next 4-day break, I returned from work, went straight up to our bedroom, changed into the same lingerie I had done on the first play session. When I came down to the Family room where he was watching the local news, his eyes grew wide with understanding. 

    “Mistress?” 

    I nodded my head. Threw a pair of panties at him. They were extra-large bikinis I had found at the mall. Would hug him close without too much discomfort… 

    “Take your clothes off. I forbid you to touch yourself until I give my permission. Put these on. Meet me in the office.” Then I walked out of the room. I knew he would obey. It was all over his face. 

    When he came into the office clad only in a pair of pink bikini panties, his cock already sticking out of the top lace, I knew I had him. I had set up an online service that specialized in hotwife/cuckold play on the computer screen. 

    “Your job is to get me the hard dick you can’t provide. I want to play every night during your 4-day. Your job is to find me the guys.” 

    Then I left the room. With no other instructions. I sneaked around the edge, staring at him through the door crack. He looked back at the door briefly, then turned to the computer screen. The profile I had created was sitting there, complete with pictures showing my completely naked body below the head from different angles. My text said I wanted to feel a hard dick, that my husband liked for me to be pleasured. Willing to do anything. 

    He sat down at the desk and searched. My Kasen is quite a technical guy. He knew computers very well, had become the go-to guy for tech support for anyone wanting help with their computers or phones at the firehouse. With so much time on his hands, he had learned video, computer support… you name it, he was a wizard at the tech. He launched himself at that service. 

    I could see guy after guy flying across the screen. The service had a Watch List feature that allowed you to save names for examination later. Within an hour, he had examined a sizeable chunk of the names that fit my criteria, and lived in our area, then narrowed the list to 10. Of those, 4 names stuck out. 

    He called me into the office, allowing me to sit on the desk while he showed me the candidates. Two were burly workmen that looked a lot like Rory. Large size, relatively handsome, yet in a manly way, not the pretty boys you see in magazines. 

    One was an enormous black guy that had a bright smile. His eyes told a different story. Dangerous times await anyone letting this guy into their pants. 

    The last guy was a normal sized guy, very similar to Kasen, but he had one feature. He was a freak of nature! His cock must have been 9-10 inches long and thick around. He promised pleasure like Lee in a normal sized body. 

    I put my finger on the last guy and told Kasen to set something up. He sent him a note, as if it was from me. The guy responded within only a few minutes. Yes, he was available tonight. Would love to meet me. 

    My cuckold bathed me, shaved me down below, and picked out an outfit. Since I was going out in public, this was more conservative. A sweater top that hugged my bra-less girls and a wrap-around skirt that promised easy removal. 

    I left Kasen panting at the front door, clad only in his pink panties, telling him he could not touch himself. He agreed. Then I was gone, sitting in a restaurant on the north side of town that evening. 

    Matt was the guy’s name. He was very pleasant and attractive, took his time with me. Too much time. I should have taken that as my first signal. He invited me back to his place, where he took more time. 

    Okay, I’m being cruel. We had some fun. He delivered the gigantic cock as promised and knew how to use it. I came once. For fuck’s sake, what is it with guys like this? He was so slow and tender; it made Kasen look rough and ready. When he was inside me, I kept trying to get him to push harder. No, he kept saying; he didn’t want to hurt me. As soon as he came, I thanked him for his time, then left. 

    Lee was my first call. Yes, he was available. I rushed over and that guy fucked me till I couldn’t breathe. Over and over. After the frustrating part of the nice guy, I appreciated Lee’s rough treatment like never before. I came and came. 

    In the back of my mind, I knew this violated our rules for informing, yet I needed to get laid. And Lee was just the guy to do it. Three hours later, I was arriving home. It was past 2 in the morning. Kasen was sleeping on the sofa with a light blanket covering him. Only the pink panties covered his body. 

    I pulled the blanket off, sucked his cock until it was hard, then lowered myself on him. By this time, he was awake and helping. He could feel the excess lubrication inside me as I worked his rod. I figured, if you’re going to do ‘nice’, it might as well be with someone you love. 

    And he did me right. Kasen really is an exceptionally tender and loving man. We both came twice more as I told him of the disappointment of the evening. Somehow, the stopover at Lee’s didn’t come into the conversation. 

    Before we went back to our own bed, Kasen sent another note out. This time to one of the workmen. For tomorrow night. Hey, you never know! 

    * * * * 

    Jared was a nice guy… at first. After all the usual prep of bathing and shaving, I had a gentle buzz ready for the evening. Jared was an electrician that lived in Millersville, a town about 30 minutes away. We met at a sports bar on 61st. Didn’t stay long. He was ready to see what I could offer. 

    All the niceness seemed to leave the room as soon as the hotel door closed. He was on me, pulling my clothes off, sucking my tongue and grabbing my breasts. I couldn’t help myself, responding to him with equal fervor. Maybe I had my own submissive needs that this guy satisfied. 

    Almost before I knew what happened, I was naked on the bed, on my hands and knees, and he was fucking me with abandon. My first release scorched through my body like a flash fire in the dry mountains. He pushed my head down to the bed, leaving my pussy to take his onslaught. I was eager to do it. Cumming became second nature as he delivered release after release. 

    Stamina and control pretty well describes Jared. He had the stamina to last a very long time and the control to force me to do what he wanted. And I wanted to do everything he asked. The longer I was there, the more I fell under his spell. Such pleasure! Repeatedly, he would cum, then recover, only to pound me more. 

    He took breaks along the way to send pics and videos to Kasen. My sex drenched in his cum. Video of his cock using me to loud moans. The first time he took my ass, he took video of the entire process, from beginning to end. I screamed with the discomfort until he was fully in, then screamed more for an entirely different reason. 

    In between one of the lovemaking sessions, we laid in bed and talked. He asked me about my cuck and our relationship. I told him about his being too gentle, how I needed something harder. Just like Jared was providing, I added. 

    His questions dragged the truth out of me. How submissive my cuckold became. How I loved to taunt and tease him. What happened with Rory that first morning. His cumming on the carpet. 

     “I can help you with your husband,” Jared suggested. “Been around the lifestyle community a lot. Dealt with many cuckolds. He just needs someone to take a firm hand. He will fall so hard into the pleasure he won’t know how to get out.” 

    “Not sure how far I want to take this. He is still my husband. I don’t want to screw with his psyche or something.” 

    “Come on, Jules. You’ve already done that. The fucking guy is home wearing pink panties, watching videos of you getting fucked by guys, waiting for you to tell him what to do next. He’s already dropped down the rabbit hole. The only question is how much fun the two of you are going to have while he’s down there.” 

    “Fun?” I said, nervously. 

    “Cuckolds, like your hubby, need to be tormented, pushed down, made to feel like total losers. He will come out of the experience hard as stone. He won’t even know why. It’s because it fits his self-image. He thinks he is a loser… a terrible lover. And in fact, he is. Your being here with me gives him all kinds of confirmation of how terrible he is.” 

    “He’s not a terrible lover, just too gentle for me.” 

    “Who are you kidding? The way you screamed tonight. He has never made you feel like that. In fact, his hardest cum you can remember is watching that guy hump you on the sofa. You didn’t even touch him. He loves it. You need to let him love it. Push him hard, let him wallow in the muck of his need. It will be best for you AND him.” 

    “I do not want to destroy him. He still has to be my husband.” 

    “Who said anything about destroying him? This is his fetish, not yours. You are doing it FOR him. The harder you push, the further he falls, the happier he will be. Trust me. This is the way he wants to be.” 

    “I will need to think about what to do. That rabbit hole looks pretty deep to me.” 

    “Well, if you decide, let me know. I would be happy to be your bull for the pushing.” 

    This was more than I wanted to deal with now. I pulled him down to my mouth for a kiss, ending the conversation. Another hour went by as he pounded my cunt with everything he had. And I thought Rory was good! 

    I did not want this to become another all-nighter. At 1, I told him I needed to get home to my husband. He just laughed. ‘Cucks can wait,’ he laughed. I assured him we would do this again, exchanging cell numbers, telling him I needed to go. 

    I asked him if he was available tomorrow night for my second round. Regrettably, no. Instead, he had someone to recommend. To cover what we did, I got onto the online service on my phone, and ‘accepted’ the new guy’s invitation for tomorrow night. 

    My arrival at home followed the same pattern as the first night. Kasen was sleeping on the sofa. I woke him with a warm mouth and we fucked with our usual gentle abandon. 

    All the while we made love, thoughts of Jared and the way Kasen took all this outside play filled me. Should I push him harder, deeper into the rabbit hole? Would that be better for him because it feeds his fetish? Or would it push him over an edge from which he could not recover? 

    I wasn’t willing to take that risk now. All I wanted to do was play. While I sat on top, grinding his cock inside me, I told him about how hard Jared took me and about his friend already setup for tomorrow night. 

    My Kasen just nodded, ‘Yes Mistress’, accepting everything. Was Jared right? Should I push harder?

  


   
    11 / Rocking My World (Juliet) 

    Jared’s friend Weston turned out to be just as intense as Jared. He took it to me long and hard. This was my third night of very intense sex in a row. From the moment I entered his apartment, he took me in any way he wanted. Every hole was his. 

    I would look up at him as he plowed my depths. His face was hard as his cock. Jared told him I liked it rough. He was happy to offer his services. And rough it was. I thought my sex was sore at the end of Rory and Lee! This guy took it to me just as hard and seemed able to last longer, even than Jared did. 

    By the time I got home that night, at nearly 3 AM, it wiped me out, unable to do the reclaim sex that had become part of our play. That disappointed Kasen, though once he saw me, he knew what had happened. He helped me upstairs, washed me down… cum was everywhere… and helped me into bed. 

    When I woke the next morning, Kasen was down in the office, still with only his panties on. He was looking at the online profiles of these new guys that had come into our lives. I could see the concern on his face. The last two sessions were different somehow… more intense… more demanding. I came home wiped out. 

    Not just from the physical strain, either. These guys pushed my every button. And Kasen’s as well. Both sent a steady stream of pics and videos as they drove me to higher climaxes. How did Kasen feel about what he saw? The things his wife will do? 

    After seeing him looking at the profiles online, I walked back upstairs to look at my phone. My god! The pictures told a terrible story… Or was it a good story for my cuckold? Kasen had said nothing to me about the pics or his impressions of what was going on. Yet, his intense scrutiny of the computer screen told me he was growing more worried. 

    The question I now faced: worried about what? Was Jared right, that he needed to go deeper into his cuckold fantasies to find satisfaction? That my husband was worried the sex was getting so strong that I would forget about his part of the deal? Or was he worried about the impact this play was having on his family and marriage? Both could be equally true at the same time. 

    I walked downstairs, still naked, to pull Kasen away from the computer. We needed to figure out where to go from here. I led him straight to our bed, pulled his panties off, then mounted him as soon as my mouth could get him ready. 

    After telling him what had happened the night before, he got hard as stone, as usual. He told me about the pictures and what they meant to him. How he loved seeing me aroused and cumming. I pushed myself on him until we both came, then snuggled up close to him. 

    “I need to have a truthful conversation with you, my love.” I said. He nodded. “Did you enjoy watching me be fucked like that? All those pics and videos?” 

    “Like it? Let me see… that would be strong, perhaps. Accepting of your need to do it. Willing to have you go on. Yes. Like it? No.” 

    “Why not liking it?” 

    “Julie, you are my wife. Going out with other men. Enjoying sex in ways I could never match. I have never been an overly secure lover before this started. Now… Frankly, it worries me you will find someone along the way that gives you a hard dick you want to keep, my limp dick suddenly dropping out of contention.” 

    My laughter filled the room. “Your dick did not seem limp only moments ago.” 

    “Come on, babe. You wanted a truthful conversation. Sure, I can get hard and provide an occasional climax or two. That Weston last night? Jared before him? They took you hard for hours at a time. I’m not sure if you were making it constantly, but those two sessions are surely some of the most intense sexual experiences since we began. And maybe of your life. By the time you got back, you could barely keep your head up. The first night, you still made love to me. Last night, there was no chance.” 

    He stroked my hair with his hand. Something he had done thousands of times before, as we laid just like this. “I could not come close to providing that kind of session, my love. You know that. Here’s the truth for me. I get more and more useless every time you go out. Becoming just an afterthought.” 

    “You will never be an afterthought to me, Kasen Shiffrin,” I said, looking up at him. “I love you with all my heart.” 

    “Then why all the outside play?” 

    I bowed my head, uncertain how to reply. I didn’t know the answer myself. “My sex drive is just stronger than I can handle with just the two of us, my love. It needs more.” 

    “There you go. Why I’m worried. The cuckold stuff has been fun. Even extraordinary. I have to face it. For you, the play is something more. You NEED it. If I asked you to stop now, you wouldn’t be able to, would you?” 

    My bowed head told him all he needed without my saying a word. 

    “See? I no longer matter. Look… I don’t want you to live half a life. If this is what you need to be happy, then I’m good with that. Go play. Have fun. I’m just not involved. Not sure I want to be.” 

    He pushed me off, sitting up in bed. “Remember Shaun Diggins over at the 10th?” He asked, stroking my side and face. I nodded I did. “He has a similar situation with his wife. She couldn’t take his lack of interest and constant time away. She gave him an ultimatum. Allow her to become a hotwife or she’s leaving.” 

    I gasped, giggling. I guess I’m not the only one… 

    “Shaun took a different approach. And the more I think about it. He may have hit the right note. Shaun doesn’t want to hear any details of the play, or who the guys are. He requires only that she plays on his 24-hour shifts, so he doesn’t have to come home to an empty house.” 

    “Would you want to do the same?” 

    “Not quite. But yes. I have been thinking about this while I sat at home during the last couple of sessions. Wearing the panties even.” He shook his head in obvious amusement about wearing the panties, knowing I didn’t give him a second thought the entire evening. “I want to move to the same 24-hour shift plan with one difference. I still want you to text to me to say when you are going and where. It’s more a safety thing for me. I will never interfere unless you call me or need me. The world is full of crazy people. Having that text would make it much easier to track you down.” 

    “No more reclaim sex?” I asked. 

    “I don’t think so. Just leaves me feeling even more inadequate. Do you understand the new plan?” 

    I nodded. 

    He got up, walked to the bathroom. “Going to take a shower. Promised Molly I’d come by and help her fix the fence around the backyard. She has decided to sell the house, move back to her hometown. Meeting several of the guys over there to get it done. Should be back early evening. We can go to dinner then, if you would like.” 

    * * * * 

    As soon as he left for Molly’s, I was raining texts on my connections, telling them about the new plan and the new days of my availability. Since I didn’t have to come home to make love to Kasen any longer, I could stay as long as they liked and do whatever we wanted. 

    We made arrangements. Tomorrow night, I would have Jared and Weston together. The next 24-hour, Lee and Rory. And I setup a Weston solo on the last night of the three 24-hour shifts. My pussy tingled at the thought of the fun I would have over the next week. 

    Dinner tempered my excitement that night. Not only was Molly struggling with the loss of her husband, both emotionally and financially… the Memorial Fund had already helped her to the max allowed… Now one kid is sick. They are returning home to move in with her parents to help cover the cost of his treatment. 

    And his acceptance of my playing was struggling as well. Despite his promises to allow it to continue this morning, his questions and statements at dinner gave an obvious message. I was on the proverbial ‘short leash’. 

    He expected me to abide by the rules we have set and to only play on the designated days. He still expected the text of where and who. Otherwise, he would no longer wear panties or have anything more to do with the play. If I wanted to tell him about it, fine. Otherwise, he would not ask questions about it. I was on my own. 

    Then the hammer. Not only did he want me to be safe, he asked that I not embarrass him in front of the department. Like going repeatedly to Callahan’s. Or playing in public places where others could see me. 

    That last led to a major fight, with me storming out of the restaurant, taking an Uber home. An embarrassment. Jesus… I had never done anything like that… Okay, maybe I went to Callahan’s. I had forgotten a lot of firefighters still go there regularly. 

    Kasen was no longer the fun cuckold of my dreams, playing along while I got fucked. Those days appeared to be over. Sure, he was saying, I could still play on my own, be the slut I want to be… just don’t let the entire world know and embarrass him in front of the guys. FUCK HIM!! 

    Inside, I knew he was right. He had every reason to be mad. I had stepped outside of every proper boundary, especially for a straight-laced fire captain like Kasen Shiffrin. His wife, the formerly straight-laced Juliet Shiffrin, had chosen to be a slut instead of his wife. 

    Then the truth sank in as the anger gave way to resolve. I didn’t give a shit what he thought. I needed something he could not provide. It was his fault because he’s such a weak dicked nothing. I needed to find men who would give me what I need. He would just have to live with that! 

    * * * * 

    Over the next three months, I had dates lined up for virtually every 24-hour shift. At first, it was the four main guys, Lee, Rory, Jared, and Weston. As they were busy one night, they would recommend me to another person. By the end of the third month, I was regularly experiencing sex with multiple guys every session and different ones every 24. They hooked me on the pleasure. 

    At first, Kasen pretended not to care. Even though I would send him the required text each night, he seldom asked me how it was, and I always came home to shower before he arrived home at the end of each 24. 

    But the complete alteration of our life had already begun. He did not miss that my closet filled with ‘fuck me’ clothes. I would hit every store in town for see-through and revealing garments. I even went to the infamous Jackie B’s, famous for hotwife and escort clothing. These outfits were not cheap and started showing up on our credit cards. 

    Or that I seemed to miss a lot of work lately. Crawling in after a grueling session at 6 in the morning was not conducive to quality hygienist work. So I called in sick a lot. 

    Dr. Sutherland called me one evening, asking if I was okay. Did I need to talk about the situation? Instead of answering, I invited him to dinner on my next 24 and brought him back to the house, fucking his brains out. He never asked me about absences again. I had thoughtlessly sent the required text to Kasen before he arrived, not even thinking he would know the number I gave him. 

    Worse for Kasen, our relationship was deteriorating. I was so into the play that my attention was seldom on him, or us. Even during his 4-day breaks, we seldom spent time together. I just didn’t want to face his questions or accusations. 

    All the signs were there that a major blow up was coming. I ignored them because I didn’t want to stop. Still, change wasn’t going to come. It was here. Ignoring a problem does not make it go away. 

    Pretending that everything was going to go on as usual did not make it so. And Kasen was about ready to find out this was more true for him than for me.

  


   
    12 / The Fall (Kasen) 

    We were struggling. I finally had to admit it. I thought if she kept everything inside her 24 hour windows, I could safely ignore what she was doing. Unfortunately, that was always a pipe dream. Something had to give. Increasingly, I understood it was going to be our marriage. Like so many other firefighters, ours was going to end in divorce and loneliness. For me, at least. 

    The final straw was when she told me about three guys inviting her to Cabo, Mexico. They had planned a group of men and women in a suite, with plenty of action planned. The trip was over a long weekend, which coincided with my next 4-day. 

    When I told her no, that she wasn’t allowed to go, she told me to fuck off, that she was going anyway. Three days later, she was on a plane and I was sitting at home in shock at the shambles of what our family had become. 

    The whole time she was gone, I stewed over the situation, knowing a confrontation was coming. I got advice from a divorce lawyer about how to handle our assets. We had some savings and investments, but our major assets were the house and my pension plan. The City did not allow the pension plan to be split over a divorce. The fireman was the only holder of the pension. Any split had to be done by judicial decree as part of the settlement. 

    When she returned late that Sunday night, I waited up for her, hardly recognizing the woman that walked in the door. I doubt she had slept more than a few hours the whole time she was gone. What else went on? I didn’t have a clue. Probably just old-fashioned sex, drugs and rock & roll! With emphasis on the first two. 

    When she saw me standing in the kitchen, a face of stone, she gave me the finger, walked past and fell into our bed. Regrettably, my next 24 started the following morning. It was time for that discussion. 

    I sent a note to the Chief, telling him I needed to take the week off for some personal business. He said he would arrange some schedules and have fun. 

    I slept on the couch that night, hoping against hope that she would wake refreshed and ready to change her ways. Truth is, I knew that wasn’t going to happen. She was in too deep now. 

    When she woke the next day, at close to noon, I walked upstairs to talk to her while she washed her face at the sink. She had a gaunt face last night. Her naked body was worse. Those nipples looked like someone had squeezed them in a vise. Her labia extended, red and swollen. Cynically, I wondered how many guys had been inside those lips over the last few days. Even her mouth was chapped and swollen. I wondered how many guys had been inside those lips as well! 

    “You look used up, babe.” 

    Her look at me was one of almost pure hatred. I recoiled at what I saw. “That’s it, you asshole? No welcome back. Hope you had a good time. How was the weather? Just your assessment of my physical appearance.” 

    “Jesus, Julie, look at you. You need to put some cream on those nipples. They have got to hurt. Even your sex looks sore, it’s so red. I knew you were going down there for sex… Jesus, that much?” 

    “There was a lot of sex. Hardcore sex. I had cock inside every hole almost the entire weekend.” Her smile told me this was not a complaint, only a warm memory. She looked into the bathroom mirror, examining her sex and nipples. “They are sore. Who fucking cares? With that much cock on offer, I had to take advantage when I had the chance. I’ll heal.” 

    She put on a bathrobe to cover herself. “Besides…” She walked over to me, gripping my cock through my jeans, jerking it hard with a hand twist. “… I thought the righteous fire captain didn’t want to hear about his slut anymore. What do you want to talk about?” 

    “How about what has become of us? About our marriage? About you and this obsession with sex? It can’t continue, babe. WE can’t continue like this.” 

    “Oh. Can’t continue, huh…” Her laugh was part cackle and part sex goddess. “That’s not true, and you know it. The problem is you’re just jealous about not getting enough of your cuckold fix anymore. You’re a weak, pathetic loser who doesn’t know how to satisfy your woman, so she has to go outside to get a decent hard dick.” 

    I shuddered in the doorway. Suddenly worried, this conversation had veered off track. “That’s not true. I’m worried about…” 

    “Shut your fucking mouth, cuck!” 

    Her look took me completely by surprise. Hard, focused, ANGRY!!! I took a step back. 

    “That’s right. My problem is that I have been too easy on you. One woman brought her cuck to the party this weekend. That lady knew how to handle hers. She had him servicing all the women in the suite with his tongue, made him eat the cum out of their pussy after each deposit, even had him sucking the cocks of the men to get them hard again. She knew what a cuck was supposed to do.” 

    I recoiled at her words, taking another step back. Eating cum out of a pussy? Sucking a cock? What? 

    I needn’t have bothered. Julie closed on me, grabbing my cock again. This time squeezing, massaging, tormenting. 

    “That’s what I thought. You’re already getting hard. Jared tried to tell me this was just your nature, that I should respect it, treat you that way. Instead, I listened to my heart and your fucking mouth.” She was massaging my cock, now almost painfully hard again. “That ends today.” 

    She reached into her drawer, pulling out a pair of panties, and not the larger pair that would fit. “Take your clothes off right now. Put on those girlie panties. Kneel by the bed.” She walked out of the bedroom door. 

    I was shivering in place. Torn about what to do. We needed to talk, to find a way forward, to stop this craziness. She needed to settle down, find a new path. But something in me pulsed, yearned to obey. Everything pushed at me to be the cuckold she wanted. As if my hands had a mind of their own, I unbuttoned my shirt, undoing my jeans. I had to obey my Mistress. Knew it in my very bones. 

    By the time she returned, I was on my knees next to the bed, covered only in the panties, squeezing my balls. My cock was hard, extending out of the top of the pink material. I couldn’t stop shivering. Something was happening, something unexpected. It was as if my very will was being surrendered. 

    She walked in with a small satchel. First out was a black leather collar, with a big ring on the front. “Put this on. You are mine now, to do with as I please.” 

    My hands trembled as I pulled the collar around my neck, fastening the buckle in the back. My cock throbbed with the pressure against the silky fabric. 

    “I bought these three years ago, thinking you could tie me up and have your way with me. You were too much of a wimp to ‘hurt your precious woman’, no matter how many times I told you I wanted it. So, I will use them for my own purposes.” 

    She reached up to tug the ring at the front of the collar, holding my face up to hers. “From this day forward, this is your outfit whenever you are in this house. At the end of your shift, you will come home, take all your clothes off, put on your collar and any pair of panties I choose for you. If I’m feeling generous, I will buy some panties that fit you. Don’t count on it. Right now, a pathetic loser like you doesn’t deserve that.” 

    I couldn’t get my eyes off the floor. Shame filled my every crevice. 

    Second thing out of the box was a pair of wrist cuffs. They were obviously high quality, with eye hooks attached to a ring on each cuff.  

    “Put these on your wrists. Fasten them together behind your back.” 

    My trembling fingers made it difficult to get the buckles to fasten around my wrists. I finally succeeded, fastening them together behind my back. This day was certainly not going the way I planned. 

    Last out of the satchel was a small ball attached to two leather cords. She stepped up behind me, pushing the ball into my mouth, then tied the cords behind my head. 

    “You just couldn’t keep your mouth shut, so I will do it for you.” She walked over to my closet, pulling out a leather uniform belt. “Stand up. Place your knees against the bed, then bend over until your face touches the bed.” 

    My trembling was almost uncontrollable now. Obedience was the only thing I could allow in my mind. I stood facing the bed, bending over. She had stepped up behind me to trap my legs against the bed frame, then shoved my back. My face fell forward, hitting the bed. 

    She yanked my panties down. There I was, knees against the bed, my ass exposed, hands tied behind my back. She pushed my feet with hers. “Spread your legs.” I pushed them apart. 

    “Your cock belongs to me, not you. I will do with it as I choose.” She reached between my legs, gripping my cock and balls, twisting harshly. “Anything I want to do with it, I will. Is that understood?” 

    I could only mumble through the gag. ‘Yes, Mistress’ the clear message. 

    She stepped back, striping my ass with a hard strike. I shrieked against the ball gag, groaning at the sudden assault. 

    “You do not question what I do. Yours is to obey and take it.” Whack! “If I want to have every cock in town fuck me. That is my choice. You do not get a say.” Whack! “If I tell you to suck on a cock, you do it!” Whack! “If I tell you to lick the cum out of my pussy, even your own, you do it.” Whack! 

    Then the words stopped. The striking did not. She placed her hand on my back to hold me in this awkward position and continued one after the other. I was groaning now. The belt leaving deep creases of pain across my ass cheeks. It seemed to go on forever as pain filled my mind! Finally, the striking stopped. 

    She pushed me to my side. “Get on your knees on the floor. We need to have a little chat.” 

    As I struggled to right myself and get to the floor, the shocked look on my face just made her laugh more. How could we chat with this ball still in my mouth?! 

    “Chat may not be the right word. I’ll talk. You obey.” 

    I bowed my head. Every bit of my maleness screamed at me to jump up, unhook my hands, and slap that smug look off her face. Inside… something else was lurking underneath. A deeper need I had never noticed until we started this new life. Submission called me. Give your life to her… your very self… be everything she wants… 

    “I will hear no more talk of your wanting to leave, or change what I do. In fact,” she giggled wickedly, “we are going to get you much more active in the playing. From now on…” The laughing continued as she walked my belt back to the closet, “… you are going to be at every session, in your panties, on your knees, while they fuck your wife however they want. I will become the perfect slut for them to use for their own pleasure… and mine.” 

    I must have turned a darker shade of red. “Yes… you love this,” she said, with a light, airy tone, almost happy. “Jared was right all along. I just ignored all the signs. So here’s your future, my cuckold… your role is to watch and obey, to be the perfect cuckold I want… All the men will come over to our house from now on. You will greet them in your panties. If you give me any grief during the week, you will wear the ball gag while they’re here.” 

    My body was shivering, a soft tremble of anxiety. I felt the worthlessness wash through me. This is what you deserve, what you were meant be. You SHOULD be in panties for the real men to taunt and abuse. 

    She reached her foot over to bat my cock with it. I was hard and throbbing. “Even now, I can’t believe it. They told me you wanted to be pushed down the rabbit hole. The further you fell, the hotter it would be for you.” 

    Her foot toyed with my shaft, spearing out in front of me. I looked down at her painted toenails, the contrast to the throbbing flesh. Another shiver went through me. 

    “You know the saying you always told me, my love. Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it. My darling husband, it is now time to see how deep that hole really goes. I’m going to push you hard, just like your cock. Stand up.” 

    It was hard to stand with my hands still behind my back. She just giggled as I struggled, reaching into her nightstand drawer, pulling out an enormous dildo, as I finally made it to standing. She pulled the ball gag out and shoved the dildo down my throat while her hands went at my cock. 

    Julie pumped my cock furiously while pushing the cock in and out of my mouth. “You will do whatever I ask whenever I ask. If I say suck a cock, you will do it. If I say eat their ass or lick their cum out of me, you will do it.” 

    I was close now. My groans through the dildo told her how close. She didn’t slow either with the dildo or her hand. “Maybe I’ll even have them fuck you in the ass while you eat cum out of my pussy…” 

    That was the last straw. I grunted deeply, blowing my load all over her hand and hungrily sucking the cock as she pushed it down my throat. 

    In my soul, in my very bones, I was hers.

  


   
    13 / Surprise! (Juliet) 

    I knew he had scheduled the week off, so I pushed him as hard as I could. All week. He would be my cuckold 24/7 until he had to go back to work Monday morning. 

    While I had him lick his cum off the bedroom floor, I sent texts to the guys, scheduling a round of play dates for the next few days. All would be at our house. Though I did not start them until a couple of days later. My sex and nipples really were sore. I needed a break to let the tissue calm down. 

    Unfortunately for my cuckold, that did not mean my husband’s tongue went unused. Whenever I was in the mood, I would order him to drop to his knees and service me. He was getting very good with that tongue… 

    He was not required to wear the ball gag and cuffs all the time. Only the collar and panties were a permanent part of his home wardrobe. I took sympathy on him, about the size being too small. Still, I even had fun with that, making this part of the humiliation as well. 

    We went to a department store that first afternoon, rummaging through the plus-size bins, finding ones that would work. I made him try them on, coming out to show me in front of the other ladies, then made him go up to pay for them by himself. Everyone in the area knew they were being purchased for his own use. His face glowed with the red of his humiliation. I could tell, even under the jeans, that he was hard while he did it. 

    Later that afternoon, while I had him practice sucking on the dildo on his knees next to my desk, I did more research on how to push this fetish harder. I knew he loved the humiliation. It seemed to confirm his submissive status. The more submissive he became, the greater his arousal. 

    How far should I push this and still have my husband at the end? He was a Fire Captain, needed to keep his decisiveness. If I turned him into too much of a whimpering sub, that might come out in odd ways on the job. 

    As a result, I made some important decisions that week, for our future, for him. This week would be full submission, 24/7. After that, I would only require him to wear the panties and be submissive on the days we played. If we played a lot during a given week, then he would do that. Things would settle down after the first few, I was certain. We would go back to the 4-day play pattern we had adopted at the beginning. 

    Wednesday could not have come soon enough! I was so ready to play and to let my new full-time cuckold loose. I had asked Jared to be the first. He was off that day. Came over at 4 in the afternoon. 

    I did not tell Kasen about the planned session. When the doorbell rang, he tried to rush upstairs so no one would see him. I ordered him to answer the door just as he was. The light blue panties, with lacy trim at the top, seemed to be the perfect way for him to answer the door. 

    When Jared walked in, he looked at Kasen, smirked a little, grabbed the band of the panties, pulling them out to snap back on Kasen’s cock, then laughed as he walked straight to me. Our passionate kiss and Jared’s free moving hands reminded Kasen this was the guy from the videos. 

    “Cuck,” Jared barked… I was going to need to work on my tone… “come over and remove your wife’s clothes. I am going to fuck her now.” 

    My heart sang as Kasen bowed his head, moving toward me. I could already see his cock hardening as I turned toward him, spreading my arms, allowing him to unbutton my blouse. I had intentionally worn one with lots of buttons to feed his submission. 

    When the last button fell away, he pulled it off, removing my bra, then kneeled in front of me to unfasten my jeans, pulling them down my legs. Only the panties remained. 

    “I think our cuckold should move around behind you, presenting your body to me as he removes the panties, don’t you, Jules?” Jared was the only one that called me that. I already cherished that pet name. It would soon become my name whenever we played. 

    “Yes I do,” I giggled, standing, facing Jared, waiting. Kasen, still on his knees, crawled around behind me, used his hands to trace my body, palms out like I was on display. Then he hooked his thumbs on my panties as he passed, pulling them down. I could hear his panting of arousal as the panties passed, revealing my shaved sex, already glistening with my arousal. 

    “Now, me,” Jared said, standing with his arms out, just as I had done. Kasen trembled behind me. This would be his first direct contact with a man. I wondered if he thought I would order him to suck on Jared? No… Jared’s eyes spoke to me clearly. That was not Jared’s thing. This was about humiliation, not anything to do with him. 

    Kasen unbuttoned him on his way to pulling the shirt off, helping him get the undershirt over his shoulders. When he went to the belt on Jared’s jeans, I stepped up behind him, forcing his feet further apart with my foot. Just as the belt came loose, revealing the underwear, I reached through Kasen’s legs, grabbing his cock and balls, twisting harshly. 

    He groaned at the overwhelming sensations, continuing to pull Jared’s clothes off when I barked at him not to stop. I twisted, pulled, jerked through his legs. His moans became dramatic. Thought he might cum, so I pulled back. As the jeans and undershorts came off his feet, Jared took his own cock, batting it on Kasen’s face. 

    “Maybe someday I’ll let you suck my cock,” Jared laughed. “Not today. Go into the living room, sit on the sofa. Do not touch yourself. I am going to take your wife upstairs and fuck her in your marital bed. She needs a real cock to service her there. Something that has not happened before.” 

    I laughed, joining in the taunting. “Finally, someone to give me the hard dick I need in my own bed.” 

    Kasen gave himself to us at that moment. I could see it when it happened. The complete and utter surrender. It was all about the body language. His head bowed, shoulders stooped. All attempts at resistance, if there had been any before, fell away. He was mine! I watched him sit down, his hang-dog eyes staring at us as I turned to Jared, walking up the stairs. 

    For the next hour, Jared fucked me like the world-class lover he was. We left the door open, and I made sure every moan, scream and grunt was as loud as possible. 

    I don’t know what got into Jared. He was rougher, more demanding, and harder than ever before. Maybe that was his way of pushing me to cry out louder for my cuck. Whatever the reason, it worked. He could have cared less about me! Every part was fair game. Pulling and slapping my tits, gagging me with his cock, slamming his hardness into me. The abuse just took me higher. This was just what I wanted, what I needed. His pleasure was mine! 

    Even Jared could only go so long at this pace. He came twice in that hour. I cannot count how many times I did. We came down the stairs, arm in arm, laughing about whatever we were laughing about. It didn’t matter. My body glowed with the pleasure he had given me. 

    Kasen was still sitting meekly on the sofa, the tears of the last hour still traced down his face. Yet, I could see it. His cock was still three-quarter hard and the precum on the tip told us he had been a lot more hard while we played. 

    “Cuck, lay on the floor,” Jared said, in his now characteristic bark. “Your Mistress needs to be cleaned up.” 

    Kasen was so deep in his submission, it took him a few moments to realize we were speaking to him. He looked up, confused. That face almost broke my heart. If it wasn’t for the hard cock strutting out of his lap, I would think he had been genuinely crying. 

    I realized some complex psychological shit was going on inside. A war between his raging desire to be humiliated, arousal at being treated in almost unimaginably insulting ways, and the hurt of having his wife upstairs groaning at every stab of cock from her lover. I can assume that would be hard for anyone. Kasen seemed trapped in that war. Had surrendered to it completely. His submission total. 

    “Now!” Jared yelled at him. Kasen jerked at the sound, then crawled down from the sofa, lying on the floor on his back. “Do it!” Jared whispered to me. 

    Even though I had started this whole thing, I wasn’t used to pushing him this hard. Jared leaned over to me, speaking softly for my ears only. “Come on, you know he wants this, needs it. Push him all the way down.” We had discussed this upstairs…  

    I nodded, stepping up and sat holding my sex just above Kasen’s mouth. Jared’s cum was still dripping out of my inflamed opening. 

    Jared whispered in Kasen’s ear. “Clean out your Mistress with your tongue. She wants you to feel the joy that I delivered to her.” 

    Kasen said nothing, sticking his tongue out, trying to catch the white cream that slowly oozed out. Then I sat down, driving my snatch onto his face. He thrashed a little, unable to breathe. 

    I started laughing. “Eat his cum out, my cuckold. All of it. You are going to become a cumslut too, before I am done with you.” He was thrashing for real now, his body screaming for oxygen. I pulled up slightly to allow access to air. He took a few big gulps, then I was back down on him. “Every time a bull uses my pussy, your job is to clean it out, getting me ready for the next load.” 

    We repeated this sequence multiple times. As he starting thrashing for air, I lifted for a few moments, then back down. All the while, my words gave him a picture of the future, of how his mouth and tongue will be continually coated with other men’s cum. 

    Soon, it wasn’t about the cleaning. Only about my pleasure. I was panting as his tongue drove deeper, searching for every bit of cum it could find. I ground my hips on his face, panting with my arousal. Kasen’s own cock was hard again. Throbbing with the pleasure. 

    I gave him a treat before I let him breathe again, leaning forward, grasping his rod, fully intending for him to cum at the same time. Kasen’s groan told me he was almost there already. 

    Jared pushed my hand away, mouthing, ‘NO! He needs to go deeper.’ I wasn’t sure what he meant, but I pulled my hand back. 

    My own release would not wait. Grinding my sex on his face, I came flailing on my husband’s tongue. When I was done, I pulled off him, to Kasen’s gasping of attempts to gain some air. 

    “Shit, Julie, you need to let me breathe…” Kasen said as he rose. 

    Jared stepped up, thumping down hard on Kasen’s rigid cock with the back of his hand. These punished, not stimulated. “You do not question what your Mistress does,” he yelled at Kasen. “You accept.” Thump, thump, thump. “Is that clear?” Thump, thump, thump. 

    I gasped at the abuse. Any normal man would have at least rolled away to protect his most precious possession. Not my cuckold. He laid there taking it, even forcibly held himself still to improve his aim. 

    “Yes…yes… Sorry, Mistress.” His body was shaking in place. Not even moving to save himself. 

    Jared looked like he intended to hurt him. I reached over, pushing his hand away, mouthing ‘Enough!’ He stepped back. The stern look on his face shook me. There is humiliation and torment, and then there is damaging. 

    My own stern look caused Jared to step back. He knew he had gone too far for me. That motherfucker really thought I should hurt Kasen for complaining about me choking him to death! 

    I needed to make this up to my husband, no matter what Jared said. My mouth flew to his ravaged cock, sucking on it. The sudden change brought groans from him as he responded. He was already so close it only took a few strokes up and down, before I pulled back, jacking his shaft, watching Kasen shoot all over his chest and stomach. 

    At that moment, I wondered whether I knew the difference between torment and damage. I had gotten so into my pleasure that I forgot my beloved had to breathe. 

    Little did I know at that moment how far down that rabbit hole I would fall before understanding the real meaning of that difference. And I would catch my poor husband in the middle of that education.

  


   
    14 / Handling the Pressure (Kasen) 

    I was still laying on the floor when Julie kissed Jared passionately at the door, thanking him for coming. Everything I thought I knew about myself was now gone. I was an empty husk of a man that needed only to pleasure his Mistress. I shuddered at the thought of what she would leave of me when she was done. 

    Just as the door closed behind Jared, Julie came running over to me, helping me up. “I’m so sorry, my love. He wasn’t supposed to hit you like that at the end. I hope my mouth made up for it.” 

    I could barely talk, much less respond, like my brain had been short-circuited. She helped me up to the sofa. I sat down, leaning back. She had to fear what had happened. So did I! 

    A man had come into our house, fucked her so many times I couldn’t take her screams of release anymore, then beat on my cock so hard she had to stop him before he genuinely hurt me. And I just took it. Laid there, letting him do it. What kind of man allows another man to do that? Not the man I was only a few months ago. 

    I leaned back against the sofa as Julie walked into the kitchen, my cock throbbing with an intensity I had never felt before. The extreme pain followed by the incredible pleasure had merged into a complex feeling I was struggling to absorb, much less understand. 

    Water running and the ice dispenser told me she was fixing us a drink. I couldn’t concentrate on that. My mind was a whirlwind of confusion. 

    How am I supposed to handle these changes coming so fast? Only a few months ago, I was a regular married guy, deeply in love with my beautiful wife and mother of our child, looking forward to our 21st anniversary. 

    Now, after her playing for the last… what has it been… only 4 months? I was the guy that would eat cum out of my wife’s pussy after another guy had freshly fucked her. And the guy that would let that same man beat on his cock, offering no resistance. I could feel the tears flowing down my face. What is wrong with me? 

    Julie came into the room, a scotch and wine balanced in one hand, a wet rag in the other. I turned my head toward her. She gasped as she saw the tears flowing down my face. I could barely keep myself from openly sobbing. 

    Julie set the glasses down, used the rag to wipe the spunk off my front, then cuddled next to me. 

    “I’m so sorry, Kase. We went too far. I shouldn’t have let him hit you like that.” 

    As if I didn’t even hear what she said, I laid my head back on the sofa, struggling to concentrate. “I don’t know what’s happening to me. Don’t even know who I am anymore…” 

    Julie didn’t say anything to that, just cuddled up next to me, taking a sip of her wine. We sat there for several minutes. 

    “You are the cuckold you want to be,” she whispered, almost to the room, like she was trying to convince herself that was true. The reality sunk in. A reality I needed to face at that moment. She was right. I was the one that allowed this to happen. That held still as he struck me. I really WAS the cuckold she wanted me to be. The tears flowed for real now, my chest quivering from the crying I could no longer stop. 

    Finally, she got up, walking upstairs to the bedroom. I could hear her stripping the sheets off the bed, walking down to the laundry room, trying to wash away Jared’s presence in our home. 

    I knew a little laundry would never get the memories out of my mind. Her groans, gasps, screams of release… over and over and over… while they trapped me in our living room, naked, with women’s panties and a collar of submission my only protection, forced to listen. But who forced me? Only my desire to have her pleasured. My own inadequacies and contradictions washed through me like the enemy consuming a building. 

    I rolled over on the sofa, clumped into a ball, trying to find the real me inside. 

    * * * * 

    I woke up a couple of hours later, a light blanket across my body. No one else was in the house. I picked up my phone to find a text. Lee called. Heading over. Be back later. 

    Lee… shit… this will never end! She got fucked for an hour solid this afternoon and wants more for the evening shift? And that Lee, some kind of freak of nature. Massive cock and stamina all in one package. She is often with him 4-5 hours at a time. I’m sure, if I would die, she would go to him full time. For a while, I thought she would leave me for him, death or no. God knows why she didn’t. 

    It took everything I had to lift off the sofa, heading upstairs for a shower. My cock was still sore, though would likely be okay. No damage done. It still amazed me. I laid there and took it, even held still so he would have a direct target. I got the water as hot as I could stand, then stood under its spray, trying to wash away the disaster that had become my life. 

    How can this even be happening? For 20 years, it was just Kase & Julie, happily married dental worker and civil servant. Parents of loving daughter. Now, my wife is a major slut, running around town, even to Mexico, for any cock on offer. Cannot seem to get enough of it. And I’ve become… what? Her cuckold? Her slave? Submissive to her every command?  

    After the shower, I walked into the bedroom to get clothes on, noticed she had made the bed with new sheets. Walking back to the laundry, I took the ‘used’ one’s out of the dryer. Folded them back into the closet. If the sheets aren’t dirty, did it even happen? 

    The rest of the night, I could barely keep myself from crying. Every once in a while, Lee would send me a video or pic of their action. I only looked at the first one. Not interested any longer. 

    I had decisions to make. And big ones. Could I continue doing this with her? Being the cuckold she wanted? It sure made me hard. Drove me fucking crazy with need. I mean, literally crazy! Made me do things I never thought I would do. 

    It was erotic, no question about that. Her falling into the ‘rabbit hole’, as she so lovingly called it, had become a too strong reality of my life. Presumably, she is referring to Alice and falling into the rabbit hole of Wonderland, but, unlike Alice, I did not know how long I would fall down that hole. Or how deep that hole went. So many unknowns… 

    I walked over to my closet to get a pair of jeans, then shuddered. I’m no longer allowed to wear jeans in the house. Only women’s panties and a collar. I shuddered at the very thought, yet knew, sure as I loved her, that I could not disobey. I reached into my dresser, pulling out a pair of panties, put them on, then walked back into the bathroom for the collar. 

    What the fuck is wrong with me? The first time I played, they had me on my knees, hands behind my back, staring inches away from my wife, getting humped by Rory. Then she put cuffs on me and whipped me with a belt when I tried to talk about where we were going. Now, after they forced me to sit, listening to her get humped, she tried to choke me to death and then they beat on my cock when I objected. 

    How bad could it get from here, for god’s sake? Forced to suck a cock? Beat with a cane? I know people are into that BDSM shit… yet could not imagine it as a choice I would make. Yet, the idea of disobeying, even in the smallest degree, left me shivering with fear that she would leave me. 

    I MUST obey! Everything that I was now insisting I do it. No matter how depraved or self-destructive, if she told me to do it, I knew I would. Tears flowed down my face again. None of that mattered. I was hers and knew it in my bones. I would do anything she asked. 

    Why? I kept thinking. Why must I offer her this loyalty? This subservience? Certainly not because she deserves it. That woman ran off to Mexico to get fucked as often as she could, caring not one bit about my feelings or our relationship. All that mattered was getting something hard between her legs. I knew… knew with certainty… that slut would sell me out the first chance she would get. 

    Think about tonight. Here I am, in obvious distress. The changes that have come caused me to roll up in a ball, almost comatose. Yet, as soon as one of her guys called, off she goes. Truth is, I have never felt more alone in my entire life. 

    * * * * 

    She didn’t return until 11:30 that night. Much earlier than her typical session with Lee. Maybe she wore him out. By then, I was frantic with concern about where this path would lead us. Deeper down her rabbit hole? Or into some new nirvana of sexual bliss for us all? Maybe sexual bliss for her… For me? I didn’t have a fucking clue. The path down the hole got murkier every day. 

    When she walked in from the garage, I was still on the living room sofa, as if I had never left. Only this time, clad in yellow frilly panties and collar. The TV was on this time. 

    “Oh, I like those panties on you. Really emphasizes your skin tone.” 

    That flippant attitude cracked me. “What the fuck, Julie? After this afternoon, you had to have more?” I yelled at her as she walked up to me. 

    “What did you just say?” 

    “Come on, Julie… or should it be Jules now?” 

    “No one may call me that except my bulls.” The anger flared in her face. Uncontrollable rage. I shrank back. Who was this woman? 

    “You are to address me as Mistress. Is that understood?” 

    “Okay, Mistress… who fucking cares? Why did you run off to Lee like that?” 

    “I am the Mistress. I get to fuck whoever I want. You’re nothing… a weakling, unable to satisfy his Mistress. Why would I stay here? You were curled up in a ball like some 3-year-old, pouting I took his toy away.” 

    The shock of hearing her describe my distress that way… I bowed my head, feeling nothing. The sadness permeated everything I was. “Is that the way you see this? I can’t believe you left me… after that.” 

    “Why does it matter?” Her tone of derision ate into me. 

    “For fuck’s sake, Julie, you make love to that guy, then abandon me for another one before the cum stopped dripping out of your snatch.” 

    “Don’t give me any of that shit. You loved every minute. Every time I looked at you, your cock was hard as a rock, sticking out like some kind of spear. Even when Jared was whipping your cock, you never moved. Let him do it. I could see it in your eyes. Alive with that submissive fervor. You love being humiliated and abused. Love it!” 

    “I do not!” 

    She walked over and slapped me across the face. A hard slap with force, jerking my head back. “You will address me as Mistress when you speak to me. Or next time I will let Jared do whatever he wants with your cock. Is that understood… my little cuckold?” 

    I shrank back at the derisive tone of ‘my little cuckold’, staring at this woman that used to be my loving wife. No longer. She really had become my Mistress. And I, sitting here dutifully in my little panties and leather collar, was nothing more than her willing submissive. 

    Yet the war of jealousy and arousal that had battled inside me flared once again. I could feel my cock hardening, the desire to see her pleasured again taking control. I knew I couldn’t stop, didn’t want to. My head bowed almost against my will. 

    “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I said, getting down on my knees in front of her, head bowed. “It won’t happen again.” 

    “It better not, because Friday night will be a proper test for my cuckold. Jared is coming over and I have arranged for someone else for a surprise. That should be a lot of fun. They are going to fuck me for as long as they want and you are going to sit on the chair in the bedroom, watching the whole thing. And Jared will no longer accept any breech of decorum from a cuckold. He will punish you swiftly and I will do nothing to stop it this time. In fact, I even bought some new toys to make it more painful. I have warned you.” 

    She stood up. “I’m going to bed. You can sleep in the guest room. Sniveling cuckolds do not deserve to be pleasured by their Mistress.” 

    I shivered on my knees as she walked out of the room. Fuck, what have I done? The growing pressure of each step of the fall down the hole seems to ratchet up the arousal in equal measure. I am lustfully drawn to the play while being repulsed at the same time. What did she mean by new toys for making things more painful? 

    Before she made it to the stairs, she turned to me. “You better get used to being on your knees. The other guy I have arranged swings both ways. You may spend a lot of time down there.” 

    I looked down at my cock as if it was a foreign body. It was rigid, sticking out between my legs at the prospect of pain and humiliation. What is wrong with me? 

    * * * * 

    For the next two days, I was required to sleep in the guest room. When she left for work, she gave me strict instructions about what I was to do that day. Mainly cleaning and scrubbing. I was to remain dressed in only the panties and collar. She also required me to shave my scrotum on Friday morning and eat her whenever she requested. 

    Both Wednesday and Thursday evenings, she left to visit one of her bulls. First Jared, then Lee. Each would send me pics and videos. She ordered me to watch them carefully, that she would quiz me to make sure I did. 

    Despite my overt arousal at everything that was happening, she denied me any release. When I objected, she threatened to put my cock in a cage. Even bought a stainless steel wired model to make sure I knew she was serious. 

    I shuddered at the threat. Not because I thought she would do it. No, she would. I shuddered because I knew in my heart I would allow her to put it on me if she asked. I was her property now, willing to do anything she told me.

  


   
    15 / Fully Down the Hole (Kasen) 

    Friday night arrived, and I answered the door dressed only in the yellow frilly panties she preferred and my collar. Jared came in as if he owned the place. The guy that followed took my breath away as I turned crimson red. It was Rich, my friend from the firehouse. The guy that had joined me in saving Julie so many years ago. 

    “Hey, bud, been a while…” Rich laughed. “I see there have been some changes around the Shiffrin household.” He rubbed my cock through the panties, touched my collar and held my chin so that our eyes met. “We going to have some fun with you tonight, aren’t we?” 

    “Rich…” 

    “Surprised? So was I when Julie called me. A cuckold, huh? Buttoned-up Captain Shiffrin likes to be humiliated and tormented by his wife and her men. Who could have imagined that? I hope to feel your…” 

    Just as he said that, Julie came down the stairs. All conversation stopped as every head turned in her direction. Dressed in a brand new set of lingerie that drew all eyes, she was a goddess worthy of my obedience. The set was all pink, with a sheer bralette, see-through baby doll top with little heart designs, a ruffled lacy trim with a thong down below. 

    My Juliet is one beautiful woman. No question about that. Her chestnut hair glowed, lying gently across her shoulders, providing the perfect contrast to the pink nothing covering them. Her breasts… always full and ripe… those nipples, already aroused just walking down the stairs, pointed out to the room what she was thinking. 

    “Rich, glad you could come,” she said. “I look forward to your finally getting what you’ve always wanted.” She kissed both guys, more than just a friendly greeting as their hands roamed freely. I stood behind them, my head bowed. Shit, Rich… 

    Without looking at me, while rubbing Rich’s obviously large tool through his jeans and pressing herself against him, “You see, my little cuckold, Rich has been hitting on me for years. I always turned him down because of you. He thought it was unfair that you got all the rewards for saving me when he did just as much work. Tonight, I am going to give him everything he asks. And you’re going to help me, aren’t you?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    Both the guys laughed at my meek words and bowed head. Jared especially. Rich seemed almost embarrassed for me, but didn’t really care. His hands were all over my wife. 

    “Our little cuckold is going to watch the entire night, aren’t you, cuck?” Jared said, ridiculing me. “He’s going to sit on a chair, without touching himself, while me and his best friend fuck his wife any way we want. She has promised us complete access tonight… anything goes. Your friend has a gigantic cock, I have been told.” 

    Jared turned back to me, grabbing my cock through the panties. I just stood there. “Imagine that huge boner splitting your wife wide open,” as he caressed my hard rod. “Tell me the truth… you’ve always wanted to see him do that, haven’t you?” 

    All eyes turned to me as the shame of my feelings swept through me. Yes, I had always fantasized about that, had never brought it up for fear that Julie would feel insulted. I simply nodded my head. 

    “Why didn’t you ever tell me, babe?” She asked, giggling. 

    “Sorry, Mistress. I didn’t want to make you feel awkward around him.” 

    They all laughed. Rich chiming in, “Guess you misread that situation, didn’t ya, bud?” 

    I could only smile. He was right. Over the last few months, I had discovered a lot of things I had gotten completely wrong. 

    “Cuck, go in and fix us drinks,” Julie said. It was all in the tone. Obedience expected. “You know what my men like. Guys, let’s go into the living room and see what comes up.” 

    The obvious double entendre of her words caused everyone to laugh as they left me standing in the hall. I looked down at myself. Hard as stone. Shame washed through me as I noticed Rich staring at me. It looked like it embarrassed him… to see his friend this way… but he only shook his head in amazement, following my wife’s exposed ass into the living room. I turned to the kitchen for the liquor cabinet. 

    By the time I got back with the drinks for the three (none for me, of course), Julie’s frilly lingerie was already on the floor with both guys pressed close against her, hands roaming freely. Her head kissing each man, as her head swiveled back and forth. 

    “What took you so long?” Jared chuckled. “I need to get my clothes off.” He stood aside, holding his arms out like he had done before. I knew what to do, sitting the drinks down on the coffee table. Shame filled me again as I thought about Rich watching me do this. I walked over to him and began unbuttoning his shirt. 

    As the jeans and underwear came off, me on my knees in front of him, Jared held my head right in front of his rigid shaft. “Maybe tonight is the night I get my cock sucked by a guy. What do you think, Jules? Your cuck got a talented mouth?” 

    She came up behind me, pressing her hands on his, pushing my face closer to the precum dripping out of the cockhead. “Not sure. We need to find out. I think Rich might have some ideas about violating new holes for my cuckold.” 

    That brought a huge laugh from Rich. “Didn’t know I was a switch-hitter, did ya, Kase?” I made no movement with the hands holding my head so close to Jared. We all knew why. I was so straight-laced about everything, it would never have occurred to me to ask. Even the conversation with Shaun Diggins had originally been at his instigation. I would never have brought that up on my own. 

    Rich pushed Julie out of the way, came up behind me, rubbing my ass cheeks. “I can think of a hole that definitely needs some opening. What do you think, Julie? Or should I call you Jules now?” 

    She didn’t hesitate. “Only real men get to call me that, and only when we play.” She did not say, but everyone knew that did not include me. 

    They released my head. “Time to get your friend ready, cuck,” Julie said. “He has a surprise for you… at least that’s what Molly told me.” I gasped. Molly… Fred Thompson’s Molly? “Oh, you didn’t know? What a clueless guy you have always been. Molly was one of the biggest sluts in the Auxiliary. She always lit up our meetings with stories of the firefighters she entertained on Fred’s 24-hour shifts. And just so you know… Fred knew all about it, encouraged it.” 

    She stepped up to Rich, pressing his cock through his jeans. “Your friend Rich has a monster cock, bigger even than Lee. I am going to love feeling him push into my pussy.” My face flushed with more color as everyone around me laughed. “Now get his clothes off so they can get started.” 

    I stood in front of my best friend. We were both a little uncertain about where this was going to take us. I only knew there was a job to do. I pulled his t-shirt over his chest, then got down on my knees, pulling his jeans and underwear off. 

    I gasped at what I saw. I had never seen a cock this big in person. It hung out in front of him at 3/4 mast. Must be 10-inches long when hard. Jesus… that thing was going to rip Julie open. Even as I thought it, I knew it wasn’t true. ‘Jules’ was going to love what this man-meat would do to her. 

    Rich stroked his cock, bringing it closer to my face. “You want to touch it, don’t you, cuck?” His gigantic hands pulled it closer, stroking it. The precum oozed out of the tip. “Lick the drip. You’ll love that.” 

    I couldn’t help myself. My tongue came out, swiping the tip, tasting my first male precum. It was salty, a little bitter. Julie came up behind me, holding my head stiffly. “Come on, cuck. You can do better than that. Suck that cock. You know you want to.” I pressed back against her hands, resisting the pressure, shaking my head no. 

    Another pair of hands joined hers. Jared. “Open your mouth, you fucking cunt. Rich wants it and you will do whatever we want all night long. Is that clear?” 

    It was as if every ounce of self-respect I had left me in one last gasp of release. I opened my mouth, reaching up to stroke the massive shaft, then guided it into my mouth. I could barely get the head in. No one cared. It was the submission they wanted. And suddenly, I realized the dark truth. It was what I wanted, too. I was now in free fall down the rabbit hole. 

    I had seen many blowjobs over the years. Tried to imitate those as best I could. Stroking the cock with my hands while my mouth opened as wide as possible. Even with that, only 2-3 inches would go in. 

    Rich chuckled. “We’ll have to work on your technique, cuck. You can do a lot better than that. Maybe I’ll come over at the end of every shift. Let you practice some more to get me ready to fuck your wife. Would that work for you, Jules?” 

    “I would love that,” she giggled. “He could use the practice. Right now, I want to get fucked. Cuck, get up to the bedroom. Sit on the chair I have placed there. You are not to touch yourself without my permission. We will be up shortly.” 

    My mouth pulled off Rich’s cockhead as I got up, bowed, walking up the stairs. I could hear them immediately going at my wife as I climbed. I could hear the gasp of the first entry all the way into the bedroom. Cries of pleasure, grunting of thrusts, gurgling sounds of sucking a cock wafted up the house. 

    I just sat on the high-backed chair she had placed at the end of the bed. My cock simply throbbed as I looked around the room. She had placed electric candles around, clearing off the top of my dresser. Lube, cuffs, the ball gag, two black items I had not seen before, and some silver glistened beside them. These must be the new painful toys she had mentioned. 

    The action downstairs sounded like it was just getting started, so I walked over to examine what was there. One shaft looked like a stick. Turned out to be a collection of three rods… maybe bamboo or something, wasn’t sure… with a leather handle. A couple of feet long. It looked like it could really hurt. The other was what I knew to be called a flogger. I thought they made them of leather. This one had long plastic strands with small beads flowing up each strand. I wasn’t sure whether that would hurt. Knew it would not be fun. The silver items were obviously clamps. Nipple and ball with chains to connect them together. 

    Shit… she was going all the way now. I shivered as I held them in my hand, not knowing whether they would use them tonight or just taunt me with them if I disobeyed. None of my thoughts mattered. I knew that. The three would do whatever they wanted and I would let them. 

    I returned to the chair. There was a small post-it note on the top, in Julie’s handwriting. Take the panties off. Put the cuffs on. Do not touch yourself. 

    A sigh came out of my throat that I was sure they could hear downstairs. What was I doing this for? I knew it was too late for choices. I MUST obey my Mistress. The cuffs went on each wrist and ankle. They matched the collar already on my neck. 

    As I sat down, I noticed a leather band across the top of the chair. Examining it more closely, it was some kind of restraint system designed for a chair. The band fit tight across the top of the chair with a ring at the front. This connected to more leather that hooked around each leg of the chair, with four strands of leather topped by rings. 

    Clearly, she planned to fasten me to the chair. But why? To make sure I couldn’t touch myself? Or to trap me so they could use those toys on me? I shuddered at what my evening was going to be like. Knew it made no difference. I was hers to control. 

    I walked back to the dresser, placing the cuffs on wrists and ankles, then sat back in the chair. Hanging my hands over the sides, I could see how the restraint would work. Even the chair top band was right where the collar would be. Once they had me strapped there, I could never stop whatever they wanted to do. 

    The noise of coupling slowed down below. I heard them laughing and clinking glasses as they walked up the stairs. Julie looked like they had really given it to her. Hair a mess, redness on her breasts, cum dripping from her crotch. 

    “Oh good. You saw my note. Time for you to do your job,” she giggled. She hopped on the bed, spread her legs wide, feet on the edge. “Clean me up for the next round.” 

    Both guys stood there waiting. I cringed at what I was required to do, knowing she needed me to be the cuck. I dropped to my knees, crawled across the floor to the bed, then drove my face into her crotch. The guys groaned, knowing what I was doing. My Mistress gasped at the sudden sensation. 

    My tongue went everywhere I could find the white cream, her upper thigh, her labia. Smeared everywhere. Both guys had obviously cum inside her. Soon, it wasn’t the cream I was serving. She was moaning as my tongue drove deeper into her gash, lashing at her clit on every cycle. She was so aroused by the previous session it did not take long before she exploded on the bed, crying out with her release. One of many more to come that night… 

    “That was nice…” she sighed, as I got up, moving toward the chair. “Now go wipe yourself off and sit back in the chair. You are going to watch these real men do what real men do to willing sluts. Right guys?” 

    Neither spoke. Both launched themselves at her on the bed. They pulled her up to the head, kissing, fondling, fingers inside. Rich whispered in her ear. She pointed toward the dresser. He opened the drawer, returning with a fairly large buttplug with a glass jeweled head. Jared pulled her legs up, pulling her ass into full view. He drenched the tip with lube, then pushed it slowly into her rear opening. Julie groaned at the feeling of being pushed so wide before the jewel settled into position. 

    By this time, Jared was already hard again. He laid on his back, encouraging Julie to mount him. She dropped her leg over his side, positioning her pussy right above. 

    “You see, cuck. This is how a woman wants to be treated. She wants the man to cater to her in a way you can’t. I want these men to use my body for their pleasure. And THAT brings me pleasure… and lots of it.” 

    She dropped onto his rod, mewling all the way down. Our eyes met as she worked herself up and down. We had made love in this position many times. None of those times seemed to bring the enthusiasm she was showing with Jared. I couldn’t take my eyes away. 

    Rich reached over to grab her breasts as they bounced above Jared. Then he did something unexpected. He slapped them, pulling on the nipples, twisting the tips harshly. I thought she would object, cry out with the pain. She just groaned, pushing her chest out to him for more. That was all the confirmation he needed. 

    He pushed her up to sit erect on Jared’s shaft, then went at her breasts. Twisting, slapping, pinching, pulling. Julie went crazy, bouncing on her intruder below, crying out with the sensations flooding her. 

    Rich glanced over at me as I cringed. “She’ll love this, bud. You’ll see,” as he went at her. Her groans became whimpers, then cries of absolute ecstasy as she thrashed on top of Jared, the orgasm crashing through her core as I saw Rich pinching her nipples, twisting them savagely at the peak of her release. 

    She collapsed on Jared’s chest, panting with the power of what happened, her chest heaving, trying to get back to normal. Rich just winked at me, as if we were in this together. 

    I’ll say this… it was hot. Watching my friend go at her so roughly, and to see her respond so dramatically. My cock throbbed intensely. I couldn’t resist stroking it. The pleasure took me as I closed my eyes, images of her release filling me. 

    I almost came until I heard a grunt from Julie, opening my eyes. Jared had thrown her off him. “We told you not to touch yourself. And not just touching, trying to get yourself off. That deserves a punishment.” 

    “No, I wasn’t…” 

    Rich turned to me, screaming. “Shut your fucking mouth, cuck. You are going to get what we all know you want.” 

    Julie was just recovering. She knew what was coming, though, rolling off the bed. Rich took her in his arms to help her stand. 

    Jared stepped over, grabbing the collar by the ring in front. “Get on the bed, on your stomach. You need to be taught a lesson.”

  


   
    16 / Surprise Along the Way (Juliet) 

    I was quivering in Rich’s arms, trying to refocus, figure out what was happening. Kase’s hard rod poked out in front of him as he moved onto the bed. I could see his body quivering with the fear of what was to come. Jared walked over to the dresser, picking up the bamboo flogger. I had found the two floggers at a store in town. Thought I could have some fun with my cuckold, tormenting him with the lashes for some pretend infraction. 

    The anger in Jared’s eyes did not speak of fun or torment. There was going to be genuine pain for my beloved. And Kase knew it. 

    A hissing sound flew with the first strike. Kasen shrieked at the ferocity, trying to move his butt away. “Hold him,” Jared told us. Rich went between his legs, draping his own across Kasen’s thighs, pinning him in place. I went up, laying across his arms, holding them there. He was now helpless to stop the onslaught. 

    Then Jared went at him. Strike after strike, deep red streaks rising on his ass cheeks and back. I wondered if there would be scars he hit so hard. Still, I did nothing to stop it. Kasen was crying out with each lash, pleading for mercy, begging for him to stop. 

    Jared did. Only to walk over to the dresser, grabbing the ball gag, shoving it into his mouth, tying it on his head. Then he started again. This time alternating the bamboo and bead floggers across his ass and back. The beads looked like they hurt more, leaving sharp stripes of patterned red with each slash. Kasen could only groan and whimper now. 

    I leaned down to his head, not trying to stop it. “You have been a bad cuckold, my love. And bad cuckolds deserve to be punished.” The strikes continued to rain down on his ass and back. My words seemed to calm him down. He stopped struggling. Like the way he held himself still when Jared struck his cock before. 

    “Time to accept what you are, my little cuckold,” I whispered to him. “A cuckold that deserves whatever he receives. This will be your lot whenever I want to punish you, or even if I just want to have fun.” 

    Then everyone in the room was surprised when a moan came out of his mouth. A deep moan of pleasure. Jared winked at me. He knew this was coming. ‘Keep talking,’ he mouthed to me. 

    “Accept the pain,” I whispered, stroking his head with my hand. “It is part of who you are, what you deserve. Make it part of you.” 

    His groaning of pleasure grew even deeper somehow, as Rich starting spanking his ass with a flat hand while Jared used both floggers, one in each hand, to pummel his back. 

    “You were meant to be a cuckold, my love. Learning to accept that will make you happier. Obey your Mistress.” 

    Kasen was driving his cock into the bed with purpose. The pain on top and the pleasure below overwhelmed his control as he whimpered. Jared could tell he was close to cumming, so halted. We all got up. Kasen was trembling on the bed, still trying to hump himself to a release. 

    Jared gave him one last vicious slash across his ass. “Stop moving.” 

    Kasen stopped his humping, quivering in place. His breathing was short and shallow through the gag. I reached around, unfastening the gag, pulling it out of his mouth. Then leaned in, pulling his lips to mine. He moaned at the sudden emotion pulled out by that kiss. 

    “You are mine, now, Kasen. Mine forever… my cuckold to use and play with as I see fit. Is that understood? This is no longer a thing we do to play. This is now your life.” I nodded to the two guys, who had each taken a flogger in a hand. The rain of pain fell again. 

    It was different now. I kissed him, stroking his hair, as each strike made him grimace, yet he no longer offered resistance nor protest. Kasen just laid there, accepting his punishment. I signaled for them to stop. The worship I saw on his face frightened me a little. What was happening to him? 

    “Go back to sit in your chair. My men are going to pleasure me now,” I whispered. 

    Kasen got up, without hesitation, went back to sit in the chair. I followed him there, reaching for the first chair restraint on an ankle. As I went through each ankle and wrist, I continued talking to him. “Cuckolds want to see their Mistress pleasured. Want to watch it, to cherish the joy she feels. You are that cuckold, aren’t my love?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    “You want me to feel this pleasure, don’t you?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    He was still stiff as a post, his cock raging from his middle. I turned around, lowering myself on him, taking him deep. His moan of pleasure cemented what had begun with the pain. He really was mine now. I smiled to myself. The pleasure was just another form of torment. I used him until I came. Still making sure it was not enough for him to cum. We had already edged him for over an hour. He had much longer to go. 

    For the next three hours, the men took me hard and frequently. Every position, every hole. When they did my first double penetration of the evening, they positioned me sideways on the bed so Kasen could see them using my ass and pussy while I groaned with release after release. 

    He only came out of that chair once, when he had to relieve himself. Then he dutifully went back to the chair, where I refastened him in place. 

    In between times with me, they played with Kasen strapped to the chair. After putting the ball gag back on, they used the clamps to torment him. They fastened them to each nipple, across his ball sack, attached the two clamp chains in the middle, then pulled and yanked until Kasen was screaming into the gag. They would take a break, using the bead flogger across his chest and scrotum to tug on the clamps, leaving them attached while they took it to me another round, then came back to pull and yank some more. 

    Rich loved to stop humping me for a bit, presenting his cock, soaked with our juices, to Kasen for licking clean. He offered no protest. Then Rich was right back in me. 

    When they removed the clamps after almost an hour, Kasen screamed and thrashed at the intense pain. He later told me the removal was much worse than the attachment. 

    When the guys had finally had their fill, they both presented themselves to Kasen for cleaning with his tongue, then kissed me on their way out the door. 

    After I walked them out, I came back up to finish the job. I lowered myself on his stiff rod again, this time giving him what he craved. A final release. The climax, when it came, may have been the most intense of his life. He grunted, and thrust inside, while still bound to the chair. He sprayed my walls with all the spunk he had built up over the entire evening, collapsing on the restraints when he was done. 

    I unfastened him from the chair, removed the cuffs, then helped him onto the bed. We fell asleep in each other arms. 

    When we woke the next morning, I cuddled close to him, as I had done thousands of times in the last 20 years, feeling all the love we have always shared for each other. He responded in the way he always had, loving, gentle, tender. I pulled him on top of me, helping him inside me. The gentle lover I had always known helped us to a mutual release before lying next to me again. 

    “That was some night,” I said. 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    And then we talked. About what he felt, how he enjoyed it. Every phrase, every comment, was followed with a Mistress. I smiled at the idea of what we had become. This was indeed a lifestyle now, no longer just erotic play. He was mine. 

    * * * * 

    What I had said during the session with Jared and Rich turned out to be true in reality. Over our first four months of play, we had been gradually moving toward my controlling him. That night, he fell completely down the rabbit hole and could not get back out. I was his Mistress now, 24/7. His final capitulation was a surprise along the way.  

    Every day after that, he would come home from work, immediately go to our bedroom, removing his uniform, replacing it only with panties and a collar. When winter returned, I had sympathy for him, finding an extra-large woman’s see-through robe that would keep off the chill. 

    From that point forward, we always played at our home, where the men took me to our marital bed. Kasen would routinely clean all of us in between rounds, staying tied to the chair most of the time. 

    Maybe it’s just me, because I was having such a good time. My cuckold seemed happier and more contented. Like he had found his proper place in the world. 

    Happily, his place in the firehouse was not impacted. He did not seem to take his submission back to work. Only allowed it to come out with me. 

    That didn’t matter to me. Never satisfied, I always want to push my cuckold harder and deeper down the rabbit hole. The guys from Cabo called last night. They are planning a return visit next month. I told them I would not come without my cuckold. They gladly accepted. I wondered whether he would be as willing to take part in a large group. 

    I loved my man, as I always had. Only now, the definition of love had altered considerably… especially in the last few months. His love was to serve me openly and without hesitation. My love was to allow that and even push him harder. 

    Little did I know that the sexual balance we had reset over that time would be challenged again when his Chief came calling at the house one night, unexpectedly. He had heard rumors and wanted to find out for himself. 

    Neither of us knew how deep the rabbit hole could actually go. Turns out, a lot deeper… 

      

      

    THE END 

    The story of Kasen and Juliet will continue in
Book 2 of the ‘His Cuckold Life’ series:
Deeper Along the Way
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Angel 1: Being a Bull Can Get Complicated (Book 1) 

    ‘Brynn’s Need’ Series: After a brief encounter in a bar, Cameron & Brynn discovered a new layer of desire. Cameron now has a hotwife dilemma. But will Brynn give him the choice?
My Hotwife Dilemma: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
My Hotwife Dilemma 2: Living with her Desire (Book 2) 

    ‘Mentor’ Series: Nora was a retiree glad to see a young couple moving in next door. When Ellie & Carter confided how the move impacted their relationship, Nora decided to mentor them both. Wild adventures followed.
Mentoring Ellie: A First-Time Hotwife Romance
Becoming a Mentor: Nora’s Hotwife Journey 

    His Wife Wants to be Shared: The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle can be pleasurable and erotic. This is a story about a couple who went through a harrowing experience, almost destroying their marriage and nearly costing her life.
His Wife Wants to be Shared: A Hotwife/Cuckold Cautionary Tale 

    ‘Nikki’s Desire’ Series: Nikki was feeling regrets as she approached her 35th birthday. Then an accident at a club set in motion a new direction, with Nikki becoming a hotwife for her husband.
Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 

    ‘BigPlay’ Series: Ryan at BigLabs Pharma discovers a female aphrodisiac nicknamed BigPlay. His asst Sophia and wife Lily loved it. Becoming their cuckold was a tougher step.
My Wife Loves BigPlay: A First-Time Wife Sharing/Cuckold Tale of Discovery (Book 1)
My Wife & the BigPlay Five: A Wife Sharing/Cuckold/Interracial Romance (Book 2) 

    ‘Stacy Emerges’ Series: Stan and Stacy had invited their friend Ethan for a threesome. What emerged from this was a New Stacy that wanted wilder, rougher and more frequent sex as each new experience took her to another level. 
Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
Stacy Emerges: A Wife Sharing / Motorcycle Riding Romance (Book 2)
Stacy’s Submission: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance (Book 3)
Stacy Released: A Wife-Sharing / Swinging Romance (Book 4)
Sharing Stacy: A Wife Sharing Bundle (All 4 Stacy Books in one) 

    My Wild Girlfriend: Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but he fell madly for Joni. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures?
My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 

    Catching a Big One: I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered her desire for big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.
Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 

    MULTI-GENRE (BDSM/BISEXUALITY/HOTWIFE/HAVING FUN) 

    The Nudge: Logan, and his wife, Mackenzie, find their quiet life assaulted by a telepath who tries to police their kind. Logan can also ‘nudge’ people to do what he wants. He must now enlist her efforts to save his family.
The Nudge: A Paranormal Erotic Thriller 

    Finding What We Need: Terra finally told her husband, Brooks, that he was a terrible lover and she wanted to become a hotwife. His refusal, and her later punishment for that, brought new revelations for them both.
Finding What We Need: A First-Time Erotic Journey 

    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that runs into the Hernandez family. They recognize her as a true submissive. She agrees to their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will?
The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery (Book 1)
The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit (Book 2)
The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All (Book 3) 

    My Cuckold Craving: Reese discovered her husband’s desire to be a cuckold, wanting her to be taken by another man. The action veers off course, as she and her bull, Angel, push their new cuckold in a new direction.
His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 

    Officer on the Scene: Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well?
Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 

    ‘The Joy’ series: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 

    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 

    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 

    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 

    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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