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CHAPTER ONE

He never thought that his life would turn out this way. He was an outstanding citizen. He paid his taxes, took care of his family, got good grades in school, and so much more. He was still trying to overcome the shock that was coursing through him.

His life would never be the same again. He was hoping that all of this was simply a dream, but no matter how many times he slapped himself, he was never able to wake up from this nightmare. He’d been praying for a shorter sentence. Originally he was given ten years, but after some pleading, they dropped his sentence down to five years.

He felt blessed and lucky to be given such a break. What was bothering him was the fact that he still needed to go to jail. He’d heard so many horrible things about jail. Things that keep him up at night. How was he going to survive this?

What if he was violated? He didn’t want to think too much about that because it sent chills down his spine. What if he got picked on and singled out?

He was also scared because he was the type of person that liked to be in control of his life. He liked to plan everything he did; he was a bit of a control freak. Going to jail was the worst thing that could ever happen to him. This man’s name was Eric Winner, and he did not know how much longer he could deal with all of these trials.

He knew that his mother and everyone else saw him when he got sentenced. His mother completely broke down, and that left Eric feeling like even more of an asshole. How could he make his mother cry like that? He wanted to make her proud. Now he felt that it was too late for that.

Time was ticking, and he’d be put in his cell at any moment now. He was waiting to be escorted into the building. Eric could feel tears gather in his eyes.

This was it.

This was the end of his squeaky clean reputation.

This was the end of his freedom.

This was the end of everything he believed himself to be.

He looked up and prayed for someone to take mercy on him. Sadly no one did.

Eric looked around as he was taken to his cell. As he looked around, he noticed that the walls were bare and made of concrete. Everything seemed to be made of concrete. He’d never get used to the endless grays that surrounded him.

One thing that made him very uncomfortable was the way his cellmate looked at him. Eric could see the hunger in his eyes. He could just feel the other man’s desire. For what, Eric had yet to find out.

Dinner was awkward. Eric hated that he was the new inmate on the block. Everyone was treating him as though he was diseased. He wasn’t affiliated with any of the local gangs, so he couldn’t just go sit with them. Some of the men looked at him like he was a piece of meat.

Eric would never admit this out loud, but he liked the way that some of the men looked at him. He liked how the corner of their mouths lifted into a snide smirk. He wondered what these men were thinking when they looked at him. Some part of him wanted to know what these men would do to him. He wondered if they would make him into their slave or something like that.

All of this was so very new to him. It was all too much. After dinner, he went to take a shower. The showers were filled with other inmates, including his cellmate. He was nervous about being naked around all of these strangers. He took a shower as quickly as he could, making sure not to drop the soap. He’d heard a lot about that. He was hoping that that was simply a myth that got more press than it deserved. He was hoping beyond hope that it was just some funny joke but judging by the way people were looking at him, he guessed not.

He gasped when he felt a shoulder collide with his. He looked up to see his cellmate glaring down at him.

Eric flinched and backed away.

The bigger man gripped his shoulder.

The shower room went suddenly silent as onlookers watched. Eric refused to make eye contact.

“I’m sorry, man,” Eric mumbled

“Look me in my eyes,” the bigger man demanded.

Eric nervously did as he said. The man gripped Eric’s arm.

“My name’s Big Dan. Be kind to me, and I’ll be kind to you, alright boy?”

Eric noticed that Big Dan’s hair was a beautiful shade of red. He was a very intimidating-looking man, but he wasn’t ugly. He was nice looking; he was just a little scary.

Eric nodded, “Okay...okay, Big Dan.”

Big Dan let his arm go, “Good boy...”

The praise sent a jolt to Eric’s cock. He hoped that no one had noticed.

After that, Eric practically curled in on himself. He felt humiliated. He made a note to never get on that man’s bad side. Eric was already terrified when he first got here. Now shit was getting real, and it was just his first damn day.

When he laid down to go to sleep, he hoped to wake up from this bad dream. One day he might just be able to accept this new life.

Breakfast the next morning was just as awkward as dinner. He sat by himself and tried his best to blend in. He didn’t like the mean looks he received. It made him nervous and shaky. If he made one wrong move, he would definitely be punished for it. He still was in shock. He went from having a very cozy life to looking over his shoulder every second of the day.

During recreational time Big Dan pulled him to the side.

“You’re not scared of me, are ya? I didn’t mean to scare ya. I just wanted you to know that we all have roles here. You can join my gang if you need protection. But never ever disrespect the gang, and never ever disrespect me. Ya got that sugartits?”

Eric nodded and looked away sheepishly.

“So, ya wanna join my gang? You’re so cute and little. You need to be protected. Stay with us, and we’ll protect you, pretty boy,” Big Dan said with a smirk.

Eric nodded, “Okay. I’ll join you guys. What do I have to do?”

Big Dan licked his lips, “We’ll get to that another time. For right now, meet the gang really quick.”

Eric followed Big Dan over to his gang, and they all looked very intimidating. Eric really wanted to run the other way. Why did they have to reach out to him of all people? He was little, just like Big Dan said. So why would these thugs want him in their gang? One of the men had tattoos all over his bald head that made him look like a lizard person.

The man opened his mouth and flicked his tongue at him. His tongue was forked. Eric had never seen that face to face before. He saw so many new things. Everything was moving so quickly. Too quickly. What were they planning on doing with him?

The lizard man stepped forward and said, “My name’s Inferno. Nice to meet you.”

All Eric could do was nod. There were seven other men standing around, but they didn’t even acknowledge him.

Big Dan said, “Don’t worry about the rest of them. They won’t speak to you until you are officially one of us. You have to go through your initiation.”

Eric gasped, “I-Initiation? What do you want me to do?”

“Don’t you worry your little head, babydoll? We’ll get there when we get there. Now come, sit with me.” Big Dan said.

Eric nervously sat next to the other man, hoping that he wouldn’t make an enemy out of him. The rest of the gang were joking around, and some of them were playing cards. Big Dan pulled out a box that contained dominos.

“Do you like to play Dominos, Babydoll?” Big Dan asked.

“I’ve never played it before,” Eric replied.

He wondered why Big Dan kept calling him babydoll. Was he really that young-looking? Seriously? Eric wasn’t so comfortable with this little nickname. It made him feel emasculated. He felt weird inside, he didn’t hate the feeling, but it did make him uncomfortable.

Eric watched them play dominos for a while. He was shocked at everyone’s behavior. There was a lot of shouting and name-calling. He just wasn’t used to this kind of environment. He’d played UNO before, but that was nothing like this.

After they played a few rounds, Big Dan turned to Eric and said, “Hey, I’m gonna teach you the ends and outs of this place. It’s dangerous to step out of line or not know where your place is. We have a hierarchy system here. Everyone is assigned a role to play, and if you don’t play it, you’ll get fucked up big time.”

Eric nodded.

“What are the roles?”

“Well, it depends on how long you’ve been in the gang and how much you have done to benefit it. If you work hard enough, you don’t have to worry about each individual role. Just work on what we tell you to, and you’ll be fine,” Big Dan said.

That really didn’t answer Eric’s question. Eric wondered if there even was an answer to his question. Eric spent the rest of the night watching how the others interacted with one another. Everyone seemed as though they knew each other’s entire lives. What if they did? That made Eric feel very out of the loop.

The night went well. Eric didn’t feel like going to bed, but the prison guards were yelling for all of them to return to their cells. Eric got ready for bed, climbed up to the top bunk, and pretended to sleep.

He kept thinking over his life and where he went wrong. He knew that he couldn’t go back in time, but he desperately wanted to. He was broken from his thoughts when he heard Big Dan groan below him. Eric ignored it and instead focused on staring at the ceiling. His cellmate groaned once more, and Eric prayed that he wasn’t doing what he thought he was.

Big Dan moaned and let out a long sigh. Eric could hear skin against skin. It sent heat down to his groin. He really shouldn’t be listening in. Eric didn’t realize that he was this pent up. He bit back a moan when Big Dan whispered something very arousing. He had said he wanted to be ridden. He wanted a tight hole wrapped around his fat cock.

Big Dan was a big man, so Eric could only imagine how big the other man was. The image caused his cock to harden between his legs. He squeezed his legs shut and tried to will his erection away. Big Dan sped up, and it started to shake the bunk bed that they shared

Eric thought about what it would be like to ride the man below him. Would they get caught? What would happen if they did get caught? Would his sentence be extended? Would he be put into solitary confinement?

The more Big Dan moaned, the more he wanted him. This startled Eric because he identified as straight his entire life. He tried to tune out the sounds the other man was making. He wasn’t doing a very good job at it. Eric snaked one of his hands between his thighs and rubbed himself a little.

His mind slowly began to drift off as he pleasured himself. He imagined Big Dan snatching him up and forcing him to ride him. He clasped a hand over his mouth so the other man couldn’t hear his moans and heavy breathing. Eric was too nervous about letting himself come. What if someone found out? What about laundry day? Everyone would know what happened. Eric felt so sexually frustrated, but he didn’t know how he could fix this situation.

He was startled out of his thoughts when Big Dan snatched him from his bed and whispered, “Suck me.”

Eric nervously pulled away. There was nowhere for him to go. He had never been in a situation like this before. He had only heard about this happening in movies. He had to stop himself from screaming when Big Dan yanked him by his hair.

“Hurry up!”

Eric groaned and got on his knees in front of the other man. He was brimming with excitement. He had fantasized about this stuff before but never thought that he’d be given a chance to experience it.

Eric gasped when Big Dan shoved his cock in his mouth. It was huge like he thought it’d be. He was trying his best not to choke on it. It was very difficult to keep his composure. He forced himself to calm down and eagerly sucked and bobbed his head. Eric’s face felt so hot. He felt humiliated and used. He liked it, though. He never knew that he was into this.

He eagerly took more into his mouth. He bobbed his head quickly because he loved the sounds that the bigger man-made above him. Eric moaned as he sped up. Big Dan’s fingers were digging into his scalp, but Eric didn’t mind. He liked the pain.

Eric curiously massaged Big Dan’s balls. He wanted to see the other man’s reaction. The man moaned and whispered, “Keep doin’ it just like that baby... I’m gonna come.”

Eric really wanted to see the other man come, so he went a little faster. It didn’t take very long for Big Dan to come in his mouth.

“Swallow my come baby, be a good boy and swallow for me...fuck...”

Eric nodded and did just that. He gasped when Big Dan pulled down his pants and stroked him. Eric had never been touched like this by another man, so he was struggling internally. He enjoyed the feeling enough to moan and grip Big Dan’s leg.

“Come for me bitch!” Big Dan demanded.

Eric put a hand over his mouth as he went over the edge. He had one of the best orgasms of his life, and it came from another man. He didn’t know how he felt about that. He rode out his orgasm with a shaky sigh.

Big Dan whispered, “You better get used to this! Your training begins now!”

Eric cocked an eyebrow. His training?

“What training?” Eric asked.

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it. You’ll find out soon enough,” Big Dan said before laying down in his bed.

Eric fixed himself and went back to bed. Eric never expected his life to turn out this way. He was very curious about the training he’d be receiving. He wouldn’t admit it out loud, but he’s very excited. He wondered what the training would entail. He hoped that it involved plenty of sex. He thought about all of the things that they would do to him. The last thought he had before he drifted off to sleep was how he could get used to this.


CHAPTER TWO

The next morning, Eric sat with Big Dan and the gang. The guy with all of the tattoos introduced himself.

“Hey dude, I’m Chico. Don’t look so scared! They can sense fear. If you act scared, people will see you as a little bitch.”

“Well, he is a bitch. My bitch. I’m starting his training today,” Big Dan stated.

Everyone at the table gasped.

Chico looked at Eric and asked, “You a sissy fool?”

“Yeah, he is! And he is mine! Back off!” Big Dan commanded.

Chico held his hands up, “Fine.”

“We’re gonna get you to look pretty and dainty for me, okay, babydoll? That is your nickname, by the way. You’re my pretty little babydoll,” Big Dan said.

All Eric could do was nod. Are they going to change his clothes? How?

“Do you know what a sissy is?” Chico asked Eric.

Eric shook his head.

“It means you’ll be dressed up in women’s clothes and forced to be a sex slave. Are you for real down with that?” Chico asked.

“It doesn’t matter if he is or not. I picked him, and that’s the end of the story,” Big Dan said.

“Okay, man,” Chico replied, giving Eric a look of pity.

It couldn’t possibly be that bad, could it?

After breakfast, Eric was taken to the gang’s little hangout. It was kind of hidden, so they had more freedom in their secret space. The men brought Eric up to a small chest. Within the chest was a small bright pink babydoll dress. They helped him get into it and then put a curly wig on him that was bright blond. Eric could not see himself but he felt absolutely ridiculous.

Big Dan looked thrilled.

“You are such a gorgeous babydoll. I wanna fuck you right here, right now. Spin around for me.”

Eric did as he was told, and Big Dan looked at him with an expression that Eric couldn’t place. The look didn’t look threatening, but it wasn’t nice looking either. Big Dan looked excited. For what he did not know.

Big Dan asked, “Do you know what you’re expected to do for me as my sissy?”

Eric shook his head no.

“You are expected to do everything that I request of you. No matter what it is. Your job is to work to keep me happy and sexually satisfied all while being feminine and womanly, got it?”

Eric nodded.

“Good.”

He played around with Eric’s dress before lifting it up.

“Look at this view, boys. Bend over more, babydoll. I’m trying to show off your perky little ass.”

Eric did as he was told while blushing like crazy. Eric heard the chest open up again. After a few moments, he could hear something being squeezed out of a tube. Eric gasps when he feels something cold press up against his hole. He barely had time to compose himself before Big Dan shoved a finger inside of him.

It felt really strange at first, and Eric didn’t care much for it until a spot inside of him was lightly brushed. The feeling made his knees weak. He didn’t think that this stuff could actually feel good.

All Eric could do was pant as Big Dan put a second finger inside of him. Eric never thought that this would happen to him and he hated that he was enjoying it. Big Dan rubbed his spot again, and Eric lets out a low moan in response.

“You’re such a filthy fucking slut, Babydoll!” Big Dan exclaimed.

Eric could only moan in response. He wanted more. He just didn’t know what he wanted more of. Did he want to be penetrated? He wasn’t quite sure. Eric was really losing himself in the sensations when a guard walked up to them.

“Don’t worry about lil’ ol’ me boys...I want to see the show too. Or better yet I want in on it,” the guard grumbled.

Big Dan practically growls, “What do you want?”

“I want pretty boy over there to suck me off. If he does that, I will keep this little section of the prison a secret. If he doesn’t suck me off, I’m snitching,” The guard said, crossing his arms.

Big Dan sighed and pushed Eric forward. Eric nervously stood in front of the man. The guard unzipped his pants and took himself out. He was already a little hard. Eric got on his knees and sucked him as quickly as he could. He wanted this situation to be over with. He hastily sucked while trying different techniques to see what the man liked more.

The guard threaded his fingers through Eric’s hair and forced his head to bob faster, “Fuck...this little bitch is talented!”

Eric moaned at the compliment. It sent heat directly to his groin. He felt hot all over. Mostly from the embarrassment of doing this in front of so many people. He ignored his feelings of shame and continued. He looked up at the guard, and the pleasure he was experiencing was written all over his face.

The guard suddenly started fucking Eric’s face. Eric tried to keep himself together. His gag reflex was freaking out and he could hardly breathe. He was struggling to keep up with the pace that the guard had set. Eric lets go and lets the man fuck his throat. He relaxed into it so that it wouldn’t be so painful. After a short while of this, the guard pulled out and came all over the sissy man’s face.

After coming down from his orgasm, the guard whispered to Eric, “Welcome to prison sissy boy.”

The guard fixed himself and said, “Be on your best behavior, boys. I’ll be watching!”

After the guard left Big Dan rushed up to Eric and cleaned off his face, “That fucking piece of shit. I swear I’ll fuck his ass up one of these days! He knows that you’re mine. He just did that lowdown shit to get a reaction out of me!”

Chico said, “We’ll get him someday, boss don’t you worry.”

All Eric could do was sigh and slump against Big Dan. The day just started, and he was already exhausted. Big Dan scooped him up.

“You are mine! Okay, Babydoll? You belong to me. Every now and then someone else from our gang will fuck you, and I’m okay with that. What I’m not okay with is you fucking people outside of our gang okay? I let the guard fuck you because he has the scoop on us. Just remember that you belong to us babydoll.”

Eric nodded.

The guards yelled that rec time was over, so they quickly helped Eric change out of the dress into his normal prison jumpsuit. Eric tried to keep it together as they left their little section of the prison. He was in shock and kept trying to calm himself. This was all just too much for him. The thing that shocked him the most was that he was okay with being referred to as a babydoll. He was even okay with giving blow jobs. He wondered what anal sex would feel like. He enjoyed being fingered very much. He wondered if being penetrated would feel just as good.

The thought of being penetrated sent a chill down his spine. He wondered if Big Dan was going to be rough with him or would he be gentle. Big Dan didn’t seem like the gentle type.

Back in their cell, Big Dan ran his hand over Eric, caressing his manhood. Eric shivered at his touch. Big Dan bent down and planted a hard kiss on Eric’s lips. He pulled back and reached under the mattress in his cot. He pulled out a tiny piece of lingerie and something that looked like a metal cork.

“I can’t keep too much in here, encase the cell gets tossed, but this is easy to hide. I want you to wear this under your jumpsuit at all times. Just make sure you take it off before taking a shower.”

Eric took the piece of clothing and stared at it.

“Well, what are you waiting on? Strip,” Big Dan barked.

Eric removed his jumpsuit and slipped the lace piece of clothing on. It didn’t cover much of anything. His dick could clearly be seen through it, but the way the lace rubbed across it felt good.

“Alright, bend over and grab your ankles. We’re going to do some training. I had planned on doing this outside, but the guard messed that up.”

Eric bent over and grabbed his ankle. His mind raced with what was going to happen next. He felt Big Dan rub his fingers around the rim of his ass. It felt like there was still lube on his ass, so when his fingers slid inside of him, they did so with ease. Eric moaned when Big Dan rubbed across that special place.

He pulled his fingers out. Then, Eric felt a cold piece of metal press against his ass. He gasped as his ass stretched to all the biggest part of the metal to slid inside of him. His ass closed around it, holding it in place.

“I made this butt plug in shop class. You’d be surprised at the quality of tools they have. You don’t need to worry; it’s safe for your bottom. I have several different sizes, and we’ll work you up to bigger sizes.”

Eric stayed bent over as he listened to Big Dan. It seemed he was going to be gentle since he was using the butt plugs to help get Eric’s ass ready for what would happen to it. Still, there was a part of him that wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked.

“Stand up, babydoll. I’m not taking that out of your ass. You have to wear it.”

Eric slowly stood up. It felt weird having that in his ass. When he turned around, he saw that Big Dan had his junk in his hands.

“You look real pretty dressed in that. How about we put that mouth to good use again?”

Eric got down on his knees and took Big Dan’s dick in his mouth. He was a lot bigger than the guard that had face fucked him. However, he enjoyed Big Dan’s dick a lot more. He bobbed up and down on his dick while he balled with his balls.

“Stroke yourself while you suck me,” Big Dan ordered.

Eric’s hand found his growing manhood between his legs. With a couple of strokes, he was hard.

“Yeah… just like that. God… your great with your mouth. The others are going to love you.”

Eric felt himself getting closer to coming. He moaned as Big Dan grabbed his head and shoved himself deep down his throat. He started to face fuck, Eric. He was a lot better at it than the guard had been. This sent the last rush of excitement that Eric needed to make him come. A little while later, Big Dan groaned and came into Eric’s mouth. Eric greedily swallowed the load.

“Get dressed; we’ve got work duty,” Big Dan said.

Eric followed him down the hall to their assigned workstation. Sure enough, the rest of Big Dan’s gang was assigned to the same work duty. They were huddled in a corner and looked over as Big Dan, and Eric walked in. Eric walked a bit funny given the butt plug that was shoved up his ass.

“Get to work, guys,” Big Dan barked.

All but one of the group started to work. Chico was still staring at them as they closed in on their table.

“Alright, Chico, if you’re ready, I think he’s ready for you,” Big Dan said, “Oh, and look at this.”

Big Dan reached over and opened the jumpsuit to reveal the lingerie Eric was wearing. All of the guys looked at him like he was a piece of meat.  Eric wondered what he was supposed to be ready for.

“I suppose I should tell you that each plug I made matches the girth of each of us in the gang. You go from smallest to largest. It won’t take long before you are ready for the largest, and that’s Inferno over there. You think I’m big, just wait. Chico’s the smallest, but don’t let that fool you. He knows how to use it.”

Chico took Eric’s hand and led him to the corner. The others created a wall of sorts to block what the two men were getting ready to do. It wasn’t long before the room was filled with people using power tools, so they couldn’t hear what was going on.

Eric stripped his jumpsuit off at Chico’s request. Chico reached and pulled on the butt plug. It slid out of his ass with a slight pop, making Eric gasp and his dick to twitch with excitement.

Chico rubbed his dick around the rim of Eric’s opened ass and slid inside before it relaxed closed. The sensation of Chico’s dick sliding inside his ass was something else. It wasn’t the best sensation, but then he hit that spot. With each slow thrust, he would hit that same spot. Eric moaned softly at the amazing sensation that Chico was creating within him. It was like nothing he had ever felt before.

But Chico’s gentle movements were over. He grabbed the back of the lingerie he was wearing and slammed himself deep inside of him. Big Dan was right. Chico might have been the smallest, but he knew what he was doing. Eric reached out and grabbed the wall to keep from falling over. His moans grew louder as Chico grunted in his ear with each thrust. Chico reached a hand around and grabbed Eric’s hardening dick and allowed the movement of his thrusts to help him stork Eric.

Chico tensed as he shoved into Eric’s coming like never before. A few more strokes and Eric came, covering the wall with his white seed. After Chico stepped back, he started to cover himself, but Big Dan put a hand on his back.

“Hold on.”

Eric’s ass was still trying to relax when Big Dan came up and slid another butt plug inside of him. Eric could tell it was bigger because it hurt just a bit as his ass slid around it.

“Moose gets you next,” Big Dan said.

Eric looked over to where Moose stood. The tall evil-looking man winked at him and blew him a kiss. Big Dan showed Eric what to do during their work detail, and then they all headed to lunch.

It was just lunch and Eric had already given two blow jobs and been fucked. Sitting with the butt plug was extremely uncomfortable, but something about it turned him on. He didn’t say much since nobody would talk to him anyway. Every now and then, Big Dan would reach a hand under the table and cup his junk, squeezing it just slightly.

By the time they headed back outside for a little more yard time, Eric was trying to had his hard-on. They went back over to the secret space in the yard where they dressed Eric in a dress and put the bright blond wig back on him.

Moose stepped up and pushed Eric against the storage building. They were facing each other. Moose grabbed the plug and ripped it out of his ass, and just as quickly shoved his dick inside of him. Eric screamed out. While it did hurt, it made Eric excited and harder than he was when they first stepped outside.

Moose lifted Eric up, holding a leg in each arm and cupped his Eric’s ass in his hands. Eric’s back rested against the wall of the building as Moose banged him. The others watched as Moose destroyed his ass. At first, Moose scared Eric, but now he was getting into it. He moaned as Moose fuck his ass. He could see that Big Dan was stroking himself as he watched. Chico was on the lookout, but the others were enjoying the show just as much as Big Dan.

Eric’s dick bounced with every thrust Moose made. He grew closer to another orgasm. To his surprise, Moose bent his head down and licked the tip of Eric’s dick. He sucked as much of Eric’s dick as he could given his height. A few seconds later, Eric came inside of Moose’s mouth. Moose didn’t swallow. Instead, he spits the come on Eric’s face.

The other men cheered him on when he did that. Eric thought it was gross, but part of him was turned on as well. Moose continued to fuck Eric’s ass until he finally came, adding a second load of come to Eric’s ass. Since he had been wearing the butt plug, Chico’s come hadn’t dripped out. Moose eased Eric’s legs back to the ground as Big Dan came up and slid another butt plug into his ass. This one was a lot bigger than Moose had been.

Eric looked around. He hadn’t taken the time before to see how many men were in this gang. There were three men standing there that he hadn’t fucked yet, so he had three more to fuck before his training was over.

“Babydoll, you are going to be a fun addition to our gang once you are fully initiated. Skinny is next. He’ll get you right after dinner. Then you’ll get me in the shower tonight. We’ll let your rest overnight, and then you get Inferno in the morning during our yard time.”

Eric couldn’t say anything. He simply nodded. His ass was sore, but he wasn’t getting to relax anytime soon. Yet he couldn’t stop thinking about how much he wanted more. It was like the first time with Chico was all it took for him to get hooked. He had never had such amazing orgasms in his life. Even though his own come was drying to his face, he wanted more.

After dinner, the guys led Eric to a hidden spot inside of the gym. Eric undressed quickly and bent over. Skinny came up behind him and pushed him over so that he laid on the floor with just his ass in the air. Eric found himself wondering why they all fucked him so that his ass was in the air. He wanted to sit on somebody’s dick and control the movements.

A second later, Skinny pulled the butt plug out and slid his huge hard cock in his ass. Eric was hard as soon as Skinny’s dick hit that special spot. Eric moaned into the floor. As Skinny shoved himself deep inside of him. Skinny’s dick was so big that it constantly hit Eric’s spot. He grunted and came quickly, shooting his come across the floor.

“Damn… You got him to come quicker than the others,” Big Dan murmured.

Skinny just grunted back and rammed inside of Eric over and over again. Skinny tenses as he reached the edge, and with one last thrust, he came in Eric’s ass, filling it with its third load of come.

Once he stepped back, Big Dan came up and slid another butt plug in his ass. Eric’s ass tried to resist the size of this one, but with a little coercion, it slid inside. Eric groaned as his ass relaxed around it. Bid Dan helped him to his feet and got him dressed.

“There’s a bigger purpose to the butt plugs than getting you ready for the next guy, but you’ll find that out later, babydoll.”

A few hours later, the guys headed to the shower. They had the shower to themselves because they waited until later in the evening to go. The others took a post to watch for anybody while Big Dan took Eric to the corner. He reached and eased the butt plug out and slid his dick in. Eric groaned at the size of Big Dan.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day, babydoll. We’re going to have a real good time. It just sucks I can’t have you tonight in our cell. You’ll be all sealed up waiting for Inferno.”

Big Dan pushed him up against the wall. He held him like Moose had earlier. He screamed as Big Dan began fucking him. He wasn’t gentle. He was one of the roughest men he had fucked that day. It might also have been that his ass hadn’t gotten much rest.

But the crazy thing happened where he started to like it. The pain magically turned into pleasure, and his dick began to twitch to life. Big Dan began to grunt and moan as he fucked Eric harder. He filled with warmth as he grew closer to orgasm. As soon as Eric felt Big Dan’s hot load land in his as, he came, covering himself and Big Dan with his come.

Big Dan slid out and with a quick hand, shoved the last butt plug up his ass. He wasn’t kidding when it was the biggest. The men showered and then made their way to their cells for the late bed check.

Eric fell to sleep almost as soon as his head hit the pillow. The prison was a lot. Everything had happened so quickly that he hadn’t had the chance to think things through. Not that it would have made any difference. Big Dan had made it very clear he was going to be his sissy no matter what.

As soon as seven rolled around, the guards came through and woke everybody up. Eric rolled over, having forgotten he was still wearing a butt plug. His ass was sore, and it was likely not going to feel normal any time soon.

“Come on, babydoll. The sooner we get breakfast over with, the sooner you can become an official member,” Big Dan said, slapping Eric on the ass.

He jumped from the pain the slap caused, but he got dressed and ready quickly. He followed Big Dan out. The others had already gotten their food and had scarfed most of it down. Big Dan and Eric ate as quickly as possible, and they all headed out to the yard and to their secret place.

The guard that had fucked Eric’s face the day before watched and blew Eric a kiss as they walked past. Big Dan took notice and put a possessive arm around Eric.

Once in their corner, Eric dressed in another feminine outfit. This time it was a skirt and a red wig. Inferno came forward and grabbed Eric’s arms, pulling them behind him with one hand. With the other, he threw the skirt up and pulled the plug out.

He slammed his cock inside of Eric, causing him to scream. But like the night before, the pain quickly melted into pleasure and Eric became hard. He moaned loudly as Inferno hit his pleasure spot over and over again.

“Fuck him, Inferno. Rip his asshole apart,” Big Dan shouted, slapping Inferno on the ass to encourage him.

Inferno took off, slamming in and out of Eric’s ass like a crazy person. Eric moaned louder and louder. He had no control over his body. Inferno was holding him up and his legs were about to complexly collapse. He had never felt anything like this. His dick was as hard as it could get and seconds later, he came.

“Fuck, he came. Make him come again,” Chico said.

Inferno grunted in agreement and kept his speed. Before long, Eric felt himself getting hard again. His mind wasn’t even working anymore. The only thing that worked about him was his penis. Sure enough, Eric came again. Seconds later, Inferno shot his load inside of Eric’s ass, mixing with all of the come from the day before.

“Eric, one last thing you have to do, you’ve got to push all that come out of your ass,” Big Dan said.

“That’s it?” Eric said through sighs.

“Yeah, we enjoy seeing it ooze out and hearing the farts the ass makes.”

Eric squatted down and pushed as if he was using the bathroom. In seconds his ass shot out the come that it had held. Inferno’s was still hot and sticky. His ass made a bunch of noise as the others dipped out. The men cheered as he cleared his ass.

“You’re officially part of the gang,” Big Dan announced.

Eric has happy. He had protection now, and the sex was over with. At least that’s what he thought. But he had forgotten something Big Dan had said earlier. He was the gangs sissy. That’s what he was going to bring to the group.


CHAPTER THREE

A week passed without any of the gang members fucking Eric. This only reinforced Eric’s belief that he wouldn’t have to have sex with them again. However, he found himself fantasizing about the men at night, especially Big Dan. There was something special about Big Dan, or it could have been because he could hear him in the bunk below him.

Then one night, Big Dan woke Eric up. He had opened Eric’s jumpsuit and was stroking his cock before Eric even realized what was happening. When he realized what was happening, he jumped.

“Easy there, babydoll. I hear you tossing and turning all night. You sleep better when you get off. Just wanted to help you out. You’ve helped me out several times this week,” Big Dan said.

“What are you talking about? We’ve not had sex since I got into the gang.”

“You are a very heavy sleeper. You never noticed an odd taste in your mouth when you get up?”

Eric thought about it. He had woke up several times with what he thought was just morning breath.

“Seriously?”

Eric was more upset that Big Dan hadn’t woke him up to fuck him than he was that he was fucking his mouth.

“You’re my sissy, babydoll. I can do with you what I want when I want. Remember?”

“Yeah, I know. I would just like to be awake when it happens.”

“I’ll remember that for next time. Since you’re awake now…”

Eric hopped out of his bed and dropped to his knees. He took Big Dan’s cock in his mouth and began sucking the length of him.

“No, no. I want your ass.”

Big Dan laid a blanket and a pillow on the floor and laid down. It was going to happen. Eric was going to get to feel what it was like to ride Big Dan. It was like what he had managed the first night as he laid in his bed listening to Big Dan jack off.

“Come on, lower yourself on my cock,” Big Dan said.

Eric straddled Big Dan and lowered him onto his cock. His ass hadn’t been fucked in a week, so it was a little tight. He felt the tip pass through his tight hole when Big Dan reached up and took Eric’s hips and pushed his hips, shoving his dick all the way inside.

“I don’t do this slow and gentle, babydoll. When we fuck, we fuck,” Big Dan said.

Eric groaned as his ass clenched around Big Dan’s size. Eric began to move up and down on Big Dan. Being on top felt amazing. He could really feel Big Dan’s size stretching him. But it become very clear that while he may have been on top, he was not the one that was in charge.

Big Dan, still holding onto Eric’s hips, began to thrust in out of Eric. New sensations ripped through Eric as his dick became hard from Big Dan’s movements.

“Fuck… babydoll, you are suck a good sissy… Oh, God! You ass… uh…”

Big Dan couldn’t finish his sentence. His breathing was too heavy as he was overcome with excitement as he started to come. Suddenly he stopped, burying his ass deep in Eric’s ass.

“I want this to last. I’m not ready to come yet.”

Eric nodded has he sighed. The feel of the dick in his ass was almost too much. He felt himself reaching the edge. He began to stroke his dick when Big Dan stopped him.

“I like to suck a guy off every once in awhile,” Big Dan said, “Fuck my face, babydoll.”

Eric was surprised by this request. He hadn’t figured Big Dan to be willing to receive, but he was pretty adamant. He slid himself off of Big Dan’s dick and knelt over his head. Big Dan happily took Eric’s dick in his mouth.

Eric moved his hips up and down, sliding the length of him in and out of Big Dan’s mouth. His had an amazing mouth. He had the perfect amount of suction that made it hard for Eric to hold on.

Eric felt the warmth envelope him as he fucked Big Dan’s face. It wasn’t long before he felt his dick twitch as he came in Big Dan’s mouth. He moved back, letting his softening dick fall from Big Dan’s mouth.

“That was good, babydoll. Now on all fours. It’s time for me to finish in your ass.”

Eric got on all fours and Big Dan got behind him. He shoved his hard cock inside Eric’s ass. The second he touched that special spot, Eric got hard again. Big Dan fucked Eric’s ass hard and fast. Ripples of excitement and ecstasy coursed through Eric until he felt himself reaching the edge once more.

He didn’t want to come until Big Dan did. He tried to focus on other things to keep his mind off of the sensations in his ass. Then he felt the distinctive twitch of the dick in his ass. As soon as he felt the first shots of hot come squirt inside of him, he let loose and came.

Big Dan grunted and pushed himself deep within Eric, filling his hole with hot come. He slid his softening dick out of Eric’s ass and went flopped back in his bed.

“You’re a good sissy, babydoll. How long is your sentence?”

“Five years.”

“Oh, that’s good. I get your for five years. And guess what?”

“What?” Eric asked, sitting on their shared toilet and squeezing the come out of his ass.

“I’m supposed to get out then as well. As long as I don’t get into any trouble that gets time added. We can keep up with our fuck sessions even after prison.”

Eric’s first reaction was dred. How as he going to explain something like that to his family. He wasn’t gay, yet he was enjoying sex with men immensely. Then another thought occurred to him. The chances that they both of them would get out in five years were slim. He could be released early for good behavior, or Big Dan could have extra time tacked on. It would be the first time he had years added for bad behavior.

Then again, the idea of staying Big Dan’s sissy felt exhilarating. He crawled up in his bed thing about what it would be like if he continued to fuck Big Dan outside of prison.

“What do you think? You want to stay my sissy even after prison?”

“I… I think it would be interesting.”

“There is so much more we could do outside of these walls. We could have so much more sex, and we wouldn’t have to hide away from guards.”

Eric listened to Big Dan talk about what they could do during their time on the outside. As he listened, he reached down and started to stroke himself. He hadn’t realized he was getting turned on by all of this until he felt his balls tighten and the warmth of his come fall on his hands.

“You like that idea don’t you, babydoll? I can hear your jacking off.”

“Mhm.”

That’s all Eric could say.

As he sentence wore on, Eric was fucked regularly by the men of the gang. Some of them were polite and asked. Others, like Inferno, would just grab him up and start fucking him. He liked those the best. He liked the pain that melted into pleasure as his ass got used to feeling of the huge dick. A couple of months later, a new guy came in that Inferno invited to join the gang. This guy was bigger than Inferno, and Eric enjoyed fucking him immensely. Some of the guys even started letting Eric fuck them. They were all surprised as the size of his dick.

However, he still got  more pleasure when he was alone at night with Big Dan. There was something about the way he called him babydoll and destroyed his ass that made it more enjoyable.
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Ronald was shaking from head to toe. Carl felt his orgasm building and grabbed hold of Ronald’s hips. He began thrusting harder and faster into Ronald.

“God, Carl, faster, harder…”

Just as Carl exploded deep inside Ronald’s ass, Ronald shot another load across his own chest. Carl released Ronald’s legs and arms. He laid his head against Ronald’s stomach, his softening manhood still buried deep inside Ronald’s ass. Carl rubbed Ronald’s arms and legs until he stopped shaking.

Ronald reached down and ran his fingers through Carl’s hair. The two men laid in each other’s arms for what seemed liked forever until Carl’s softened manhood slid out of Ronald’s ass. Ronald shivered. Carl crawled up beside Ronald and kissed him. Ronald placed his head on Carl’s chest and was asleep in no time.

Ronald didn’t know how long he had been asleep, but he woke up with a warm mouth sucking his growing manhood.

“Mmmm…”

Carl smiled around Ronald’s erection in his mouth. He sucked hard on Ronald’s manhood and popped it out of his mouth.

“Sorry, did I wake you?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

Ronald didn’t say anything. Did he really want Carl to know that he enjoyed having his manhood sucked by another man? Did he want Carl to know that he loved sucking his manhood? All he knew at that moment as he was hard, and he wanted to make love to this gorgeous black man who was sitting between his legs.

“No, but…”
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CHAPTER ONE

Ronald was on his way to work when his car suddenly began making a weird clanking noise. He sees a service station with two garage doors down in the distance. He hopes his car will make it there. He puts on his hazard lights and steers his car into the service station.

He gets out and goes into the service station. There is an attractive girl behind the counter that Ronald guesses to be between 25 and 30. She is wearing very short cut-off jeans with a top that barely covers her breasts. She is wearing a name tag that reads “Trixie.”

Ronald clears his throat, “Hello, Trixie, is there a mechanic on duty? My car started making a weird noise down the road.”

Trixie pops her chewing gum a few times and walks over to a door. She opens the door and yells, “Carl, got a customer.” She turns back to Ronald. “He’ll be here in a minute.”

Ronald thanks Trixie and walks around the “waiting area,” looking at all the old pin-up calendars still on the wall. He had his back to the door when Carl walked through it. Ronald jumped when Carl spoke.

“You the one having car problems?”

Ronald turns around to see a large black man wearing mechanic’s overalls covered in grease. His arms were bare and extremely muscular. He was wiping grease off of his hands onto a dirty rag. Ronald wasn’t even sure he was getting any grease off of his hands at this point. Something deep inside Ronald seemed to stir to life.

Ronald cleared his throat again and tugged at his tie. “Um, yes, sir, I was going to work when my car just started making a clanking noise. Do you have time to look at it?”

“I have a few other cars ahead of yours, but they are simple fixes. I should be able to get to yours by lunchtime.”

Ronald shifted from foot to foot. “I really need to get to work. Do you have a car I can borrow until mine is fixed?”

Carl’s laughed boomed off of the walls. Ronald jumped. “Son, I’m not Hertz. Trixie can give you a ride to work, but you are on your own from there.”

“Okay, about how long do you think it will take you?”

“I won’t know until I have a look at it.”

Ronald pulled at his tie again and took a business card out of his shirt pocket. “I guess that will work. Here’s my card. It has my home, cell, and business numbers on it. Just give me a call and let me know how much it will be before you do anything. I’m on a very tight budget and don’t want to spend too much. Here are the keys. It’s the metallic blue Mercedes.”

Carl took the card and keys and put them on the counter in front of Trixie. “Hey, Trix, can you give….”

“Ronald.”

“… Ronald a ride to work?”

Trixie had been mindlessly looking through a magazine while playing with her gum. She looked up, smiled, and said: “Sure, Carl, be glad too.”

She grabbed her purse from behind the counter and walked around the counter. “Come on, sugar, let’s get you to work.”

Ronald pulled at his tie one more time and followed Trixie out to her car. To Ronald’s surprise, she climbed into a large red Chevrolet 4 X 4 extended cab truck. Ronald got in, buckled up, and hung on as Trixie drove 15 miles over the speed limit into town. She had Ronald in front of his office building in no time at all. Ronald turned to Trixie and thanked her, climbed down out of the truck, and made his way into the building.

Ronald’s friend, Patrick, was walking down the sidewalk just as Ronald closed the truck door.

“Hey, Ron, did I just see you climb out of that big, red 4 X 4?”

“Yeah, my car started making a weird noise on the way to work. I dropped it off at that service station out on Route 10. He’s supposed to call me sometime today to let me know what’s wrong and how much it’s going to cost. That was Trixie; she gave me a ride.”

Patrick winked and elbowed his friend. “I bet she did….”

“No, Pat, you know I don’t do things like that.”

“I know, but you gave me the perfect opening to tease you.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

The friends began walking into the building. They both swiped their cards to get into the building and walked to the elevators. When the elevators opened and closed, Patrick turned to Ronald.

“Do you have any idea what happened?”

“You know me. I barely know how to put gas in my car. I don’t have any idea what could be wrong with it.”

“Do you need me to take you home?”

“That would be great if you don’t mind. I’ll pay you gas money.”

“No problem. That’s what friends are for.”

Ronald and Patrick get off on different floors, and Ronald makes his way to his office alone. He tries his best to stay focused on the tasks in front of him. Soon after lunch, his cell phone rings.

“Hello.”

“Hey, Ronald, it’s Carl. I finally got around to looking at your car. It sounds to me like it might just be the U-joint on the drive shaft.”

“Is that expensive?”

“No, with labor and all, it won’t be but a couple hundred dollars.”

“Okay, that sounds great. How soon will you have it done?”

“I should have it done by the end of the day.”

Ronald went back to work in good spirits. At the end of the day, he asked Patrick if he cared to drop him by the mechanics to get his car. Patrick agreed, and they headed off toward the garage.

When Patrick pulled into the parking lot of the garage, he didn’t see his car. He figured it was being cleaned or something and walked into the office area. There stood Trixie.

“Hello, Trixie; I’m here to get my car.”

“Oh, hey, hun, I don’t think your car is ready. Carl has it on the rack now.”

“I talked to him at lunch, and he said it was just the U-joint on the driveshaft or something like that, and it would be done by the end of the day.”

“I don’t think it is. Let me go ask.”

Trixie walked out into the garage area. She talked to Carl and then pointed at Ronald. Carl took the same dirty rag and began wiping his hands as he walked toward Ronald. 
 

“Hey, Ronald, I tried to call, but you had already left work, and I couldn’t get through to your cell number.”

Ronald took his phone out of his pocket and noticed he didn’t have any service. “Sorry, I guess my phone doesn’t get a signal out here. So, what’s going on with my car?”

“Well, once I got into the suspension, it was a lot more than just the U-joint. I checked the CV joints and replaced them, but that didn’t stop the clanking sound either. I had to take your differential apart and found that the third member was completely gone. It is going to take me about a week to get the parts here and get them fixed. I’ll give you a call toward the end of the week to let you know how it’s going.”

“Okay, I guess if that’s what’s wrong, it needs to be fixed. How much more is this going to cost?”

“It’s hard to say right now.”

“Fine, just don’t go too much over $1,000.”

“I’ll do my best.”

Ronald, feeling defeated, walked back to Patrick’s car. He got in and buckled his seat belt.

“I’m glad you waited. My car won’t be ready until the end of the week.”

“I’m sorry, what did they say was wrong with it?”

“I don’t know something about a member inside a differential or something like that.”

“Oh, man, that sounds rough.”

“Yeah, can I bum rides all week? I’ll pay for the gas.”

“Sure, no problem.”

Patrick drove Ronald home in silence. Patrick knew Ronald had been going through a rough time since his wife divorced him and took him to the cleaners. He didn’t have many friends, and those just used him for his money. Since his wife got most of his money in the divorce, his so-called friends had just left him behind. Patrick had known Ronald since high school, and they had been friends ever since.

The week passed by as slowly as Ronald figured it would. When Friday finally rolled around, he was both excited and nervous. He hadn’t heard anything from Carl all week, but Trixie had called after lunch and said he could pick up his car that evening. Ronald was a nervous wreck as Patrick drove him to the service station.

“Do you want me to stay this time?”

“No, you’ve got your daughter’s recital tonight; I’ll find a way home if my car isn’t fixed.”

“Okay, if you are sure.”

“I’m sure.” Ronald waved at Patrick as he drove away. Ronald walked into the office of the garage, and there stood Trixie.

“Hey, sugar, Carl is just wiping your car down now. He’ll bring it around in a minute.”

“Okay, thanks. Do you know how much I owe him?”

“No, he takes care of all that. I just answer the phone.”

It wasn’t long before Carl walked into the office, wiping his hands on what looked like the same rag from Monday. He looked at Trixie.

“You can go on home, Trix. I can finish up here.”

“Okay, have a good weekend, Carl.”

“You, too, be safe.”

Trixie grabbed her purse and bounced out of the office. She started her truck, and off she drove. Carl turned toward Ronald. Ronald was standing there pulling at his tie again.

“Well now, Ronald, let me get your bill.”

Ronald took out his wallet with shaking hands. Carl shuffled through some papers. “Here it is. Looks like your total came to $3500.”

“$3500, are you serious? I asked you not to go over $1000. I don’t have that kind of money right now. Can I make payments?”

“Nope, I’m sorry. I tried to do that with other people, but they didn’t pay me. So I stopped letting anyone do it. If you can’t pay in full, I will have to hold the car until you have the total payment.”

“I need my car. I can’t keep asking my friend to drive me to and from work.”

Ronald began pacing around the office, wringing his hands and mumbling to himself. Carl smiled to himself. If he played his cards right, he could have a lot of fun with Ronald.

“Well, I do have an idea that could help you out.”

“Really? What is it?”

“Why don’t we go into the back room where we will have more privacy.”

Ronald wasn’t sure why they would need any privacy, but he didn’t want anyone to know he was having financial problems if somebody were to walk in. Ronald followed Carl to a room off of the back of the garage. Carl took out a key ring and unlocked a padlock that was on the door.

Carl walked through the door, and Ronald followed. Ronald’s eyes grew wide when Carl turned on the lights. This wasn’t a private office. It looked like some kind of sex dungeon to Ronald. Carl walked to a set of doors and opened them.

“Ronald, I need you to come here.”

Ronald turned to leave the room. Carl hit a button on the wall, and the big steel doors clanged shut. Ronald pulled on the handles, but it was locked. Ronald turned around slowly and walked over to Carl. Carl reached into the closet and pulled out a dress.

“I need you to put on this dress and sit down there and put on some makeup.”

“I… I… I can’t do that. You can’t make me do that.”

“Ronald, do you want your car?”

Ronald hung his head. He knew he didn’t have a choice if he wanted to get his car back. He took the dress from Carl.

“Can I have some privacy, please?”

“Since you asked nicely, sure. Before you try to find one, there isn’t any other way out of this room except the door you came in, and it is locked tight.”

Ronald nodded. Carl walked out into the room and looked for some “toys” to have some fun with.

Ronald took off his suit and laid them over the chair as neatly as he could. He unzipped the dress and stepped into it. He pulled it up over his hips and body. He reached behind him and zipped up the dress. He looked at himself in the mirror, and to his surprise, the dress didn’t look all that bad on him. He sat down in the chair and picked up the makeup brushes. He had watched his wife enough, and he hoped he could make himself look presentable. He applied eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, rouge, and last but not least, some lipstick. Ronald stood and almost didn’t recognize the person looking back at him. He squared his shoulders and decided to go find Carl.


CHAPTER TWO

Ronald walked out of the walk-in closet and found Carl had changed his clothes, too. Carl was standing in the middle of the room wearing nothing but a pair of leather bikinis and boots. He had a leather paddle in his hands. One side was smooth, but the other side had metal studs on it.

“Oh, my, look at you!! You look very nice.”

“Th… Thanks, I guess.”

“Hey, don’t be too hard on yourself. You are very pretty.”

Ronald just shrugged. He found it too hard to make eye contact with Carl, so he just kept his head down. Carl slowly walked toward Ronald. Once his boots were touching Ronald’s toes, he took the paddle and placed it under Ronald’s chin. Ronald flinched. Carl slowly lifted Ronald’s face so he could look him in the eye.

“Ronald, you are very pretty.”  Carl slowly brought his head down and captured Ronald’s lips in a kiss.

Ronald stiffened up. Carl licked his tongue across Ronald’s lips. Ronald began pushing against Carl’s chest. He pulled his mouth away from Carl’s.

“I’m sorry, I can’t do this.”

Ronald started to walk back toward the walk-in closet, but Carl grabbed him by the arm. “Let me explain something to you, Ronald. If you don’t have the money you owe me to me by the end of the day tomorrow, you won’t ever see your car again. If you want your car, you will play along and have some fun.”

“I’m not gay.”

“Hey, buddy, I’m not gay. I’m married, and I have children. I just like having sex with men every now and then.”

“So, what do you do see a man who is obviously having a hard time and just decide to take advantage of him? How can you live with yourself?”

“I see a man who makes me horny, and I want to teach that a man loving another man is a beautiful thing. I was hoping you would play along, but if I have to get bossy, I will.”

Ronald just shook his head. “I can’t.”

“I think you can.” Carl reached out, put his arm around Ronald’s waist, and pulled Ronald against his chest. Carl captured Ronald’s lips again. Carl brought his hands around and grabbed both of Ronald’s arms, and pulled them behind Ronald’s back. He wrapped his big hand around both of Ronald’s hands and held them behind Ronald’s back. Carl deepened the kiss and thrust his tongue deep into Ronald’s mouth.

To Ronald’s surprise, his tongue met Carl’s in a duel. Carl tasted like peanut butter and jelly, and if Ronald wasn’t wrong, it was strawberry jelly. Carl broke the kiss but didn’t release Ronald’s hands.

“Now, I want you to suck me.”

Ronald tried his best to pull away, but Carl was twice his size and extremely strong. Using just one hand, Carl pulled his leather bikinis down, and his large 12-inch, semi-hard manhood sprang free. Ronald was shaking his head and trying his best to get away from Carl. Carl twisted Ronald’s arms a bit, and Ronald was on his knees. Ronald shut his eyes and wrinkled his nose; he just knew that Carl was going to smell horribly like sweat and grease, but to his surprise, Carl smelled fresh, almost like he had just taken a shower. Ronald kept his eyes shut because he just couldn’t look at Carl’s enlarged manhood.

“Ronald, look at me.”

Ronald just shook his head harder.

“I said to look at me.”

Carl pulled on Ronald’s arms a bit harder. Ronald groaned in pain. Ronald slowly opened his eyes. His face was even with Carl’s stomach, but Carl’s manhood was bouncing against his chin. Ronald slowly raised his eyes and looked into Carl’s eyes.

“You need to realize that you aren’t getting your car or leaving until you do everything I say.”

“I don’t even know what to do.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll tell you how to do it. Begin by licking the tip. Just think about how you like women to pleasure you and do that to me.”

Ronald licked the tip of Carl’s manhood. It didn’t taste as bad as he thought it would. It was kind of salty but a bit sweet, too. Ronald opened his mouth and took Carl’s entire tip into his mouth. He rolled his tongue around Carl’s tip.

“There you go. Take it deeper in your mouth.”

Ronald pushed his mouth down on Carl’s manhood farther until it reached the back of his throat. He didn’t even get halfway down Carl’s shaft. He gagged a bit and pulled back to the tip. He kept doing this for a few minutes. Carl’s hips began moving on their own.

“Faster and put more suction on it.”

Ronald did as he was told. He started moving up and down Carl’s shaft faster while sucking as hard as he possibly could. To Ronald’s surprise, Carl’s shaft grew even larger right before he came into Ronald’s mouth. Ronald coughed and gagged, trying to swallow all of Carl’s load, but some of it escaped out of his mouth and ran down his chin.

Carl got his breathing under control and walked Ronald over to a chair. Carl tied Ronald’s arms behind his back and tied his legs to the chair legs. Carl didn’t say anything to Ronald and just walked out of the room.

Ronald sat there tied to a chair, desperately looking around for a way out. He remembered Carl saying the only way in or out was through the door they came into, but surely there had to be a way to get out of that room. Ronald tried the ropes around his hands, but they were tied extremely tight. He wiggled his feet, but they didn’t move. He sighed and just waited. He would try his best to stay alert and see if he could trick Carl into letting him go.

Carl came back in about 30 minutes. He had put his overalls back on and had brought some food and drinks. He placed a table in front of Ronald and put some sandwiches and drinks onto the table.

“I’m sure you are thirsty, and here is some food if you get hungry.”

“When do I get to go home?”

“When I say you can. For now, I have another car I need to work on. I’ll be back later.”

“How can I eat if my hands are tied behind my back?”

“Oh, yeah, I guess I can untie you. You can’t get out anyway. Oh, if you need to use the little girl’s room, it’s right over there.” Carl pointed to a door beside the walk-in closet.

“Thanks.”

Carl quickly untied Ronald and left the room. Just as he was locking the door, Ronald took a run for the door, trying to get out. Carl just pushed the door closed in Ronald’s face, laughed, and locked the padlock.

Ronald leaned his head against the cool steel door feeling defeated. He did need to use the bathroom. He went over to the door and twisted the knob. As soon as he opened the door, the lights immediately came on. To Ronald’s surprise, the room was very clean and stocked well. He did his business, washed his hands, and went back out into the room of pain to look around. He went to every frame and ran his fingers across all the restraints. Some things he knew what they were for but some of the equipment wasn’t anything he had ever seen in his life. There was something deep inside him that wanted to know what it was for.

His stomach growled, and he walked back over to the table. He picked up one of the sandwiches and looked inside. It was a ham and cheese with some mayo and mustard. Ronald’s stomach growled one more time, and Ronald took a big bite of the sandwich. He popped open one of the drinks and took some large gulps. He hadn’t realized how hungry he really was until he began eating.

Ronald sat down in the chair and laid his head on the table. He was asleep in a few minutes. Ronald was awakened by Carl massaging his head and back. Ronald slowly sat up.

“Hello, there, sleepyhead. Did you have a good nap?”

“I guess my back’s a bit stiff. What time is it?”

“It’s about seven.”

“Oh, wow, I didn’t realize it was that late. I guess you need to be getting home to your family.”

“Nope, I’m yours all night long. I’ve already called the wife and told her I would be pulling an all-nighter because I had a car that had to be done by tomorrow. We have a wonderful relationship.”

“Does she know what you do?”

“She doesn’t care what I do as long as I bring home money and get the bills paid. She has her life, and I have mine, and then we have our life. We’ve got it all worked out.”

“Great…”

“Oh, don’t sound so disappointed. I saw you looking at all my playthings.”

“How…”

Ronald began looking around the room, trying to find the cameras.

“That’s right. This whole room is being filmed as we speak. Don’t worry, I don’t do anything with the movies except watch them when I get lonely. Why don’t you go pick out something that you would like to play with?”

“No, that’s okay. I’m good.”

“You don’t get it, do you? You are staying here all night with me. You will do whatever I tell you to do while I do things to you that I want to do. I would really like to have your hands on my body, but if I need to tie you up and just do what I want to do to you, I will. Now, which way would you rather have it?”

There was something deep inside Ronald that woke up. He actually wanted to play with Carl. He wanted Carl to show him how to make love to a man. He wanted to run his hands up and down Carl’s hard body. He wanted to feel Carl’s huge manhood in his mouth again. He wanted to feel Carl touch him, and he wanted to know the feeling of Carl’s manhood showing him what it meant to really be a man. His manhood twitched in excitement. He didn’t want Carl to know that he was secretly excited about making love to Carl.

Carl went to the back wall and pushed a button. Ronald watched as a large bed raised up out of the floor. The bed was covered in red and black satin sheets. Ronald felt himself grow hard just thinking about rolling around that big bed with Carl for the entire night.

Carl stood beside the bed and watched Ronald. “Come here.”

Ronald hesitated but knew it would be useless at this point to argue with Carl. Ronald walked slowly toward the bed. He paused for only a moment as he passed a shelf of butt plugs. Carl was watching Ronald and noticed him pause at the shelf.

“Why don’t you bring that box with you?”

“No, that’s okay.”

“I’m asking nicely. Do I need to command you?”

Ronald hung his head and took a deep breath. He didn’t really want to argue with Carl because he wanted Carl to use them on him. He just didn’t want Carl to know he wanted to use them. Ronald slowly raised his hand and took the box off the shelf. He walked over to the bed and handed the box to Carl.

“That’s a good boy.”

“I’m not a dog, so please don’t talk to me like I am one.”

“I will talk to you any way I want. Now get on the bed.”

Ronald crawled onto the bed. He didn’t lay down. He just sat in the middle of the bed. Carl crawled onto the bed beside Ronald and captured his lips in a deep kiss. Carl ran his tongue around Ronald’s lips and thrust it in between his lips. Carl explored Ronald’s mouth. To Carl’s surprise, Ronald deepened the kiss. Carl quickly unzipped Ronald’s dress and slid it down his arms. Ronald pulled his arms out of the dress. Carl ran his hands down Ronald’s arms. He grabbed Ronald’s wrists and brought them above his head. He handcuffed Ronald to the headboard.

“What are you doing?”

“Making sure you know who is in charge here.”

“I know who is in charge.”

“I don’t think you do.”

Carl got off the bed and took a riding crop off of the wall. He walked back to the bed and ran the riding crop across Ronald’s face. He pushed it against Ronald’s lips. Ronald moved his face away from the riding crop. Carl slapped the riding crop against Ronald’s cheek.

“Open your mouth.”

Ronald shook his head.

“Open your mouth, or I will open it for you.”

Ronald slowly opened his mouth, and Carl put the riding crop inside his mouth. “Suck.”

Ronald began sucking on the riding crop. “That’s it. Suck it like you sucked my cock earlier.”

Carl moved onto the bed between Ronald’s legs and pulled the riding crop out of Ronald’s mouth. He ran the riding crop down Ronald’s chest. He circled it around Ronald’s nipples and watched as they hardened. He continued down until he reached Ronald’s growing erection.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you? You like the feel of leather sliding down your body, don’t you?”

Ronald shook his head. “No.”

“Your mouth can lie all you want, but your body is telling me a completely different story.”

Carl pushed Ronald’s legs farther apart and bent them at the knees. Carl replaced the riding crop with his mouth. He sucked Ronald’s nipples into his mouth while his hands played with Ronald’s growing erection. He slowly kissed his way down Ronald’s stomach and pulled the lacy panties away from Ronald’s erect manhood. Carl’s mouth replaced the lace as he sucked Ronald’s erection down his throat.

Before Ronald could stop himself, he groaned. Carl’s hot mouth felt good on his hardness. Carl smiled to himself. He began sliding Ronald’s erection in and out of his mouth quickly. He knew Ronald wasn’t going to last long, and he wanted to taste Ronald’s hot cum. It wasn’t long before Ronald raised his hips off the bed and shot his load down Carl’s anxious throat. Carl slowed down his mouth but didn’t release Ronald’s manhood.

Carl’s hands began massaging Ronald’s balls and thighs. To Ronald’s surprise, he didn’t get soft. He stayed hard. Carl’s hot mouth felt so good on Ronald. Ronald began moving his hips back and forth. Another groan escaped Ronald’s lips. Carl gave Ronald one last long suck and let his manhood pop out of his mouth.

Carl’s tongue traveled down Ronald’s erection, and he circled Ronald’s balls with his tongue. He sucked each one of Ronald’s balls into his mouth and chewed on them for a few minutes. Ronald’s breathing quickened, and Carl knew he was about to blow again. He reached up and began stroking Ronald’s erection with his hand as he sucked on his balls.

“Oh, God!!!” Ronald’s legs stiffened, and he shot off another load. This one splattered across Ronald’s chest.

Carl released Ronald’s balls and ran his tongue down Ronald’s perineum until he got to his ass. Carl pulled Ronald’s ass cheeks apart and licked his ass. Ronald stiffened.

“Don’t…”

Carl was a lot stronger than Ronald, and Carl didn’t have a problem holding Ronald. Ronald kept bucking underneath Carl.

“I guess we’re going to have to do this the hard way.” Carl reached up and pulled on a wire that was hanging from the ceiling. Ronald watched as a metal bar came down. There were chains, ropes, and harnesses attached to the bar. Carl took one of the harnesses and looped it around one of Ronald’s legs, and fastened it. He quickly had both of Ronald’s legs fastened to the bar so that Ronald couldn’t move.

Carl went back to licking Ronald’s ass. He stuck his tongue in Ronald’s ass. He quickly replaced his tongue with a finger. Carl kept thrusting more and more fingers into Ronald’s ass until Ronald exploded again. Carl didn’t give Ronald a chance to catch his breath. He grabbed the box of butt plugs and a tube of lube and quickly lubed up the smallest butt plug. He pushed it into Ronald’s ass. Ronald raised his hips and groaned.

Ronald was breathing faster and faster. Carl bent over Ronald and sucked his erection down his throat while thrusting the butt plug in and out of Ronald. It wasn’t long before Ronald’s hot cum was shooting down Carl’s throat again.

Carl was ready to feel Ronald’s tight little ass squeeze his manhood. He lubed up his own erection and pulled the butt plug out of Ronald. He got into position between Ronald’s legs. He rubbed the head of his erection against Ronald’s ass. Ronald looked down at his body and saw Carl’s huge hardness against his ass. Ronald was both excited and scared.

“Please don’t… it won’t fit….”

Carl just looked Ronald in the eye as he pushed forward. Ronald bucked as Carl’s huge member speared its way into his ass.
 

“Ow!!! Get it out!!! You are killing me!!!”

Carl didn’t move for a minute to allow Ronald to get used to his erection inside his ass. Carl bent forward and captured Ronald’s lips in a kiss. He slowly backed his erection out to the entrance of Ronald’s ass. Carl thrust his tongue into Ronald’s mouth as he pushed his manhood back into Ronald’s ass. Ronald groaned into Carl’s mouth. Carl released Ronald’s mouth and concentrated on thrusting into Ronald’s ass. Carl kept the pace slow and easy. It wasn’t long before Ronald’s breathing changed. Carl felt Ronald relax around him as Ronald began moving his hips in circles. Carl increased the speed of his thrusting.

“Oh, God, Carl…”

Ronald was shaking from head to toe. Carl felt his orgasm building and grabbed hold of Ronald’s hips. He began thrusting harder and faster into Ronald.

“God, Carl, faster, harder…”

Just as Carl exploded deep inside Ronald’s ass, Ronald shot another load across his own chest. Carl released Ronald’s legs and arms. He laid his head against Ronald’s stomach, his softening manhood still buried deep inside Ronald’s ass. Carl rubbed Ronald’s arms and legs until he stopped shaking.

Ronald reached down and ran his fingers through Carl’s hair. The two men laid in each other’s arms for what seemed liked forever until Carl’s softened manhood slid out of Ronald’s ass. Ronald shivered. Carl crawled up beside Ronald and kissed him. Ronald placed his head on Carl’s chest and was asleep in no time.

Ronald didn’t know how long he had been asleep, but he woke up with a warm mouth sucking his growing manhood.

“Mmmm…”

Carl smiled around Ronald’s erection in his mouth. He sucked hard on Ronald’s manhood and popped it out of his mouth.

“Sorry, did I wake you?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

Ronald didn’t say anything. Did he really want Carl to know that he enjoyed having his manhood sucked by another man? Did he want Carl to know that he loved sucking his manhood? All he knew at that moment as he was hard, and he wanted to make love to this gorgeous black man who was sitting between his legs.

“No, but…”

Ronald jumped up onto his knees and pushed Carl over onto his back. Before Carl could react, Ronald had sucked Carl’s soft member into his mouth. He sucked on it hard and pulled back with his lips. He chewed on Carl’s member with his lips and smiled to himself when he felt it harden. Ronald sat between Carl’s legs and sucked on his manhood.

“Ronald, lay down on your side beside me so I can reach your dick.”

Ronald didn’t turn loose of Carl’s manhood, but he wiggled around on the bed until Carl could reach Ronald’s erection. The two men sucked and rubbed each other until they were both sweating and panting. Ronald got brave and began playing with Carl’s ass.

Carl took his mouth off of Ronald’s erection. “Oh, yeah, play with my ass.”

Ronald wet his finger and wiggled it into Carl’s ass. Carl rolled both of them over so that he was under Ronald. He brought his knees up to give Ronald better access to his ass. He got Ronald in position so he could still suck him while Ronald was fingering his ass. Ronald got distracted, watching his finger disappear into Carl’s ass. He really wanted to know what it would feel like to have his erection squeezed by Carl’s ass.

Carl removed his mouth from Ronald’s erection. In a very gruff voice, he said, “Suck me while you are fingering me.”

Ronald swallowed Carl’s erection and soon matched his mouth with his finger. Carl’s breathing quickened, and his sucking soon matched that of Ronald. It wasn’t long before both men shot their loads down each other’s throats.

Carl pushed Ronald off of him and got on his knees. “Ronald, I want you to fuck me.”

Ronald smiled to himself, but he protested. “I’ve never… well… you know.”

“Yeah, and until a few hours ago, you hadn’t ever sucked another man either. Stick your dick up my ass!!!”

“I have to get it hard again.”

“Bring it to me.”

Ronald crawled toward Carl’s mouth. Carl grabbed Ronald’s soft manhood and brought it to his mouth. He sucked it down his throat and began humming. It wasn’t long before Ronald was as hard as a brick. Ronald threw his head back and sighed. Carl released his erection with a pop.

“Hey!!”

“Fuck me!!”

Ronald got in behind Carl and rubbed his wet erection against Carl’s ass. Carl shivered in anticipation. It had been too long since he felt a hard man inside his ass. Carl relaxed as he felt Ronald push against his opening. Ronald’s manhood slid smoothly inside Carl. Ronald wasn’t expecting it to be so hot. Both men gasped for breath.

“Be still for a few minutes, Ronald.”

Ronald held Carl by the hips for a few minutes. Ronald’s first instinct was to begin thrusting, but he allowed his breathing to come back to normal. Carl was the first to move. He rotated his hips.

“Now, Ronald.”

Ronald grabbed Carl’s hips and began moving in and out of Carl’s ass slowly. Carl began bucking back against Ronald. His ass cheeks started bouncing off of Ronald’s front, and soon they had set another rhythm. Carl bent forward and put his head onto the bed. This gave Ronald deeper access to his ass.

“Yes, Ronald, give it to me. Harder… faster…”

Carl’s voice rambled off as his orgasm approached. Ronald felt his own orgasm building and started thrusting faster inside Carl. Carl was shivering from head to toe while bunching up the sheets in his hands.

“Harder… Ronald… Harder…”

Ronald was ramming his erection into Carl’s ass as hard as he possibly could suddenly Carl threw his head back as Ronald filled his ass with his hot cum. Carl shot his load all over the sheets. Carl collapsed onto the bed with Ronald on top of him. They lay like this until their breathing calmed and Ronald’s softened penis fell out of Carl.

“How about a shower?”

“A shower sounds good.”

Carl bounced off the bed and held his hand out to Ronald. “Come on, then.”

Ronald was glad that Carl helped him off the bed because his legs were too weak. If Carl hadn’t been standing there, Ronald would have fallen in the floor. They walked to the bathroom hand in hand. Carl reached into the shower and turned the water on. As soon as he had the water to the right temperature, he stepped in. Ronald followed.

Ronald closed his eyes and sighed as the warm water hit his skin. Carl grabbed the soap and lathered up Ronald. To Ronald’s surprise, he was hard again in a matter of minutes. Ronald took the soap from Carl and began cleaning Carl.

Ronald soon had Carl hard again. Carl pushed Ronald to his knees in the shower. By this time, Ronald didn’t have to be told what to do. He quickly sucked Carl’s hardened member down his throat. His soapy fingers found Carl’s ass and began thrusting them as far up Carl as he could. Carl leaned up against the shower wall and enjoyed the feel of Ronald’s lips and fingers on his body again.

Carl grabbed the back of Ronald’s head and shoved his member down Ronald’s throat. Ronald started humming when Carl’s manhood reached the back of his throat. He would hum as long as he could while holding his breath. Carl would pull back so that Ronald could take a deep breath and then push back in for Ronald to hum. Carl kept this rhythm going until he felt his orgasm building. When he was about to cum, he shoved his erection as far into Ronald’s throat as he could. He felt Ronald gag, and this only excited him more. He shot his load down Ronald’s throat so violently, Ronald got strangled on his sperm. Ronald pulled away from Carl and began coughing violently.

“Sorry, Ronald. I didn’t mean to choke you. I just got caught up in the moment. Are you okay?”

Carl was rubbing Ronald’s back until he stopped coughing and was able to breathe again. Once Ronald was finally able to talk, he said, “You’re going to kill someone with that thing one of these days.”

Carl threw his head back and laughed heartily. “Oh, Ronald, I knew you were something special when I saw you standing in my front office tugging at your tie.”

Carl wrapped Ronald in a huge hug and gave him a kiss.

“Come on, let’s get dried off.”

Carl stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel off the towel bar, and wrapped it around his waist. He took another towel off of the towel bar and started drying off Ronald.

“You know I can do this by myself.”

Carl batted Ronald’s hands away. “I almost killed you, let me do this.”

Ronald stood still and let Carl dry him. When Carl was finished, Ronald reached for the towel around Carl’s waist.

“My turn.”

Carl pushed Ronald’s hands away. “That might not be a good idea.” Carl quickly dried himself. He took Ronald by the hand and led him back to the bed. He quickly stripped the dirty sheets off the bed and remade it. He crawled into the bed and motioned for Ronald to join him. Ronald crawled onto the bed and laid back against the pillows. Carl leaned over and kissed him.

“I think I owe you a blow job.”

Carl left a row of kisses down Ronald’s body until he got to his manhood. By the time he arrived there, Ronald was getting hard again.

“I don’t know what it is about you, but I do believe you could have me coming 24 hours a day.”

“Mmmm… that sounds like a challenge to me,” Carl said with mischief in his eyes.

This made Ronald get harder faster. Carl quickly swallowed Ronald’s erection down his throat. Ronald bent his legs at the knees and snuggled his head into his pillow. He closed his eyes and enjoyed feeling Carl’s hot mouth moving up and down on his hard member. Carl was rubbing Ronald’s thighs, and he pushed them up and over his shoulders. Carl quickly licked down to Ronald’s ass and ran his tongue around his ass one more time. Ronald groaned and lifted his ass off the bed. Carl replaced his tongue with a finger. He swallowed Ronald’s hardness again and built a rhythm between his mouth and finger.

Ronald couldn’t believe he was getting ready to have another orgasm. He had lost count of the number of times he had cum tonight. Carl pushed another finger into Ronald’s ass. He really wanted to make love to Ronald’s ass again. He quickly popped Ronald’s erection out of his mouth and moved in between Ronald’s legs. Ronald didn’t even open his eyes when he felt Carl’s hardness at his ass. He just sighed and relaxed. Carl pushed forward, and his manhood slipped easily into Ronald.

Ronald lifted his legs and wrapped them around Carl’s waist. Ronald opened his eyes and watched in amazement as Carl watched his member move in and out of Ronald. This made Ronald more excited, and he felt his orgasm building.

“Carl, I’m cumming…”

“Cum for me baby… shoot your hot cum all over me.”

Ronald reached down and grabbed his erection and began stroking it to the same rhythm as Carl’s was moving in and out of his ass. Ronald and Carl began shaking violently. Ronald released first with a hot spray of cum across Carl’s chest. When Carl felt Ronald’s hot spray on his skin, he released his cum deep inside of Ronald.

Carl collapsed on top of Ronald. He didn’t even care that he had Ronald cum drying between them at that moment. Ronald wrapped his arms around Carl and held him close. The new “friends” held onto each other until they fell asleep. At some point in the middle of the night, Ronald woke up and went to the bathroom. When he came back to bed, Carl wrapped him in a big hug and snuggled up against his back. Ronald couldn’t remember ever sleeping that well in his life. He didn’t know if it was all the energy he had exerted or the comfort of being wrapped in Carl’s big arms.


CHAPTER THREE

Ronald stretched and yawned. He had several sore muscles. Muscles that he had never worked on before, and he smiled to himself. He rolled over and realized that he was alone in the huge bed. He looked around but didn’t see any signs of Carl. He made his way to the bathroom and decided to take a shower. To his surprise, Carl had left him a new toothbrush and toothpaste on the counter along with a razor and some shaving cream. It made him wonder if he did that for all the men he had spent the night with before. This made Ronald feel a bit of jealousy rise in the pit of his stomach. He found a note attached to the mirror.

“Thank you, Ronald, for a wonderful night. That was the most fun I have had in a very long time. I hope we can do it again. Remember me the next time you have car problems.”

Ronald smiled as scenes from the evening flooded his mind. It didn’t matter how many men Carl had had before him. He had more fun in this one night than he had had in his lifetime. He walked into the walk-in closet and found his clothes had been hung so they wouldn’t wrinkle. This made Ronald wonder if Carl had done that sometime during the night or how long Carl had been up. His car keys were on the vanity where he had changed his clothes the day before. Ronald looked at his reflection in the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the man looking back at him. Ronald felt like a brand new man. The man looking back at him was full of confidence and happiness.

Ronald walked out of the closet and decided to walk around Carl’s “fun room” one more time to look at all the toys. He smiled to himself again as more and more memories came to mind. To his surprise, he felt himself growing hard once again at the thought of Carl’s mouth on his body.

Ronald couldn’t believe his body. Even during his promiscuous years, he hadn’t been able to have more than two orgasms in one night, but Carl had him cumming every few minutes. Ronald noticed a piece of equipment in one corner of the room he hadn’t seen last night. He walked over to it to investigate. It looked like a saddle of some sort, but it had a large vibrator attached to it on one end. He noticed a button and pushed it. To his surprise, the vibrator began moving back and forth. There was a knob beside the button. Ronald rotated the button, and the machine began moving faster. Ronald’s eyes lit up.

Ronald quickly took off the towel he had wrapped around his waist when he got out of the shower. He straddled the saddle, lubed up his ass, and scooted back until his ass was against the vibrator. He pushed back, and the vibrator slid easily inside Ronald. He shivered and groaned. He pushed the “start” button. The vibrator began moving in and out of Ronald’s ass. He reached down between his legs and began rubbing his engorged manhood. He turned the knob, and the vibrator began moving in and out of his ass faster. His hand mimicked the speed of the vibrator, and it wasn’t long before he exploded all over Carl’s machine. He slowly turned the machine off. He rested his head against the cool leather as the machine slowed down and came to a stop. As soon as it had completely stopped, he moved his hips forward and removed the vibrator from his ass. He shivered as the tip popped out of his sphincter.

He laid there a few minutes more until he knew he could stand on his own two feet. He eased off of the saddle, went to the bathroom, cleaned himself up, brought a towel, and wiped the lube and cum off of the vibrator and saddle. He took another walk around the room and found numerous toys that he really wanted to try out but knew it would have to wait until another time. He looked around the room and knew he would be back very soon.

Ronald went back to the bathroom and threw the towel into the hamper. He walked back into the closet and got dressed. He didn’t bother with tying his tie. He took his keys and walked out the door that had been locked the night before. There was a door on the other side of the hall that was standing open. He hadn’t seen it last night. He walked toward the door and realized it led outside. There was his car all shined up and ready to go. Ronald got into his car, slid the key into the ignition, and started the car. He backed it out of the parking place and headed toward home.

He hadn’t gone far down the road when he turned around and drove back to the garage. He drove to the front of the building and saw Carl standing in front with another customer. Ronald gave a quick honk of the horn, and Carl looked up. When Carl saw who had honked at him, he smiled and waved at Ronald. Ronald returned the smile and wave.

Ronald drove home knowing that he was a completely different man than the one that drove into Carl’s garage a week ago. Ronald knew deep down that he wasn’t gay, but he would not dismiss having sex with men ever again. Maybe sometime in his future, he would try having a ménage trios, and he would invite Carl. He knew Carl would forever have a special place in his life.
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CHAPTER ONE

Jeffrey didn’t cry at the wedding, but he felt a sense of pride watching Veronica walk down the aisle toward him. As always, she dominated the room – head up, shoulders back, her strides strong and sure. Despite the fact that she was a few inches shorter and slighter than he was, he had always felt like they were equals in the relationship, which is why he was absolutely sure that she was the one.

That didn’t change his father’s disapproving look from the front row. Jeffrey tried not to glance his way, but knew what he was thinking; that Veronica was too strong-willed and opinionated. More than once in the six years they’d been dating, she’d called his family out on their ignorant beliefs or opinions. Jeff usually tried to mediate the situations, but frequently enjoyed watching her rip into his privileged family, and they always, always ended the night with passionate sex once they got home.

They had settled for a non-religious ceremony officiated by a close friend, which pissed off both of their Catholic families. Jeff smiled as Veronica joined him at the front of the gathering, her eyes glinting with defiance and mischief. It was over relatively quickly, and when Toby, their friend, announced “You may kiss the bride,” it was very clearly a formality.

Before the words were even out of the man’s mouth Veronica had leaned forward, gripped Jeff by the lapels, and kissed him so hard he felt his teeth bite into his lip. She nipped his bottom lip surreptiously before letting him go, and Jeff kept a tight grip on her hip to keep his balance, grinning as the crowd of family and friends cheered.

A quick glance at the groom’s side of the group revealed a disapproving look from his father. Jeff was sure Veronica had noticed; she was grinning even wider than he was, and the look in her eyes made him think that he was really in for it tonight.

…

They’d always had an incredibly healthy sexual relationship.

It was awkward for Jeff, at first. He’d never dated a woman who enjoyed sex quite like Veronica did. She was open with him right from the start, telling him in a straight-forward way exactly where to put his tongue or what to pinch.

She loved to explore the border between pain and pleasure, and walking that thin line is usually what pushed her over the edge into a very enthusiastic orgasm.

Four years into the relationship she’d even agreed to, and orchestrated, a threesome with a random woman they picked up at a bar.

When Jeff had first brought it up, he was sure she’d been testing him somehow, waiting to catch him in a wrong answer. So he’d feigned disinterest, insisting that he didn’t really enjoy sharing his partner and that no woman was as attractive to him as she was.

That wasn’t true, of course, and he knew it went both ways; Veronica was vocal about both men and woman she found attractive. It took him a while to get used to the idea that, just because she voiced these opinions, it didn’t mean she was any less devoted to him. If anything, it meant she trusted him more. She felt like she could tell him pretty much anything that crossed her mind.

So after months of feeling the whole thing out and testing the waters, they went to a bar on a Friday night – which wasn’t unusual for them – and Veronica shot him a sexy look before boldly walking up to the countertop and talking to a blonde woman with a great rack.

Veronica was her opposite, physically; she was tall for a woman, with broad shoulders and a small waist, small chest, but deceptively lean body. In the early stages of their relationship, they’d wrestled quite a bit, as couples do, and Veronica often won. Her thighs were incredibly strong and god forbid she get him in a headlock.

Veronica had flirted shamelessly with the woman and led her back to their high top table, introducing Jeff to the woman – he couldn’t even remember her name all these years later – and leading to the beginning of a very interesting and unforgettable night.

That was what Jeff was thinking about as he sat at the table in the small venue, a place they’d picked out for privacy and simplicity. They both had decent jobs, but hadn’t wanted to spend a ton of money on the wedding. More went into the catering (they both loved good food) instead of their surroundings.

Veronica’s maid of honor, who was actually a man named Damien, was rambling on about their college days as Veronica smiled up at him from her place beside Jeff. She gripped Jeff’s hand tightly.

“I have to admit, Jeff, I didn’t ever think Veronica would find her match,” Damien said, swinging toward the couple as he rounded out his address. “But it’s obvious that she’s completely besotted by you. Every guy before you had overdone it – she sees something in you that has kept her around, and I think I get why. I believe you’ll have very many years of a happy, healthy marriage, with all of the challenges a marriage should have.”

Something about the way Damien said the last line made Jeff think that the two friends had some kind of inside joke. But he shook off the thought as Veronica stood to kiss Damien on the cheek and he scrambled up behind her to shake the man’s hand.

Damien’s grip was strong, his hands calloused. He ran a logging company inherited from his father and his father’s father, and although he mostly handled the business side of things, it was obvious that he got out into the dirty work as well.

Jeff looked up from their hands and met Damien’s eyes. He noted the same telltale glint that Veronica had...something must be going on, but he wasn’t sure what.

…

Eventually, after everyone was stuffed with some kind of combination of chicken cordon bleu, salmon, filet mignon, cake, mousse, and/or ice cream, the bouquet and garter toss kicked off.

Jeff sat back and enjoyed the way the single women gathered together laughing nervously, and vying for the bouquet of peonies and baby’s breath that Veronica tossed so strongly it almost sailed over the entire group. Dee, a friend of hers from college, snagged it and pointed to a dark young man who blushed deeply.

Next was the garter toss. The DJ dimmed the lights and announced in a sultry voice that Jorge, Jeff’s best man and business partner, would be the one taking the garter off.

Veronica sat in the chair and stretched her long legs out, grinning from ear to ear as Jorge fumbled around and made loud jokes before finally diving under the voluminous skirt.

“You’re not worried about that?” a voice muttered.

Jeff jumped a bit and turned his head to find his father, arms crossed, the same disapproving look on his face but shadowed now in the dim lights.

“About Veronica and Jorge?” Jeff asked. “Not at all. Jorge’s been married to Cathy for eight years. That’s the last thing I’m worried about.”

His father’s brow didn’t relax. “All I’m saying is, it’s not uncommon for women to go messing around with their husband’s best friend.”

Jeff stared at him, at a loss for words for a few moments. “What’s your problem with her?” he finally asked. Maybe this was something he should have brought up a long time ago, but he was sick of the looks he got from his family. He was convinced that he was the luckiest man alive to have Veronica, and didn’t get why they couldn’t see that.

His father snorted, but looked at least a little ashamed.

“I - we – think she’s a little much. A little too strong-minded. I’ve always believed that women should be complacent -”

Jeff rolled his eyes and stood, the sound of the chair scraping against the wood floor carrying slightly over the music. Luckily, everyone was laughing at Barry, a distant cousin who had caught the garter and looked absolutely astonished, happy, and mortified all at once.

Jeff kept his eyes on the group of friends and relatives, but spoke very directly to his father.

“I guess it’s good that I don’t much care what you think, then. You’re right – Veronica is a strong woman. And I wouldn’t want her any other way.”

Now, he locked eyes with the small man beside him, feeling their relationship chip away a bit more. But that was okay – he was starting a life now with Veronica, who didn’t criticize or judge him for his choices. If anything, she pushed him to try new things and enjoy himself.

He met his wife’s gaze as she laughed and smiled, tipping his head to indicate that he was nipping outside for a cigarette. It was a bad habit, but one that he hadn’t been able to break quite yet. Maybe, now that he was starting a new chapter of his life...

Jeff patted his pocket to make sure the lighter was there and headed out.

…

“You lost?”

Jeff jumped and turned, pulling the cigarette from his mouth.

Damien stood just out of the lamp’s light. It was after twilight now and Jeff hadn’t even seen the guy leave the reception hall.

“What? This is my wedding.”

Damien’s eyebrows rose and he barely avoided rolling his eyes. Sometimes Jeff didn’t quite get the joke. He had to admit, something about Damien always made him feel a little inferior, though he had no real reason to think that. The guy had been incredibly nice over the years and Jeff considered him as much of a friend as Veronica did. They just didn’t quite...click.

Looking at Damien now, lounging against the wall of the venue, Jeff thought he might finally be understanding what it was. Jeff wasn’t a short guy, but Damien had a few inches on him, and he had filled out much better. Probably all of that work logging.

His face was also decidedly more masculine. Jeff could grow a beard, but compared to Damien’s his looked almost patchy. Damien sported a five-o-clock shadow almost immediately after he shaved, and the dark beard made his eyes look like bottomless pits. Jeff realized that he had gotten oddly lost in them when his wife’s best friend leaned forward, plucked the cigarette out of his mouth, and took a long drag.

“I’m heading out for a bit,” he said, smoke trailing from his nostrils. “Bringing some of Vern’s friends from college to their hotel. Surprise, they’re all too sloshed to drive.”

Jeff could only nod, taking the cigarette back when it was offered and watching Damien’s shoulders shift under the perfectly tailored jacket. Damien considered him for a second before saying, “I’ll be seeing you later,” winking, and then disappearing into the dark parking lot.

Jeff stood staring out into the night. Not thinking, he put the cigarette to his lips and realized it was a little damp from Damien’s mouth, maybe his tongue...

A loud screech and the sound of the bass picking up snapped him out of it. He glanced at the cigarette one last time, dropped it to the ground, crushed it under his one pair of dress shoes, and headed back inside to his beautiful wife. Trying not to think about the brief moment of...attraction? He'd just felt for his wife’s friend.


CHAPTER TWO

“Did you have a good time?” Veronica’s voice, from their bathroom, was muted.

Jeff was sitting on the edge of their bed struggling with his sock garters. This was the first, and last, he vowed, time he would ever wear them.

“Of course I did. My dad was an asshole, but no surprise there.”

He heard a snort, and saw a shadow move under the edge of the bathroom door. “Yeah, he managed to not say one word to me all night. Even when your Uncle Al insisted we switch partners during a dance. It’s impressive, really.”

“Did you have a good time?” Jeff called back, loosening his tie and the top button of his dress shirt. He sat up just in time to see the bathroom door open and Veronica appear in a new nightgown he’d never seen before – champagne colored and thin, it clearly showed the outline of her nipples and barely reached the top of her thighs. It would just take one slight movement, one shift...

She was grinning at him in a knowing way, but there was something different about her eyes. Something calculating.

“I did,” she answered, “but I was planning on having a lot more fun tonight.”

Jeff swallowed.

Veronica walked into the room fully, going about her routine as if it was any other night and not their wedding night. “We’re skipping a honeymoon, after all, so I thought we could do something...special.”

She shut a drawer and moved to the side a bit, and Jeff saw the garter – her garter – from earlier in the night on the top of their dresser.

“Oh?” he asked, mind racing. “What did you have in mind?” Another threesome? Some line they hadn’t crossed yet? He tried to think of anything she’d mentioned wanting to try in the past...he’d do anything, literally anything, and realized again that he’d made completely the right decision in marrying this woman. 

“If I tell you now, it’ll spoil the surprise, won’t it?” Veronica stretched up on the balls of her feet, working a kink out of her back, and the negligée rose with her...revealing the crease of her ass cheeks. Jeff swallowed. “I’m gonna go downstairs and grab a bottle of wine out of the pile of gifts. You want anything?” she asked, deceptively casual.

“Actually, yeah. I’ll take a glass too, thanks.”

She shot him another smile and slipped out of the room.

Jeff exhaled, continuing to work down the buttons on his shirt, fingertips trailing over his own chest. It was crazy that even after all of these years she could turn him on, surprise him, so much.

But he honestly had no idea what was in store for him tonight. It was both thrilling and terrifying. After all, as he’d pointed out to his father, Veronica was a strong and capable woman. She didn’t do things lightly. Whatever she was bringing to the table tonight was bound to take their relationship to the next level.

...           

He was down to a pair of sweatpants and boxers when he heard the male voice.

Frowning, Jeff focused.

Veronica had been gone for a while; a little too long to just be getting wine. Now he could hear her voice, the chatty tone of it, and then the male voice again...it sounded familiar, but he couldn’t quite place it.

Jeff walked to the door and called down, “Babe?” He heard her laugh, but got no response, so he started down the stairs.

He found Veronica in the kitchen, sitting on the counter with her legs crossed. Before her stood Damien, arms crossed against his chest, well-defined now in a light t-shirt.

Jeff paused in the doorway, arms held out a bit awkwardly. “Uh...what’s going on?” he asked, looking from one to the other.

In reality, he’d been hoping Vern would bring home one of her college friends. But he was thinking more like...Sarah, the sharp-witted and thick thighed brunette that he found a little attractive. Not Damien.

The pair shared a knowing look, both smirking. That made Jeff’s stomach roil.

“I told you, husband, I got us a surprise for tonight.”

“Okay, but I’m not really understanding why Damien is here, then.”

Damien’s dark eyes were locked on Jeff, and he tried to avoid the other man’s gaze, suddenly nervous. This wasn’t what he’d had in mind when Veronica had mentioned a surprise.

His new wife hopped off of the counter, negligee revealing a little too much in front of her friend, and shot Damien a grin. “I’m going to go set up in the other room. Why don’t you calm him down and get him comfortable?”

She grazed Jeff’s thigh with her fingertips as she passed, disappearing into the living room.

Jeff looked back at Damien. “What’s going on?” he asked bluntly.

Damien wasn’t the kind of guy Jeff could take if it came down to it, but he wasn’t about to let another man touch his wife, if that was what they had in mind. He was trying to push back thoughts of whether this was something that already happened, that had been happening, as Damien remained still and grinning at him.

“Relax, Jeff. I told you at the reception I’d be seeing you later. Here, have some wine, it’ll help you chill out.”

“I don’t need to chill -” Jeff started, but took the glass anyway and, after an awkward moment of Damien staring him down, took a big gulp. It was a merlot, thick and warm in his mouth, tingling.

Damien stepped toward him and Jeff tried to move back, but he was up against the wall. He realized now that Damien had Veronica’s garter gripped in his fist. How had that gotten downstairs? Had she grabbed it on her way out of their bedroom?

Without warning, Damien took a huge stride and shoved Jeff up against the wall, trapping his free arm against his chest. The other hand held the wine glass and Jeff reflexively held onto it.

“What -” he started, but as soon as he had opened his mouth, Damien shoved the lacey white garter in, his thick fingers filling it quickly.

“You’re my bitch tonight,” he murmured, dark eyes boring into Jeff’s as a thrill of terror and excitement shot through his body.

“And mine.” He turned his head and Veronica was leaning against the door frame, arms crossed, smiling seductively.


CHAPTER THREE

It happened fast.

Veronica took the wine glass, Damien spun him and pinned him against the wall, pulling his wrists down painfully and tying them with something. Jeff grunted in pain, but got distracted by the feeling of Damien’s body pressing hard against his own.

Once he was secure and the wine glass safe, Veronica led them into the living room with Damien holding Jeff by the wrists and guiding him forward. He could feel the texture of the lace garter in his mouth and the wine had gone to his head surprisingly quickly; he felt a little foggy, mind jumbled as he tried to figure out what the hell was going on.

The sconces in the living room were the only lights on, creating two amber pools that gave just enough visibility. Jeff stumbled and for a moment was able to take in his surroundings, which were both familiar and transformed slightly. The couch and attached chaise lounge, faux leather; Veronica’s desk chair close by, which was out of place; and a pile of cream clothing on the couch that he was sure was Veronica’s wedding dress, although he’d only seen it on her so far.

He looked to his wife, confused, as she walked toward him with a misleading smile.

With one swift movement she dropped to her knees, and for a moment he thought, Okay, this is leading to a blow job. Still weird that Damien was there – did the guy just like watching...?

Off came the sweatpants, and then the boxers, and he felt Damien shift behind him, pressing closer against his now bare ass.

Veronica stood.

Jeff tried to speak, but his words came out muffled. He angrily worked the garter out of his mouth and spat it on the floor.

“Veronica, I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m not the kind of guy who likes to be cuckolded -”

She paused in her movements, half-way to the couch, the negligee sitting perfectly on the swell of her breasts. The windows were open and it was a chilly, late October night; her nipples were hard.

For a moment, he feared that she would laugh, but after a twist of confusion her features softened. “Jeff, I would never – I mean, not unless that’s something you want to do, but I didn’t think you would and it’s not really my thing to be honest.”

Damien, however, did laugh – Jeff felt the huff of it against the back of his neck and shivered. Veronica glanced at the man over his shoulder.

“We told you – you're going to be our bitch tonight.”

“What -” he started, but Damien slapped his ass cheek so hard the sting of it brought tears to his eyes immediately.

“Shut up,” Damien said, shoving him forward so that he was standing between the pair. “This is what you’re going to do. I’m going to untie you, you’re going to put on your wife’s clothes, and you’re going to sit down in that chair. Understood?”

Jeff took a few moments to process this, and the fact that his wife wasn’t cheating on him. He wasn’t really sure why she thought he’d enjoy this, but as he looked at her he couldn’t say no – it was her wedding night, after all, too. And she’d done so much for him over the years, broken down so many walls for him emotionally and sexually.

He owed it to her to at least experiment a little bit, if this is what she wanted. Besides, he trusted her to not let things get out of hand...if he said no...

Damien gave him another hard shove and Jeff stumbled forward, remembering suddenly that he was nude. He tried to keep his back to Damien, but the man walked around him and stopped, arms crossed, surveying him from head to literal toe, slowly.

Veronica walked around behind him and loosened what he now saw were thick silk ribbons. She put them close by, though, so he might not be rid of those quite yet. Wearily, he stepped forward and picked up the dress, trying to be careful with it. It had cost a few thousand dollars, after all. But Veronica looked impatient and Damien made a noise of protest.

“All of your wife’s clothes,” he said.

Jeff looked down at the small pile. All it was missing was the garter that he’d spat out on the floor, now soaked a dark red from the wine. But everything was there – a white lace thong, white lace brassiere, even a corset that he wished he’d known Veronica had on under everything. He would have snuck her into a closet somewhere.

“Move,” Damien bit out, and Jeff grabbed everything, fumbling through it.

Veronica only looked amused as he stepped cautiously into the thong, first, which stretched to fit across his hips. It barely contained his cock and balls, but he ignored that and picked up the bra.

Veronica clucked, shaking her head.

“That first,” she said, chucking her chin at the corset.

He picked it up and took a few moments to figure out how it went on. Then Veronica stepped forward and did up the laces in back for him. She yanked them so tight that he gasped, feeling the garment cut into his ribs and just above his hips. It was humiliating, especially with Damien watching.

No, not just watching – the larger man was staring, his eyes dark and hungry.

Jeff shrugged on the bra quickly, fumbling the clasp, and then managed to get into the dress without ripping it.

It was strapless and hugged his chest tightly, a sprinkling of chest hair visible above the neckline, but the fabric was smooth and felt surprisingly good against his skin. Especially with the friction of the lingerie...

…

Jeff looked up at Damien and Veronica, who stood before him, feeling small before their strong personalities.

“What now?” he asked, easing his fists open and closed with nerves.

Veronica stepped toward him and walked around him in a slow circle, eyeing his body in the dress.

“Sit down in the chair,” she said thoughtfully, tilting her head to the side.

“What -” Jeff started to say, but Damien barked out, “You heard her,” and he jumped a bit. His face flushed with embarrassment; afraid of a man in his own home. But he did as Veronica said and walked to the chair, trying to ignore the way the hem of the dress grazed his ankles.

Once he’d sat down, Veronica snatched the ribbons up off of the couch and moved behind him, securing his wrists again – but around the back of the chair. If he wanted or needed to, he realized, he wouldn’t be able to get up.

Damien had moved over to the chaise, which was parallel to the chair, and was sitting back with his legs spread, watching. The strap on Veronica’s negligee dropped, revealing more of her breast, and Jeff wished he could reach out and cover her. He glanced at Damien, but the man was watching him, not his wife. Jeff frowned.

Veronica got down on her knees in front of him and started sliding the fabric of the dress up his calves, over his knees, up his thighs – okay. So this was leading to a blow job. A bit of a weird one, but he was willing to try it.

She licked her lips and stared up at him as she came to his hips, finger wrapping in the silk strap of the thong and giving it a tug. The soft fabric tightened against his balls and he felt himself stir.

“I’ve been thinking about this all night,” Veronica murmured, leaning forward to graze his thigh with her nose before she nuzzled his crotch. He felt his cock jump, hardening quickly, and she brought her other hand up to the straps, but she left the thong on.

Instead she tongued a wide path up his balls and he felt the silk dampen against his skin. He was breathing deeply now, trying to control his excitement, his mind changed now about her negligee – he wanted it to fall down around her waist so that her breasts pressed up against his knees.

“Of course you’re a man who needs help getting hard,” Damien snorted, and Jeff’s brows darkened with a frown as he glanced at the man he’d forgotten about.

But Veronica hummed and chose this moment to pull the thong down just enough to release his erection. She immediately popped her mouth over the tip, making him shiver and straighten in the chair.

“Jesus,” he whispered as he watched her work over him; just the tip, not taking any more of him, and he could feel the silk cooling against his balls. Her fingernails grazed them and Jeff’s head dropped back with a groan.

Then her mouth was gone and he sat up, frowning again.

“What are you doing?” he asked, but she was stepping out of her own underwear, flinging them across the room.

Jeff took a second to glance Damien’s way and realized that the man had his pants undone and shoved down around his hips. His dick wasn’t out, but his hand was clearly working it beneath the black boxers he wore. Jeff looked away quickly, repulsed, and his eyes went to Veronica, who seemed to have heard his wishes earlier. She had dropped the negligee so that it rested around her hips, baring her breasts.

She moved so that she stood before him, leaning forward slightly. “Put your face in my tits,” she demanded.

Jeff was salivating already. He loved it when she bossed him around, and complied readily, leaning forward to bury his face in her cleavage and feel her tits bounce against his cheeks and mouth. He tongued a long line between them and she leaned in further with a slight moan.

He was still hard, and Veronica reached down between his legs and gave him a few pumps just to make sure. Jeff heard a grunt and tipped his head to look at Damien, who had his own cock out now, stroking eagerly as he watched the couple.

Veronica was straddling him now, the silk of her negligee rubbing against his skin with the silk of the dress, and he felt the corset squeezing him tightly as she lowered herself onto his cock with another moan. He tried to thrust up, but the position and the fact that he couldn’t get any leverage with his hands tied made him groan in frustration. He had to sit back and let her do the work, raising and lowering herself slowly, bracing herself against the arms of the chair.

“Fuck,” Damien whispered, and this time Jeff was so fogged with desire that when their eyes met he couldn’t focus on how weird it was to have another guy watching. Veronica rode him faster, holding herself up and grazing the tip of his cock over and over exactly the way she liked it.

“Suck on my tits,” she gasped, and Jeff snapped out of it, leaning forward to do so anxiously.

“You like when she tells you what to do?” Damien asked, almost snapping Jeff out of his focus. For a moment a hot flow of humiliation went through him, but then Veronica was moaning again and he lost himself in licking and biting her nipples. She came in seconds, and Jeff felt a deep satisfaction even if he hadn’t been able to do much.

She hummed and eased off of him, eyes half-closed as she adjusted the negligee to cover her chest again. She let her hands cup her breasts and bit her lip.

Damien, Jeff realized, had slowed down but still had a hand wrapped around the base of his cock. Jeff glanced his way and realized that the man was pretty well endowed, slightly bigger than him and thicker. At least Veronica didn’t seem interested in seeing how they compared.

Jeff glanced down at his own cock, exposed now with the thong still cupping his balls. It glistened in the low light with Veronica’s cum.

She was looking at Damien, brow raised. “You going to do anything about that?” she asked. He shrugged and tucked his erection back into his pants surprisingly smoothly.

“Thinking about it,” he said, standing and moving toward Jeff, who felt fearful as the larger man moved behind him.

He felt Damien’s beard graze his ear and neck as he leaned down, and Jeff tried to suppress a shiver. He felt the ribbons loosen from around his wrists and shook his hands free, realizing only now that they’d gotten pretty numb. He went to stand, but was turned around quickly and forced to his knees.

Shocked, he looked around for Veronica, who was stretching out languidly on the couch, still lost post-orgasm. She caught his eye and smiled a lazy smile. “Don’t worry about it, babe. You’ll like it,” she murmured as Damien gripped the back of his head and forced him to face the man’s crotch.

Jeff opened his mouth to speak, but Damien pressed his face into his still-undone jeans. Jeff choked and breathed in a heady male scent; not quite sweat. A bit musky, and surprisingly, he realized, not bad...is this what he smelled like when Veronica went down on him? He hoped so.

Damien groaned and ground his crotch against Jeff’s face. The only thing separating him from the man’s impressively stiff cock was a thin layer of fabric. Jeff gripped Damien’s thighs, his hands barely half-way around them, and tried to push himself away, but Damien tugged his hair.

The feeling shot straight down to his balls, making his flagging erection bob. Damien chuckled. “You like this,” he stated more than asked.

“I - I don’t,” Jeff answered, but he was confused by his body’s reaction. Did he like it? The closest he’d ever come to experimenting with a man was getting drunk with an acquaintance in college who offered to give him a hand job, but he’d been sober enough to turn it down. Now, though, he remembered considering it at the time...

This was different. This was another man rutting against his face and clearly enjoying it, not Jeff being the one to receive the favor. Damien dragged his hips down and over Jeff’s mouth, dragging his lips along as well, and Jeff reflexively licked them.

Damien pulled his head back by the hair – causing Jeff’s erection to stand at attention sharply again – and his own lips were wet as he stared down into his eyes. “Later,” he murmured, more to himself than anyone else. And then: “Stand up.”

Jeff obeyed, glancing again at Veronica, who seemed more awake now and was watching with interest from the couch. He felt Damien’s hands grip the back of the wedding dress, and saw out of the corner of his eye the man look to his wife. Veronica nodded with a smirk. “Go ahead,” she said, and Damien’s hands jerked, making Jeff gasp as he tore the back of the dress with a loud rip.

He tore twice more, until the neckline of the dress drooped down around Jeff’s abdomen, and then he felt Damien step back.

“Take it off,” the man growled.

Jeff hesitated, and Damien’s hand came around to grip his jaw hard, turning his head so that his mouth was pressed to Jeff’s ear. “I said, take it off,” he demanded.

Jeff nodded and Damien let go.

He took hold of the dress and started trying to wriggle out of it. It caught on the bra and corset, stuck on his hips, which were broad enough to make getting out of it hard. He had to bend over slightly to get it down, and as he felt his ass exposed to the air now, Damien stepped forward and pressed himself again Jeff.

Jeff tried to stand, but Damien pressed a large hand down between his shoulder blades and grunted, “Don’t move.”                 

Panic ripped through Jeff. He didn’t want this - didn’t want another man using his ass, but he knew already that he wouldn’t be able to fight against Damien, so he didn’t. He looked at Veronica and the panic lessened as he noticed that she didn’t seem very concerned. She was interested, but a little detached.

Something bounced against one of his ass cheeks and he realized it was Damien’s cock, released now from his boxers. There was the sound of spitting, and Jeff recognized the tell-tale movements of a man working himself over, before Damien leaned forward, one hand still on Jeff’s back, and tucked his cock under the back string of the thong, thrusting lightly against Jeff’s lower back.

Jeff gasped in relief and took hold of the chair in front of him for support. Damien, taking this as a sign of acceptance, removed his hand and squeeze Jeff’s ass cheeks together so he could slide his cock between them.

It was something Jeff did to Veronica occasionally, and it rarely led to actual anal, so he wasn’t as worried as he’d been before. He let Damien use his ass for a few more moments before Veroncia spoke.

“You’re not hard anymore.”

She sounded disappointed, and Jeff glanced down, realizing that it was true; his erection was gone, no longer tenting the dress.

Veronica swung her legs off of the couch and stood, walking over to them. Damien was focused on his own activities, grunting and murmuring to himself. He spit, and Jeff felt it land on his ass, the head of a cock rubbing it in against his skin. His eyes widened as he locked gazes with Veronica, who dropped to her knees again in front of him.

“Need some help?” she asked.

Jeff wanted to say, No, please, because he didn’t want to be hard while another man pseudo-ass-fucked him, but Veronica ducked under the dress and started licking his balls, flicking her tongue over them in the way she knew he liked.

He moaned and Damien picked up the pace. Veronica took her husband’s dick in her mouth and hollowed out her cheeks against its softness, until it started hardening slowly. Jeff moved awkwardly, trying to fuck his wife’s mouth as Damien fucked against him, and eventually the three of them found a rhythm.

Jeff was surprised by how much he liked it. He gripped Veronica’s hair as Damien had gripped his earlier and she moaned around him. He liked the feeling of being contained between two people, and could feel his balls tightening to completion just before Damien backed off and ripped him away from Veronica.

“No,” the man said, locking eyes with Vern. “We’re not anywhere close to done yet.”

Veronica licked her lips, looking disappointed, but nodded.

She started tugging on the dress from the bottom, releasing it from around his body until Jeff stood in only the thong, corset, and bra.

…

What happened next had to have been planned out at some point.

Really, the entire night must’ve been planned out, but this was even more deliberate.

Damien reached up to loop a long rope over the dark track lights along the ceiling and adjusted it as Veronica grabbed Jeff’s hand, making him stumble toward the couch.     

“Lay down,” she said in a normal tone of voice, which did little to calm Jeff’s racing heart. He glanced up at the rope; it was paracord, strong, rougher than the ribbon.  Damien must’ve gotten it from his job. Veronica sensed his hesitation and even Damien quieted a little, standing still with the ends of the rope grasped in a fist.

“Do you trust me?” Vern asked quietly. Jeff nodded. “It’s been fun so far, right?” she asked, lips lifting in the ghost of a smile.

Jeff glanced at Damien and felt his face heating. He’d just let another man hump him while his wife sucked him off, and yes, he’d enjoyed it. He nodded again.

Veronica tugged him until he was sitting next to her on the chaise side of the couch, and she gently pushed him back down on it before adjusting his legs. His feet were facing the back of the couch, his head was at the foot of the chaise. He strained to keep eye contact with her from this position, but Damien’s forearms blocked his view as the man took his wrists and began tying again. An intricate knot, one Jeff was sure he wouldn’t be able to get out of if he needed to. He started breathing a little harder.

Veronica leaned over him once Damien was done and tugging the rope to make sure it was secure. He felt her hair brush over his jaw, chin, throat, and then she purred: “You’re going to be my toy tonight, Jeffrey.”

A mixture of pleasure and excitement ran through him at her words.

Damien, off to the side now, snorted.

“You think he’s man enough to get you off twice?”

Veronica smirked, but didn’t answer.

Instead she stripped the negligee off until she was wearing only a thong, very similar to the one Jeff still had on, but champagne colored. He glanced at Damien, but Damien looked disinterested as he watched Veronica, and Jeff wondered suddenly if he was gay.

If he was, Jeff wouldn’t have guessed it before tonight. Damien was the epitome of a man; huge in stature, full-bearded, gruff, his hands were rough as Jeff had found out earlier...but he’d certainly enjoyed sliding his dick all over Jeff’s ass.

Veronica slapped his thigh hard enough that it stung, and he jerked in surprise. “Get harder,” she demanded, and Jeff’s eyes dropped to his slowly softening dick. His gaze ran up her thighs, hips, over her stomach and to her tits, which swayed as she straddled him once more, near his knees. He tried to sit up a little bit but a strong hand pushed him back down.

Jeff met Damien’s eyes before Damien backed off, but he took the hint and stayed down.

Damien fussed with the rope until Jeff’s hands were supported up over his body, over his chest. Veronica grinned and leaned forward to nip at his wrists, before she grabbed his cock and rubbed the head of it over her swollen cunt. She moaned and repeated the action until he was fully hard and aching to be inside her.

Finally, she dropped down onto him quickly, a wet slapping sound filling the room as their bodies met. She moaned her approval and started a slow but rough pace, slamming herself down on him until he could feel her arousal wetting his balls. From the awkward position he was in, he was able to rock with her at least, head tilted up so he could focus on her tits as they bounced with each movement.

She shifted her hips so that his cock grazed a particularly delicious spot and he dropped his head back, mouth open. His eyes found Damien, who had turned the desk chair around to face the chaise and was sitting in it with his pants and shirt off and his boxers shoved down around his knees as he fisted himself, mouth mirroring Jeff’s.

Jeff’s eyes ran over Damien’s body from this vantage point. Aside from the occasional beach day, he’d never really seen Damien out of all of his clothing, and his chest in particular was impressive. Broader than his own and covered with thick hair that dipped into each defined muscle. His eyes dropped to Damien’s navel and the dark trail of hair that led down to the base of his cock, which was a dark purple-red now and weeping at the tip.

“You have no idea what I’m going to do to you,” Damien growled, and Jeff should have found that threatening, but with his wife swiveling her hips that way he could only feel desire rushing through him. The words turned him on unexpectedly; it was similar to what Veronica said to him sometimes before she pulled out all the stops.

The brassiere was pushing up Jeff’s chest and rubbing against his nipples. It felt incredibly good, and his eyes rolled. While he was momentarily blinded with pleasure, someone put their fingers in his mouth.

The angle was different and the pads of the fingers were bigger than Veroncia’s. Jeff opened his eyes to find Damien leaning over him, one hand cupped under his jaw and the other shoved in his mouth. Jeff gagged a little when they went too far, and re-adjusted.

“Suck,” Damien said, and Jeff shut his mouth, wrapping his lips around Damien’s knuckles.

Veronica must’ve been watching, because she moaned loudly and slowed, leaning back. Her fingertips grazed his sack and he moaned, now, around Damien’s fingers.

“Suck on them like you’d suck a cock,” Damien elaborated, moving his fingers in and out roughly, nails scraping Jeff’s tongue. Jeff obeyed, sucking enthusiastically, his own hips pistoning up.

It felt so good to have his cock buried in his wife and his mouth full at the same time that he made a sound of displeasure when Damien removed them. But the man returned quickly, a hand wrapped around his cock, guiding the tip toward Jeff’s mouth and rubbing it against his wet lips.

Jeff licked reflexively and found that he didn’t hate the slightly salty taste. Damien adjusted him, tugging his hair again, until his head was tilted back at a further angle, and then with a grunt he guided his cock into Jeff’s mouth, shallowly at first.

Jeff locked his mouth around Damien’s cock and sucked. He moaned at the feeling of being stuffed, and Damien forced his way in further. Jeff couldn’t get enough of his thick and heavy he was and tried to move his mouth up and down the man’s shaft, feeling the tip hit the back of his throat.

“Take it,” Damien hissed, thrusting his hips shallowly and scraping a hand up Jeff’s chest, grazing his nipple.

Jeff fought the urge to flip over and suck Damien off properly. He could feel the man’s balls rocking against his head and, as if they were on the same page, Damien removed himself from Jeff’s mouth and dragged his balls there instead.

Jeff tongued the thick, wrinkled skin the way he liked Veronica to tongue his. He found the little spot just behind the sack and flicked it with his tongue as Damien groaned. He knew by the feel of the sack lifting and dropping that Damien was jerking himself off, even as he rubbed his balls against Jeff’s face.

Veronica chose this moment to tug on the thong, which was still wrapped around Jeff’s hips and trapping his balls. He jerked, moaning, and Damien re-adjusted to thrust back into his mouth. Now the man was leaning over him, supporting himself with one arm on the chaise and thrusting down into Jeff’s throat, which was slick with spit.

“Oh, fuck,” Veronica moaned, her nails biting into his thighs, “I’m going to cum, Jeff.”

Damien growled again, his face twisting in a sneer as Jeff gasped.

“You heard her. Make your wife cum.”

It was enough to send Jeff’s hips up off of the chaise, where they met noisily with Veronica’s, and Damien was dropping his balls into Jeff’s mouth again as Jeff moaned. He felt his own balls tightening and a shot of intense pleasure ripped through his body. Veronica slammed down on him over and over, his cum dripping out of her wet cunt as she called out loudly, scratching his chest, and Damien cursed, his fist moving quickly now.

Damien came all over Jeff’s chest, thick ropes of cum staining the brassiere and upper corset. He felt the head of Damien’s cock drag across his shoulder as the man backed off and sat heavily in the chair.

All three of them were panting as they came down from their orgasms. Veronica rolled off of his hips with a wet squelch, shivering in delight and humming. She padded from the room quickly, leaving the two men alone.

Damien’s eyes dragged down Jeff’s body. He tucked his cock back into his boxers and pulled the shirt over his shoulder off the back of the chair. Then he looked around, stood, and tossed Jeff his own clothes before coming over to undo the paracord.

Jeff tried not to stare at Damien’s now clothed crotch. He had just enjoyed the feel of another man’s dick in his mouth, while his wife fucked him. He felt a little embarrassed, but mostly satisfied.

Veronica returned wearing a huge robe and tossed Jeff a bottle of water. He rubbed his wrists before cracking it open.

“What about me?” Damien asked. “I’m a guest, after all.”

Veronica rolled her eyes as she opened her own bottle. “You know where the kitchen is, Dame.”

Damien smiled, his eyes meeting Jeff’s before he made his way out to the kitchen.

Veronica sat carefully at the side of the chaise. She reached around Jeff’s back and undid the corset, letting him finally take a full breath. He exhaled slowly and looked at his wife.

“Was that too much?” she asked straight-forwardly. He loved her for that; no testing the waters, no beating around the bush.

He considered for a few moments, then shook his head slowly. “No. It was surprising...all of it was surprising.”

“I told you,” she said.

“I mean more...it was surprising...”

“That you liked it?” she asked with an eyebrow raised.

Jeff cleared his throat, but nodded. “Yeah. I could’ve used a heads up, but...yeah. Definitely better than watching another guy fuck you.”

His wife laughed, the heavy robe falling down her shoulder a bit, and she looked at him fondly. “If you thought this was good,” she said, “wait until our first anniversary.”

Vern shot him a wink, and Jeff grinned back at her, the corset drooping down his chest a bit.

“Am I invited?”

They both turned to find Damien leaning against the doorway, a bottle of water in hand and a hopeful look on his face.
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She walked around behind Carl and squatted down behind him. She bit his right butt cheek hard. Carl stiffened but didn’t say anything. He felt his manhood harden in response to her bite. She sucked the skin she had bitten into her mouth and chewed on it. She sucked harder and pulled back until the skin popped out of her mouth. She had left a nice hickey on his ass. She reached between Carl’s legs and felt his erection.

“My, my Carl, you do like it rough.”

Cassandra quickly snapped on a strap-on. This one was bigger than the one she used last week, plus it had a dildo attached so she could pleasure herself as she did Carl. She walked around in front of Carl and lifted his head by pulling his hair.

“Suck my dick.”

Carl looked at the large purple penis Cassandra had strapped on to herself. He swallowed hard. She pushed her large purple penis against Carl’s mouth. Cassandra pressed against Carl’s mouth harder.

“Open your mouth,” Cassandra said through gritted teeth.

Carl closed his eyes and opened his mouth. Cassandra shoved the big purple strap on into Carl’s mouth. She pushed the strap into the back of Carl’s mouth until he gagged.

“Swallow it!”
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CHAPTER ONE

Carl is head of pediatrics at St. Sebastian’s hospital. He has worked at the hospital since his residency. He had only been with the hospital for two years when they asked him to become head of pediatrics. He loves his job and loves all the children he gets to take care of. The job is stressful, especially when he has to deal with a case of child abuse or the death of a child. The nurses under him all admire his dedication to them and the children. He has been seen many times in the rooms of children who don’t have parents that stay with them.

Cassandra has been a stay-at-home mom for the past 20 years. She married Carl when they were both still in college, working on their master’s degrees. He was studying medicine, and she was working on becoming a lawyer. They envisioned a life filled with money and travel, but right after they both graduated, Cassandra found out she was pregnant with their first child. They hadn’t planned on getting pregnant this early, but things happen, and they embraced the change in their life. Cassandra had already been offered a job as a legal secretary, and she knew they couldn’t fire her just because she had gotten pregnant. When she told her boss about her pregnancy, he was very accepting and constantly asked if there was anything she needed.

This pregnancy was a textbook pregnancy without any complications, and she was back at work after her six-week check-up. She showed the firm that she was a valuable member and was soon co-counseling in some cases. When she had been with the company only two years, she found out she was pregnant again. This pregnancy didn’t go as well as the other, and she had a lot of complications. She ended up having to quit work when the doctor put her on bed rest for the last trimester of the pregnancy. They hated to see her go but told her she would always have a job when she was ready to come back.

Cassandra didn’t go back to work. Carl was making enough money to support the family, and she decided to just be a stay-at-home mom. She loved being this kind of mom. She was always volunteering at the school, heading up bake sales, and just helping out in any way possible. The years flew by, and as all children do, they grew up and moved away for college and then to begin their own lives.

Cassandra was bored. She didn’t have anything to do anymore. There wasn’t all that much laundry or dishes to be done. She had already vacuumed, swept, and mopped the floors, cleaned the bathrooms, and straightened the cushions on the couch for the tenth time. She felt horny, so she decided to take care of that by herself as she had been doing for the past two years. She found some BDSM porn and took out her favorite vibrator. She found a video to watch and pleasured herself. As she was watching the video and pleasuring herself, she had a wicked idea. She could do that to Carl. She could make Carl her little bitch. It wouldn’t take much. This made her even hornier, and her last orgasm was the best she had had in a long time. She cleared her browser history, cleaned and put away the vibrator, and went shopping.

Cassandra was positively buzzing by the time Carl got home from work that night. She had made him his favorite meal of meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and green beans. She had the table ready with their finest tablecloth, china, silverware, crystal, and candles. When she heard him pull into the garage, her womanhood began dripping. She pressed her legs together in hopes the throbbing would ease up. It didn’t. Carl came through the mudroom door that connected to the garage. He was expecting to find some sort of lame meal spread out on the kitchen table, but nothing was set out. He could smell meatloaf and candles burning, so he knew she had cooked something. He laid his briefcase on the chair and headed farther into the house.

Carl walked into the dining room to see candles burning, and a delicious-smelling meal spread across the table.

“Wow, what’s all this?”

“Oh, just something I whipped up. Hope you’re hungry.”

“It looks delicious.”

Cassandra served Carl a heaping plate of food and sat down beside him to eat. She knew Carl didn’t like a lot of talking while he was eating, so she remained quiet as he ate. When he finally swallowed the last bite, he got up from the table, wiped his mouth, and threw his napkin on the table. Without saying one word to Cassandra, he went into the living room and laid back in the recliner. He was asleep in no time.

Cassandra was smiling to herself. Carl didn’t have any idea what was about to happen in his life. Cassandra put the dishes in the dishwasher and went to the bedroom to change her clothes. Once she was dressed, she went into the living room to wake up Carl. Cassandra was so excited she had to clear her throat a few times before she found her voice.

Cassandra stood in front of Carl’s chair in a leather bustier, leather bikinis, and six-inch stiletto, leather, thigh boots. When she didn’t get an answer from Carl, she took her boot and pushed it hard against his crotch. He woke from the pain.

“What the hell?”

Cassandra didn’t move. She just ground her foot into Carl harder.

“Cassandra, what in the hell are you doing? You are hurting me.”

“Good, now that I have your attention let’s get a few things straight. You are no longer the master of this domain. This is MY house and what I say goes.”

Carl tried to get up, but Cassandra had herself balanced, and he couldn’t push her off of him. This only made her grind her foot into his crotch harder.

“Cassandra, I’ve had a hard day at work, and I’m not in the mood for your silly games.”

Cassandra laughed heartily. “Oh, Carl, honey, this isn’t a game. This is your new life. I’m tired of sitting around this house trying to find something to do, cooking meals for you just to get insulted, and pleasuring myself. From now on, you will do what I say when I say it. Right now, you need to get up and follow me to the bedroom.” Cassandra removed her foot from Carl’s crotch

“I will not.”

Cassandra whirled around and grabbed Carl by his manhood. She put her face close to his and said through gritted teeth.

“You are making me angry, Carl. You don’t want to make me angry. I know you don’t like pain, and I am ready to make you hurt. Now, get up out of that chair and go to the bedroom.”

Cassandra pulled on his manhood until he stood up. She didn’t turn it loose until he was in the bedroom. Carl was looking a bit flushed in the face, and Cassandra smiled to herself.

“Now, I bought you a new outfit today. I want you to go into the bathroom and change into it.”

Carl turned toward the bathroom, and Cassandra smacked him across the ass. He yelped but went into the bathroom. It wasn’t long before Cassandra heard:

“Cassie, there isn’t anything in here but a dress.”

“I know.”

“I don’t…” Carl’s words drifted off as he realized what Cassandra wanted him to do.

Cassandra moved to the door of the bathroom. “I thought the blue would bring out the blue in your eyes. Put it on for me, please.”

Carl looked at Cassandra from head to toe. She looked HOT in all that leather. She hadn’t been this flirty in a long time. What could it hurt to put on a dress and have some fun with his wife? Carl quickly took off his suit and tie. He left his tightie-whities on and started to put the dress on over top of them.

“No, sugar, you need to change into those undies. You will have panty lines if you leave on your briefs.”

Carl looked to where Cassandra was pointing, and he saw a pair of black lace thongs lying on the vanity beside the sink.

“Sure, hon, whatever you say.” Carl was feeling a bit weird about all this but could play along for one evening. He quickly pulled off his briefs and pulled the black lace thongs on. He wiggled around a bit, trying to get comfortable in them. He finally turned to Cassandra.

“How in the world do you wear these things?”

“We do what we have to do in order for our men to want us. I seemed to have lost touch.”

Carl looked a bit ashamed. Maybe he had been ignoring her for too long. He was thankful that she hadn’t decided to leave him for someone else. He did love her. It was just that life gets in the way at times. He took the dress off of the hanger and stepped into it. He pulled it up past his hips and put his arms into the armholes. Cassandra stepped forward.

“Here, let me help.” She zipped the dress up and ran her hands down his back, and squeezed his ass.

“Turn around and let me see.”

Carl turned around. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and had to admit that he didn’t look too bad in the dress. Cassandra closed the distance between them, placed her hands on either side of his face, and caught his lips in a fiery kiss. She thrust her tongue deep into his mouth and moved her fingers into his hair. She twisted her hands into his hair and pulled. He groaned against her mouth. Cassandra smiled to herself. She was about to have the best sex she had had in a very long time.

Cassandra pulled her mouth away from Carl’s. “Go into the bedroom and lie down; I’ll be in there in a few minutes.”

Carl did as he was told. He hated to admit it, but he liked Cassandra taking charge. His manhood twitched in agreement.

Cassandra went to the linen closet and quickly took out the bag of toys she had bought earlier that day. She stepped into the strap-on and adjusted it so that the built-in vibrator fit against her clit just right. She felt her womanhood pulse in anticipation. She took a deep breath, grabbed the tube of lube, and walked into the bedroom. Carl had propped himself up on the pillows, and his eyes widened when Cassandra walked in with a large black cock strapped to her.

“Cassandra, have you lost your mind?”

“Nope, but you are about to.”

“The hell I am!”

Carl bounded off the bed and tried to make a run for the door when suddenly Cassandra was standing right in front of him. He didn’t want to knock her down, but there was no way he was going to let her stick that thing up his ass.

“We can do this the hard way or the easy way, Carl; it’s up to you.”

The tip of the strap-on was poking Carl’s penis. He backed up a bit.

“Are you afraid of my hard-on, Carl?” 

“A little bit, yeah.”

“It only hurts if you stiffen up.”

Cassandra’s words struck something deep inside Carl. If his memory served him correctly, those were the same words he had said to Cassandra when we wanted to have anal sex with her. Cassandra watched as recognition shined in Carl’s eyes.

“Get on the bed, Carl.” Cassandra’s voice was deep and determined. “As I said, we could do this the easy way or the hard way. I will tie your ass to the bed if you don’t do as I say.”

Something in Cassandra’s eyes told Carl that she meant business. He went over to the bed and got on it. Cassandra crawled onto the bed and laid on top of Carl. She deliberately pushed the strap on into his manhood. He flinched. Cassandra kissed Carl in a deep, soul-searching kiss. She explored every part of his mouth with her tongue. She began moving her hips back and forth against Carl’s manhood. Carl groaned into Cassandra’s mouth.

To Carl’s surprise, his hands came up and began rubbing Cassandra’s back through the leather. They moved around to the front and massaged her breasts. Cassandra moved her hips faster against Carl. Cassandra broke the kiss. Both were panting hard. Cassandra grabbed Carl’s dress and pulled it up over his hips. To her surprise, he raised his hips to help her. She then pushed his legs farther apart. She took the tube of lube and put some on her finger. She rubbed it into his ass and pushed her finger inside. Carl gasped. She kept adding fingers until she had three inside. She quickly removed her fingers and put the tip of the strap on against his ass. She gently pressed forward and watched as the tip went smoothly inside Carl. Carl rose his hips off the bed while groaning.

Cassandra didn’t immediately push further inside Carl because she almost had an orgasm just watching. She brought her eyes up to Carl’s, and to her surprise, she saw acceptance. She took her hands and pushed his legs up so she could get a better angle at his ass. She then began slowly thrusting in and out of him. He was a bit hesitant at first, but as he relaxed more and more, he began getting harder and harder.

Cassandra turned on the vibrating feature and immediately had an orgasm. This caused her to begin thrusting into Carl faster and harder.

“Yes, Cassandra, stick that big, black cock into my ass. Harder, harder…”

To Cassandra’s surprise, Carl ejaculated all over himself at the same exact time Cassandra had another orgasm. She slumped onto his chest. She wasn’t the least bit worried about the cum that she was lying in. Carl wrapped his arms around Cassandra and held her close. Cassandra took a deep breath and eased the strap on out of Carl. He shivered. They held each other close until they both fell asleep.


CHAPTER TWO

Carl and Cassandra hadn’t really talked about their night of BDSM. While Carl had thoroughly enjoyed himself, he didn’t want Cassandra to know, and he didn’t want to have to do that every night. Carl went to work every day as usual and came home to a clean house and a good meal every night. Cassandra’s domination went on for a week, and just when he thought she had gotten it out of her system, he walked into the kitchen Friday to find Cassandra in her leather gear.

“Oh, God, not this again,” Carl groaned.

Cassandra closed the distance in between them and grabbed Carl’s face in her leather-covered hand.

“Yes, this again and just so you know. This…” Cassandra waved her arm from her head down to her feet. “… is going to happen every single night from now on.”

“Cassandra, I let you have your little fun and games last week. That will not happen again.”

“Yes, it will happen again. Why don’t you sit down there at the kitchen table and look at what I have pulled up?”

Carl looked questioningly from Cassandra to the computer. He sat down in front of the computer, and to his horror, he saw pictures of him in the dress and of Cassandra pegging him.

“How? Why?” He looked up at Cassandra, who was standing over him with her hands on her hips. “Why would you do this? This will ruin me.”

“They won’t hurt you if you do as I say. I just wanted you to know that I own YOU now. You are my little sex slave, and there isn’t anything you can do about it unless you want the hospital board and your colleagues to see these.”

“That’s blackmail. What brought all this on anyway?”

“Well, let’s see. I have been a stay home mom for 20 years. I did everything for our children while you worked. I got ignored as a person, and sexually so you could concentrate on YOUR career. I accepted all that but lately, I’ve been thinking that I miss going to work. I miss sitting in a courtroom and watching the legal system work.”

“Then why don’t you go back to work. You don’t have to do all this nonsense.”

Cassandra slammed a riding crop down onto the table, and Carl jumped. She bent over into Carl’s face and said through gritted teeth. “This might seem like nonsense to you, but to me, this is who I really am. This is why sex has always been so hard for me. This is why when you began freezing me out, I just accepted it. There was a part of me for a long time that wished you were having an affair so I could have some sort of reason or excuse as to why you were freezing me out but nothing. Am I not pretty enough for you? Is there something wrong with me?”

Carl just sat there dumbfounded. He hadn’t realized just how badly he had hurt his wife psychologically. Cassandra slammed the riding crop down again. Carl jumped.

“No,” he whispered.

“What did you say?”

Carl cleared his throat. “I said no.”

“No, what, Carl?”

“No, there isn’t anything wrong with you, and you are beautiful. Even after having two children, you are as beautiful as the day we met. I didn’t mean to freeze you out, as you say. I was just so tired when I got home, and you were usually busy doing something for the school or the children that I didn’t bother you when I was horny. I figured you were too busy to be bothered. I’m sorry.”

“That’s good to hear, but that doesn’t solve my problem now, does it?”

“What problem?”

“My constant horniness, Carl, only you can solve that problem. You can start by going to the bedroom and changing into the new outfit I bought today. It’s lying on your pillow.”

“Cassie, I get you are going through some midlife crisis, but this is just going too far. I am a well-respected doctor in this city, and I won’t be treated like some sex slave. I am the man of this house. I bring in the money. You will treat me with the respect I deserve.”

Cassandra threw her head back and laughed heartily. “You honestly think I give a shit about any of that? I have you by the balls, and there isn’t anything you can do about it.”

Before Cassandra realized what Carl was doing, he had erased the photos on the computer. “Now, let’s see you try to blackmail me, bitch!”

“You really are a pathetic man. Do you honestly think I am dumb enough not to have those saved in more places than on the computer? I have various thumb drives, they have been uploaded to the cloud, and they are still on the camera. Now get your ass in the bedroom before you make me really angry.”

Cassandra grabbed Carl by the front of his shirt and pulled him to his feet. She kissed him hard, but it wasn’t a friendly kiss. It was a kiss to show him who was boss. She gave him a shove in the direction of their bedroom.

“Move!”

By this time, Carl knew it was going to be useless to try and fight her on this. Maybe if he played her little game one more time, it would get it out of her system, and things could go back to normal. Carl walked into the bedroom, and there on his pillow was a slinky, blue teddy. He picked it up and looked at it.

“This? You want me to wear this?”

“Yep.”

They stood there just staring each other down for a few minutes. Carl realized Cassandra wasn’t going to let this go, so he started undressing. Once he had the teddy on, he placed his hands on his hips.

“Now, what?”

Cassandra didn’t like the fact that Carl was still trying to defy her, so she figured she needed to show him who was the new boss in this relationship once and for all.

“Bend over and grab your ankles.”

“What?”

“If you make me repeat everything I say, you are only going to make me madder, and that won’t be good for you. BEND OVER!!!”

Carl looked into Cassandra’s defiant face and knew she meant business. He shrugged; how bad could it be. Carl figured she was just going to peg him again, and that wasn’t so bad. He bent over and grabbed his ankles.

Cassandra got behind Carl and smacked his ass with a leather-clad paddle. Carl jumped and stood up.

“What the hell!!!!!!!!!!!”

“Did I tell you to stand up?”

“No, but…”

“BEND OVER!!! If you stand up again, your punishment will be worse.”

Carl saw the anger flash in Cassandra’s eyes. He watched her stroke the studded side of the paddle. He bent over again. Cassandra smacked Carl’s ass over and over again with the paddle until his ass was as red as her fingernails. Carl was shaking by the time Cassandra finished. She knew his ass was going to be hypersensitive to touch, and she ran her fingernails across his ass. Cassandra smiled when she heard him suck in a breath. She reached between his legs and felt his manhood. He was as hard as a rock.

“My, my, my, it looks like somebody likes getting their ass spanked.”

Carl just shook his head back and forth. “Carl, you can protest all you want, but your body can’t lie about what it likes.” Cassandra squeezed Carl’s hardened manhood as tight as she could. Carl groaned. Cassandra began stroking Carl’s cock.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No, please don’t stop.”

“What would you like for me to do?”

“Whatever you want to do.”

“That is exactly what I’m going to do with you. I just want to make sure that you understand I own you now. I will do whatever I want to do to you whenever I want to do it.”

Cassandra was watching Carl’s manhood while she was talking, and it just kept getting bigger and bigger. “Every night when you get home, you will walk into this bedroom and put on whatever is lying on your pillow. You will then lay down and wait for me to tell you what I want you to do. You won’t ask any questions, and you will be extremely obedient. You won’t question anything I say. Do you understand?”

Carl’s manhood was so hard; he was beginning to hurt. “Yes, I understand, Cassandra.”

“Good, now get down on your knees and eat me until I tell you to stop.”

Carl did as he was told. He quickly crawled over to Cassandra and dove between her legs. He licked from her anus to her clit over and over again. He felt her first orgasm cresting and began licking her faster. She groaned as she came. Carl stopped eating her. She snapped her fingers in Carl’s face.

“Did I tell you to stop?”

“No, ma’am, I just thought you might need a break.”

“I’ll tell you when I need a break.”

Carl went back to work. This time he sucked her clit into his mouth and tugged on it like he was breastfeeding. Cassandra was bucking her hips under him. She began shaking.

“Yes, that’s it, Carl, suck me. Suck me harder… harder… yes, yes, yes!!!” Cassandra came again, and her juices flowed down Carl’s chin.

Carl didn’t move away from her dripping center. He eased his mouth from her clit and stuck his tongue up inside her as far as he could. He began flicking his tongue around her insides. It wasn’t long before Cassandra grabbed Carl’s head.

“Stick your fingers inside me. Suck my clit.”

Carl did as he was told. “I need more. Stick a finger up my ass; suck my clit harder.”

Carl did everything Cassandra told him to do. Cassandra felt another orgasm building. She dug her fingers into Carl’s hair and pulled him closer. She threw her head back against the bed and pushed her pelvis into his face.

“Oh, God, Carl, that’s it. Keep going, going, going. Push your fingers into me faster, faster. Yes, yes, yes, Carl!!!!” Cassandra came one more time. This time she sprayed her juices all over Carl’s face.

“Oh, my God, Carl, you just make me squirt. I’ve never squirted before. Wow. Thank you.” Cassandra collapsed onto the bed. “Come to me, Carl.”

Carl crawled onto the bed and laid his head on her chest. “You did very well, Carl. Let me catch my breath, and I will reward you.”

Cassandra kept having mini orgasms for about 30 minutes. It took her another five minutes to get her heart rate under control. Carl had been mindlessly drawing circles on Cassandra’s arm. She didn’t seem to mind, so he decided to move his hand to her stomach. As soon as he drew the first circle on her stomach, she slapped his hand away.

“Did I say you could touch me?”

“No, but you didn’t seem to mind when I was doing it to your arm.”

“Don’t argue with me, Carl.”

Carl grumbled something that Cassandra couldn’t quite understand. She grabbed him by his hair and sat up.

“OW! Dammit, Cassie!”

Before Carl realized what had happened, Cassandra had him flipped over and was paddling him again. She was sitting across his legs so that he couldn’t move too well. Carl shoved his face into the bed and screamed. Cassie was dripping again, watching Carl’s ass getting redder and redder. She quickly moved up and sat on his back. Carl could feel her juices flowing down his back which only made him hotter. She pulled on his hair until he bent his neck back. Cassandra bent down and bit his ear. She sucked his lobe into her mouth. Carl sucked in a breath.

Cassandra slid off the bed and pulled Carl’s feet off the bed so that they dangled free. She grabbed a spreader bar and cuffed his ankles to it. She pulled on the back of his teddy until he stood up. She kept him stabilized until he got used to standing with the spreader bar between his feet.

Carl looked down at his feet in the cuffs. He tried his best to move, but he only succeeded in falling face-first onto the bed. Cassandra laughed heartily and helped him stand up again. She took his wrists and bent him forward. She cuffed his hands beside his ankles. She stood in front of him and ran her hands down his back. She then used her nails and scraped them across his back to his neck. Carl sucked in a breath. Cassandra smiled at the red tracks she left on his back. She knew better than to leave any marks that might be seen at work.

She walked around behind Carl and squatted down behind him. She bit his right butt cheek hard. Carl stiffened but didn’t say anything. He felt his manhood harden in response to her bite. She sucked the skin she had bitten into her mouth and chewed on it. She sucked harder and pulled back until the skin popped out of her mouth. She had left a nice hickey on his ass. She reached between Carl’s legs and felt his erection.

“My, my Carl, you do like it rough.”

Cassandra quickly snapped on a strap-on. This one was bigger than the one she used last week, plus it had a dildo attached so she could pleasure herself as she did Carl. She walked around in front of Carl and lifted his head by pulling his hair.

“Suck my dick.”

Carl looked at the large purple penis Cassandra had strapped on to herself. He swallowed hard. She pushed her large purple penis against Carl’s mouth. Cassandra pressed against Carl’s mouth harder.

“Open your mouth,” Cassandra said through gritted teeth.

Carl closed his eyes and opened his mouth. Cassandra shoved the big purple strap on into Carl’s mouth. She pushed the strap into the back of Carl’s mouth until he gagged.

“Swallow it!”

Carl shook his head from side to side. Cassandra grabbed him by the hair and shoved the purple strap on farther into his mouth. Carl kept gagging until tears began running down his face. Cassandra pulled back to his lips and let him get air into his lungs. Carl drew a deep breath in and looked pleadingly into his wife’s face.

“All you have to do is swallow when it hits the back of your throat. It’s not that hard to do.”

Carl took another deep breath, and Cassandra pushed back into his mouth. When the strap on hit the back of his throat, Carl swallowed, and it went down his throat. He began panicking when he realized he couldn’t breathe. Cassandra rubbed his back. She waited a moment longer and then pulled back. She pulled all the way out of Carl’s mouth.

Carl dropped his head and gasped for air. He kept pulling air into his lungs and didn’t even notice that Cassandra had walked in behind him. She put some lube onto the strap on pushed it hard against Carl’s ass. Before Carl realized what was happening, Cassandra had thrust the large purple strap on up his ass. She flipped a switch, so the dildo began vibrating. She wasn’t the only one who was benefitting from the vibrations. Carl was feeling them, too. He started slowly rotating his hips as Cassandra thrust the strap on harder and harder into him.

“Cassie, God…”

Cassandra began moving in and out of Carl’s ass faster and faster. She shoved it in as far as she could when her orgasm hit her. She continued to thrust into Carl until her orgasm slowed. She turned the vibrator off and slowly pulled out of Carl.

She left Carl cuffed to the spreader bar while she went to the bathroom. She had taken the strap on off when she came back into the bedroom. She released Carl’s hands and helped him stand up. She then released his ankles and helped him learn how to stand again.

“Take it slow until your equilibrium comes back.”

Carl slowly walked into the bathroom and closed the door. Cassandra knew he was having problems accepting this new lifestyle, but he was enjoying himself tremendously whether he wanted to admit it or not.

Cassandra wondered how he was going to take the news that she herself had been told about earlier in the day.


CHAPTER THREE

To Carl’s surprise, he began looking forward to his and Cassandra’s escapades. He would often find himself daydreaming about them and wondered what Cassandra had planned for them that day. There were times when some of his coworkers would have to repeat themselves because his mind was on his wife and not his work.

Carl had wondered all day about the surprise Cassandra said she had in store for him. He imagined all kinds of sexual fantasies that she could do to him and tried his best to push them from his mind, at least for the day.

Carl drove up the driveway and into the garage. When he pushed the button to close the garage door, Cassandra was standing just inside the mudroom door dressed in a very short skirt, thongs, a sexy push-up bra, and stilettos. Carl’s eyes danced when he looked at his wife. He walked toward Cassandra, but she put her hand out to stop him before he touched her.

Cassandra didn’t say a word but walked into the bedroom and stood in the middle of the floor. Carl obediently followed his wife while his mind was racing. What could Cassandra possibly have in store for him tonight? He couldn’t wait to find out. He quickly stripped off his clothes and put on the bra and panties that Cassandra had left for him on his pillow. His bra and panties matched the clothes that Cassandra was wearing.

Before he could stop himself, he said, “Cassie, you look so hot.”

“Did I say you could talk?”

Cassandra closed the distance between them and grabbed Carl by the balls. He immediately went to his knees.

“I’m sorry… sorry… oh, God, please, you’re hurting me.”

“Good, it’s your fault that you get punished, Carl. You have to learn.”

Carl just nodded his head. Cassandra released his balls, but Carl stayed doubled over until the pain subsided.

“Now, you have put me behind schedule. I guess someone won’t be getting all their beauty sleep tonight. Hope you don’t have any early cases in the morning.”

Carl thought about his schedule for the following day. He didn’t have to be at work until noon unless an emergency came up.

Cassandra reached out to Carl. “I have a lot planned for us tonight if you can begin.”

Carl didn’t speak, just nodded.

“Good boy. Now, since you had to be disciplined, why don’t we begin by you giving me a massage?”

Again Carl didn’t speak, just nodded. Cassandra lay down across the bed. She pulled her hair to one side, so Carl didn’t get any oil in it. Carl walked over to the small rolling table and pulled it over to the side of the bed. He turned on the oil warmer. He began with Cassandra’s feet. She didn’t like for him to use oils on her feet since it made it hard for her to keep her shoes on. He knew where all the erogenous zones were on the feet to get Cassandra going before he even touched any other part of her body. Cassandra closed her eyes and enjoyed Carl’s hands on her feet.

Carl slowly began moving up Cassandra’s legs. He reached over and put a small amount of oil into his hand. He went back to Cassandra’s legs and rubbed her calves and up to her knees. Carl bent her leg backward and rotated her foot to work out any kinks she might have had. Cassandra smiled to herself. She had taught him well.

Carl moved on up to Cassandra’s thighs. He knew better than to get close to her privates until she told him to. Carl rubbed up the middle of her thighs and then moved his hands to the outside of her thighs and up to her hips. He wasn’t even allowed to touch her ass until she told him it was okay.

Carl added more oil to his hand and moved to Cassandra’s lower back. He rubbed all the right places causing Cassandra to inwardly groan. Cassandra suddenly sat up, knocking Carl backward.

“I have too many clothes on. Remove them.”

It had been a long time since Cassandra had allowed Carl to remove her clothing. Carl didn’t hesitate. He unbuttoned her shirt and slid it down her arms. The bra she was wearing fastened in the front. Carl ran a shaking hand over the front of the bra. He looked questioningly up at Cassandra. She nodded her head. Carl unfastened Cassandra’s bra and let it fall to the bed.

Carl watched as Cassandra’s nipples hardened in the air. Carl moved down to Cassandra’s skirt and unzipped the side zipper. She raised her hips as Carl slid the skirt down her legs. This left Cassandra naked except for her panties. Carl reached for her panties.

“Leave them.”

Carl sat on the bed, waiting for Cassandra’s instructions.

“Go get a towel.”

Carl got off the bed and walked to the bathroom to get a towel. He was back quickly and laid the towel across the bed. Cassandra quickly tied her hair into a messy bun to keep it out of her face.

“Lay down.”

Carl quickly lay down on the towel he had put onto the bed. Cassandra straddled his legs and began pouring the heated oil onto Carl’s back. The oil had gotten fairly hot, but she knew it wasn’t hot enough to leave burns, just hot enough to cause a bit of pain. She heard Carl suck in a breath through his teeth. Goosebumps popped up across his arms and legs. He stiffened under Cassandra but didn’t say a word.

Cassandra rubbed the oil across his back, kneading his back and shoulder muscles. Cassandra scooted backward down toward his feet. She poured more oil onto the backs of his legs. Again she heard the intake of air and watched as the goosebumps crept across his back. She rubbed the oil into the backs of his thighs and over the panties he had on. She moved her hands up under the elastic and squeezed his butt cheeks. She slipped a couple of fingers into his ass just to tease him.

Cassandra felt him shiver as she removed her fingers. She smiled to herself, knowing she had made him fall in love with having anal sex performed on him. Cassandra moved down his legs and to his feet. Instead of rubbing his feet, she decided to tickle them. Carl hated being tickled, and she knew this. She also knew that he knew if he moved, he would be severely punished.

Carl flinched and stiffened the muscles of his feet and legs. He tried his best not to kick or move, but he could only take so much.

“Cassandra, please stop. You know I can’t stand being tickled.”

“I know.” Cassandra got off the bed and walked over to the closet. She took a box off the shelf and opened it. She brought a feather and a candle back to the bed. She lit the candle and let the wax drop onto Carl’s butt.

Carl stiffened and sucked in more air. Cassandra blew on the wax to cool it. Carl buried his head in his hands. Cassandra peeled the wax off of Carl’s skin and tickled the sensitive skin with the feather. Carl tried his best not to wiggle, but he just couldn’t hold still anymore. Cassandra smacked Carl’s reddened ass with her favorite riding crop.

Carl gritted his teeth and took his punishment. He felt his manhood harden underneath him. Carl wondered what kind of freak he was turning into. How could any person like being spanked and tortured? He wondered if he would ever enjoy normal sex again.

Cassandra noticed Carl was moving his hips against the bed and knew he was hard and horny. She reached between his legs and grabbed his erection. Before Carl could stop himself, he groaned.

Cassandra bent over him and whispered in his ear. “Carl, tell me what you want me to do to you.”

Carl raised his head a bit. “Do whatever you want to me. I’m yours.”

“Good boy. Roll over.”

Carl rolled over onto his back. Cassandra pulled his panties down and watched as his erection bobbed into the air. A tiny bead of pre-cum eased out of the tip. She bent her head and licked it. Carl grabbed the sheets to keep himself from grabbing her head. Cassandra quickly swallowed his manhood down her throat. She worked her throat muscles to take as much of him as she could. Carl shivered under Cassandra. Cassandra kept his erection in her throat as long as she could. She pulled back while sucking as hard as she could. Once Cassandra got to the tip, she drew in a large breath. She moved her head forward once again and swallowed him down. This time she began humming. Carl grunted. Cassandra knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. She pulled back and began sucking him as hard and fast as she could. It wasn’t long before Carl shot his load down Cassandra’s throat. She stopped sucking but drank down every squirt he shot into her mouth.

Cassandra laid her head down on Carl’s stomach and played with his balls. She watched in amazement as his manhood got bigger and bigger. She tickled down between his legs until she reached his ass. To her surprise, Carl lifted his butt off the bed to give her access to his ass. She ran a fingernail around his butthole and smiled when goosebumps raised along his skin.

Cassandra was horny and needed Carl’s erection deep inside her. She quickly took off her panties and straddled Carl. Carl looked up at Cassandra questioningly.

“Don’t you want to make love to me, Carl?”

“I would love to make love to my beautiful wife.”

“Then do it, Carl.”

Cassandra sat on Carl’s erection. She sighed as she felt him fill her completely. She stopped moving when she felt his tip at her cervix. Carl groaned as Cassandra’s heat engulfed his manhood. They were both looking into each other’s eyes. Cassandra bent over and captured Carl’s lips in a kiss of passion. Her tongue explored his mouth. They drank at each other’s mouths like someone dying of thirst.

Carl brought his hands up and began playing with Cassandra’s breasts. He squeezed her nipples, and Cassandra broke the kiss. Carl thought he might get punished for touching Cassandra but didn’t care. Cassandra arched her back and began moving up and down on Carl’s erection. Carl continued pinching Cassandra’s nipples. They were both sweating and breathing hard.

Cassandra bent over Carl until her nipples were even with his mouth.

“Bite them.”

Carl did as he was told. He moved his hands down around Cassandra’s hips and helped her bounce up and down. It was as if his hands had a mind of their own, and soon he was playing with her ass. Before he even thought about it, he had stuck a finger up Cassandra’s ass. Cassandra groaned.

“Yes, Carl, fuck my ass with your finger. Bite my nipples. Yes, oh, God, yes, Carl….” Cassandra’s voice trailed off as her orgasm consumed her. She writhed and groaned on top of Carl. Carl’s own orgasm wasn’t far behind Cassandra’s. Her inner muscles were twitching and sucking his erection farther and farther inside her. Carl felt his tip against her cervix when he exploded inside her. Cassandra couldn’t hold herself up any longer and collapsed, sweating on top of Carl. Her muscles kept twitching as she had mini orgasms. Carl wrapped his arms around his wife and kissed the top of her head.

Cassandra finally let Carl’s softened manhood slip out of her wetness. Carl reveled in the feel of his wife in his arms once again. It wasn’t long before they were both asleep.

Cassandra awoke still wrapped in Carl’s arms. She kissed his chest and slipped out of his arms. She slid down the bed and sucked his soft manhood into her mouth. She almost had him completely hard by the time Carl was fully awake.

“Mmmm… I thought I was dreaming.”

Cassandra smiled around Carl’s erection. Once he was fully hard, she got on her hands and knees with her head pointed away from Carl. She reached in between her legs and began playing with herself. Carl laid there and watched his hot wife play with herself as long as he could stand it. He moved his head under her dripping snatch and sucked her clit into his mouth. Cassandra shivered above him. She moved her hands and let his tongue go to work.

Carl licked his wife from anus to clit. He circled her clit with his tongue and then moved down to thrust it inside her wet folds. He kept this rhythm up until Cassandra began bucking above him. He sucked her clit into his mouth and stuck two fingers up her wetness.

Cassandra was wadding up the covers in her hands as her orgasm consumed her. She kept bucking her hips faster and faster.

“Oh, God, Carl.”

Cassandra threw her head back and sprayed her orgasm all over Carl’s face. Carl licked as much of Cassandra’s juices as he could off of his face.

“I squirted again. Carl, you are getting good at that.”

“Thank you, I guess. May I make love to you now?”

“Yes, if you stick your hard dick up my ass.”

“Seriously?”

“Absolutely.”

Carl quickly moved in behind Cassandra and eased the tip of his erection against her ass. Cassandra shivered when she felt it. She relaxed and pushed backward. To Carl’s surprise, he watched as his tip slid easily inside Cassandra’s hot ass. Cassandra sighed and pushed farther back against Carl. She didn’t stop until she felt his pubic hairs tickling her butt cheeks. She flexed her muscles and squeezed his erection.

Carl groaned and began easing his hardness in and out of his wife’s hot ass. Cassandra had never wanted to try this before, but he was glad she was into it now. Maybe when they finished, he could talk her into doing him again. When this thought entered his mind, he felt his orgasm building. He wanted to make sure they came together. Carl reached around Cassandra and began playing with her soaking clit.

Cassandra groaned. “Yes, Carl, play with me. Do me harder… harder… Yes, that’s it. Faster. Really slam it into me.”

Carl quit playing with Cassandra’s clit and grabbed her hips. He began slamming his erection harder and faster into Cassandra. She was pushing back against Carl as hard as she could. Carl rotated his hips as he slammed into her again, and that was all Cassandra needed to send her over the edge once again. She collapsed on the bed with Carl on top of her. They let their bodies do what they needed to do until their bodies quieted.

Carl rolled off of Cassandra, and she snuggled against him for a few minutes.

“Oh, Carl, I bought you a present today.”

“Something besides my new underwear?”

“Yep, I bought you something that you will wear all the time.”

“Really? Can I see it?”

Cassandra stretched and groaned. “Wow, I worked muscles that aren’t used to being worked. It feels good, though.” Cassandra opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a box from a jewelry store. She handed it to Carl.

Carl looked a little confused but opened the box. Inside the box was a nice men’s necklace. Carl took it out of the box.

“Wow, Cassandra, this is nice. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me just yet. There is a bit of a clause that goes with it.”

“A clause?”

“Once I put this on you, it can never be removed except by me. There is a small lock that will lock it in place. It also has a shock feature. If I choose to use that feature, it will give you a small shock if you do something that I don’t like. That way, I won’t have to paddle your backside as much.”

“How bad of a shock will I get?”

“Let me put it on you and show you?”

Carl turned around, and Cassandra put the necklace around his neck and locked it into place.

“Where is the key?”

Cassandra pulled another box out of the nightstand. Inside that box was a bracelet with some charms on it.

“I get a necklace, and you get a cute charm bracelet.”

“What better way to disguise the keys than to put them on a charm bracelet?”

“Good idea. What do you use when you need to shock me?”

Cassandra moved the charm bracelet around and lightly touched one of the charms. Carl experienced a slight electric current run all around his neck. The hairs on his arms stood up.

“That wasn’t so bad.”

Cassandra smiled and squeezed the same charm between her thumb and finger. This time, Carl had a spasm that made him fall back onto the bed. He looked a bit dazed for a few minutes.

Cassandra leaned over him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I think so but don’t do that again, please.”

“I won’t as long as you do as you are told.”

“Agreed.”

Cassandra jumped off the bed and tugged on Carl’s hand. “Let’s go take a shower together.”

“Won’t water cause it to shock me?”

“Nope, it is completely waterproof.”

“That’s good to know.”

Cassandra held Carl’s hand and led him to the shower. They soaped each other up but were dirtier coming out of the shower than when they went in. They spent the rest of the evening making love in every position they could think of.

Cassandra soon went back to work in the same law firm she worked at 20 years ago. Within two months, she had made partner. The partners were amazed at the new and improved Cassandra that had walked into their office. She was full of confidence and didn’t take anyone’s mouth. She was a true asset to the firm.

Cassandra and Carl only got closer as a couple. Carl couldn’t wait to get home each night to see what new games Cassandra had come up with. She even let Carl try some games that he thought of. When their children came home for a visit, they almost didn’t recognize their parents.


INTERESTED IN MORE?

Did you know that I have over over 60 books on Kindle & Audible, if you’re looking for another exciting read then please consider picking up another of my books, I would really appreciate it x


FREE TEASE

I would like to give you a taster of my other book called “The Locked Up Sissy Slave”, if you like the preview then please consider picking the full book up

All Eric could do was sigh and slump against Big Dan. The day just started, and he was already exhausted. Big Dan scooped him up.

“You are mine! Okay, Babydoll? You belong to me. Every now and then someone else from our gang will fuck you, and I’m okay with that. What I’m not okay with is you fucking people outside of our gang okay? I let the guard fuck you because he has the scoop on us. Just remember that you belong to us babydoll.”

Eric nodded.

The guards yelled that rec time was over, so they quickly helped Eric change out of the dress into his normal prison jumpsuit. Eric tried to keep it together as they left their little section of the prison. He was in shock and kept trying to calm himself. This was all just too much for him. The thing that shocked him the most was that he was okay with being referred to as a babydoll. He was even okay with giving blow jobs. He wondered what anal sex would feel like. He enjoyed being fingered very much. He wondered if being penetrated would feel just as good.

The thought of being penetrated sent a chill down his spine. He wondered if Big Dan was going to be rough with him or would he be gentle. Big Dan didn’t seem like the gentle type.

Back in their cell, Big Dan ran his hand over Eric, caressing his manhood. Eric shivered at his touch. Big Dan bent down and planted a hard kiss on Eric’s lips. He pulled back and reached under the mattress in his cot. He pulled out a tiny piece of lingerie and something that looked like a metal cork.


THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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