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The great thing about sex is that there are so many ways to enjoy it, so many twists and turns on the road to orgasm. Many of our readers travel the reliable, tried-and-true highway on their journey to the ultimate pleasure. More daring folks delight in discovering the more challenging but perhaps even more satisfying routes to their final carnal destination. This collection of letters includes everything from the traditional to the outrageous. There’s something for everyone. So fasten your seat belt and get ready for a ride you’re not likely to forget.

John Borrelli

Senior Editor

Penthouse Special Publications


Domination & Discipline

 

WHEN THE “BABY” MISBEHAVES, THE SITTER MUST PUNISH HIM

Reading your magazine has prompted me to write about something that happened to me when I was eighteen. My parents worked, so we had a female college student living with us. In exchange for a place to stay, Amanda did housework and “babysat” me. Amanda was a pretty girl with large breasts.

During my summer vacation, I started hiding in the closet of her bedroom while she was in the shower. When Amanda would come out, I’d watch her get dressed.

One day I must have made some noise, because she caught me in the closet with my dick in my hand. Was she mad! She threatened to tell my parents when they got home, and I was so scared and embarrassed, I started begging her not to tell.

After she cooled off a little, Amanda got me to agree that I deserved to be punished, and said that we could work something out.

Amanda ordered me to get undressed and lie across her knees so she could give me a spanking. She spanked my ass until it was red and sore, then laughed at me because my dick was rock-hard. That was just the beginning.

Amanda proceeded to make me her “little slave boy.” I had to put on her silky panties and do all the housework. To make sure I didn’t tell my parents, she took pictures of me wearing her panties and pushing the vacuum. She swore she’d give copies of the pictures to all my friends if I spoke a word to anybody. Later that day she made me eat her pussy and lick her asshole. She also spanked me again, and this time I came in her panties, so she made me eat my own come.

The rest of the summer, while my friends were partying at the beach, I spent most of my time serving my mistress. On Saturday nights, when my parents went out to dinner, Amanda made me model her lingerie for her friends. By the end of the evening, I would have eaten the girls out, been spanked at least once, and led to the bedroom, where the girls would tie me up and take turns sticking dildos up my rear end.

When Amanda finally graduated from college, she fucked me once, burned the pictures and said it had been fun. I haven’t seen her since, but I actually miss being her slave. I’ve dated a lot of women since then, but have never been in a relationship that was as satisfying. I will continue to look for the right woman to be my next mistress.—K.D., Portland, Maine

A GIRLFRIEND ENSURES THAT THE PUNISHMENT FITS THE CRIME

After reading about guys who were forced by their wives or girlfriends to suck cock, I thought I would relate an experience I had a few years ago.

I was dating a girl named Dana who was absolutely beautiful. She was thirty-two years old, five feet nine inches tall and one hundred twenty-five pounds with thick, flowing brown hair, sparkling blue eyes, a perfect smile and a body that would make a centerfold jealous. She was a definite head-turner, and she knew it. We had been dating for about a year when I made the mistake of having a fling with a sexy girl I had met at work. Dana found out and called me at home to tell me that I had humiliated her by sleeping with this girl and that she didn’t want to see me any more. I told her I was sorry and begged her to give me a second chance. She said that she would think it over, and told me to come to her house the next evening at seven o’clock for her answer.

I knocked on her door at seven o’clock on the dot. When Dana let me in, I saw that her friend Charles was visiting. Charles is very openly gay.

Dana called me into her bedroom and told me that she would give me one more chance, but that I would have to be punished. She said that since I’d humiliated her, she was going to humiliate me. If I wanted to get back together with her, I would have to have sex with Charles while she watched. I just stood there in disbelief. Dana said she would give me until the count of ten to make up my mind.

When she got to ten, I still hadn’t said a word, so she grabbed me by the arm and told me to leave. I pleaded with her, but she held firm. She then informed me that she was going to call one of her friends from work, go over to his house and fuck his brains out. She knew that would get to me, so I agreed to her terms. She said that because I’d hesitated, I would have to ask her permission to have sex with Charles. She ordered me to get on my knees and beg to suck his cock. Dana told me that she was going to teach me a lesson I’d never forget. She wanted to watch Charles fuck me up the ass, and wanted to watch me kiss, lick and suck his cock.

I was led back into the living room, where Dana ordered me to do a striptease. Once naked I was told to dance around the room and pose for them. Dana then put lipstick, makeup, a wig, a garter belt and stockings on me. Then I was instructed to undress Charles. He had blond hair and a muscular build. But as good-looking as he was, I was not at all interested in having sex with him.

Once Charles was nude, Dana ordered me to kiss and lick every inch of his body, starting with his toes. I was told to save his cock for last. When I got up to his chin, Dana made me French-kiss him. Charles put his hand behind my head and shoved his tongue down my throat. Dana told me to kiss and lick his cock. While I did it, Dana taunted me, and really making the most out of the situation. Then she told me to beg Charles for permission to suck his cock. I paused for a few seconds, and Dana yelled, “Do it!”

I dropped to my knees and said, “Please, sir. May I please suck your cock? Please? I beg of you, sir, please let me suck your big cock.”

Dana really got off on this, and made me plead for about ten minutes. Then she said, “Okay, you can suck it, but first I want to watch him fuck you in the ass.”

They bent me over a chair, and Charles stuck his cock up my rear and pounded away. Dana asked me how it felt to be fucked up the ass. “You like it, don’t you?” she yelled.

“Yes, ma’am, I like being fucked in the ass.”

Dana told Charles not to come, because she wanted him to come in my mouth so she could watch me swallow it. Charles pulled his cock out of my ass. After running to the bathroom to wash it off, he came back and shoved it in my mouth. Dana told me to suck it until he came. She was incredibly aroused, and really turned up the verbal humiliation. She said, “Suck that cock!”

I stopped sucking his cock momentarily. Dana was quick to slap my cock and start yelling at me again. “Put that cock back in your mouth and start sucking it. Suck it until he shoots his load in your mouth. You better swallow it all.”

I felt Charles’s cock start to throb. Dana saw the scared look on my face and put her hand behind my head, ordering me to swallow every drop. Charles exploded in my mouth, and I tried to back away, but Dana kept me in place.

Before the evening was over, Dana forced me to masturbate for them. I had never masturbated in front of anyone before, and it only added to my embarrassment. She had me ejaculate on Charles’s cock, then lick it all off. While I was licking my own come, Charles got hard again. Dana smiled and said, “Suck him off. I don’t think you’ve had enough come tonight.”

I sucked Charles’s cock until he shot his load into my mouth.

Dana informed me that if I ever pissed her off again, I would receive the same kind of punishment. I dated her for two years after that incident, and the punishment was repeated at least two dozen times during that period. I was so infatuated with her, I couldn’t stand the thought of her leaving me.—J.M., Indianapolis, Indiana

SHE PROMISED TO HONOR AND OBEY—IT’S NOT NICE TO BREAK PROMISES

I am a twenty-six-year-old man who has been married for over three years. When I was in college and masturbated frequently, I had elaborate fantasies about complete domination over women.

Before getting married, sex between my wife Gina and me was frequent and passionate, but stayed pretty much on the normal side. Occasionally we experimented with ice cubes or whipped cream, but these episodes were far too infrequent for me.

Things continued this way until about a year and a half ago, when we hit a dry slump. To pick things back up, I suggested that we talk dirty to each other in bed. Gina took to this better than I’d expected, and soon we were talking trash to each other during every sex session we had. This excited me very much, and perked our sex life back up. It also seemed to make Gina more uninhibited and experimental. We even ordered a sex toy through a catalog! Then, about six months ago, it happened!

We were getting ready to fuck and leafing through Penthouse Letters to get ideas for something different to do, when we read a letter about a woman tied spread-eagle to a bed. “It’s a shame we don’t have any rope. We could try that,” Gina said.

It surprised me to hear her say that. “Would you really want to do that?” I asked.

She just shrugged and said, “Sure.”

That night while we fucked, I imagined that Gina was tied down, and I came like never before. Afterward, when we were getting dressed, I told her that most of my fantasies concerned bondage, domination and discipline. I thought that comment would be soon forgotten. Boy, was I wrong!

The next night while lying in bed, Gina told me that it had always been her fantasy to be completely under my control. I couldn’t believe my ears! “I’ll do anything,” she said. “I’m your little girl.”

My heart was pounding rapidly, and I didn’t know what to do at first. Finally I stood up, walked over to the wall and leaned against it. “Come here,” I said.

Gina came over and stood in front of me, waiting for my next command. “Get on your knees and rub my cock all over your face,” I ordered. Gina has an adorable face, and watching her rub my cock all over it was driving me wild. She was panting like a slut in heat. I could tell she was really enjoying it. I then told her to begin sucking my cock. When I had her pick up the pace, I told her that right before I came, I was going to pull out of her mouth and come all over her face. “Would you like me to do that?” I asked. She nodded. I told her to beg for it, “Oh please, Daddy. Let me suck you until you squirt your come all over me. I’ll be a good girl, I promise!” she whimpered. After I came, she looked up at me and smiled, my come dripping all over her.

After wiping her off, I instructed her to lie on the bed and not to move, make a sound or come while I played with her. I spent about twenty minutes playing with and sucking her tits and cunt until she could take no more and began moaning and squirming around on the bed. I told her what a bad girl she had been. “And what happens to bad girls?” I asked her.

“They get punished,” she replied.

“Well, then get up on all fours,” I ordered.

I then got my belt and began spanking her ass. I started off lightly because I didn’t want to hurt her, but when I saw she didn’t mind, I began spanking her in earnest.

After tiring of this, I stopped. I told her she was a good girl for taking her punishment, and now it was time for her reward. I plunged my tongue into her delicious pussy. She was so wet and hot, I had her coming in no time. After she came I decided it was time to explore some more new ground. I had fantasized before about eating her sweet ass, but was afraid she would think it was weird. Now I didn’t care, because I knew I was in control. I started tonguing her butt. “Do you like this?” I asked her.

“Do you?” was her reply.

When I told her I did, she said, “Then so do I. I want whatever you want. I’m here to be your plaything.” I was in heaven!

I decided that I wanted to have my ass eaten. I got up on all fours and commanded her to lick my asshole. There’s nothing like having a woman’s tongue up your ass! Unfortunately, I couldn’t enjoy it for too long, because I was ready to fuck.

Gina got on all fours, and I plunged my cock in to the hilt and fucked her harder than I’d ever fucked her before. While we fucked she yelled, “Oh yes, Daddy! Beat your little girl! Make it hurt, I love it!” Needless to say, this sexual encounter was a huge success!

Since that night I’ve ordered bondage equipment through the mail. I have tied Gina up and treated her like a slave countless times. Once I left her tied to the bed with a dildo in her cunt and a vibrator up her ass while I went downstairs, smoked a cigarette and watched television for twenty minutes. The whole time she was sobbing for me to come upstairs and eat her pussy.

Sometimes we have “normal” sex, but even then we both know who’s in charge, and if she gets out of line, I’ll remind her.—Name and address withheld

HE STARTED THE DAY A SIMPLE MAN—NOW HE’S A FANCY NANCY

I’m writing to tell you about my transformation from a simple man to a submissive slave. It all started when I fantasized about what it would be like to dress as a woman. I had never worn women’s clothing before, but I really wanted to try it, so one day I worked up the nerve to go into a lingerie store.

As I entered the store, I was really nervous. I made sure no one was there except me and the saleslady. She walked up to me and asked if I needed any help. Her name was Annabel. She was unbelievably beautiful and dressed very sexily. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was tall and slim with long blonde hair and blue eyes. I blushed furiously.

Annabel smiled and said, “Can I help you pick something out for your wife or your girlfriend?”

I said, “No, thanks. I’ll just look around.” I had no idea what I was looking for, and my hands were sweating from nervousness.

After about ten minutes, Annabel came over to me. I was looking through the panties and bras, trying to figure out what size would fit me. Annabel asked, “What size do you need?”

I said, “I don’t know.”

She asked, “How big is she?”

I gulped and said, “About my size.”

At that point I thought I would die of embarrassment. Annabel just smiled, looked right at me and said, “Are these for you? Tell me the truth, because I can help you find the right size.”

I looked into her eyes and said yes. Annabel said, “This is your first time, isn’t it?” Again I said yes. Annabel just took my hand and said, “You’ve come to the right place. We’re both going to have fun with this.”

Then she said, “If you listen to me and do what I say, you’re going to look great. Now go to the dressing room, and I will bring you a few things to try on.”

I went to the dressing room without saying a word. I couldn’t believe I was in a ladies’ dressing room, ready to try on lingerie with a beautiful saleslady just outside the curtain. I was afraid someone might come in, but she said, “Don’t worry, it’s almost closing time.”

She handed me a pair of sexy black lace panties and a matching bra. I put them on—they fit perfectly. Annabel said, “Let me see,” and opened the curtain.

I felt a bit humiliated, yet excited at the same time. Annabel giggled, “Don’t you look sexy. Let me see what else I can find for you.” When she walked away, I left the curtain open.

She came back holding a pair of lacy black nylons and a matching garter belt. Then she went to the storage room and returned carrying a blond wig. She smiled and said, “Try this on.”

The hair came down to my shoulders, long and silky. I told her I felt like a complete woman. Annabel said, “I think I will rename you Nancy. Step out here, Nancy, and let me get a good look at you.”

I stood in front of her, waiting for her approval. She could tell how excited I was by the size of the bulge in my panties. “By the looks of things, you’re having as much fun as I am. There are a few things missing, but unfortunately, I don’t have them here, I will have to go next door to the dress shop.”

With that she walked out the door. A few minutes later, she returned with a bulging shopping bag. She pulled out a sexy red minidress, matching pumps and a black belt.

I put the garments on right there in front of her. I felt so at ease with her by that point. She said, “Now sit down and let me apply your makeup.”

First she applied foundation, then blush, eye shadow and bright-red lipstick. When she was through, she said, “Now look in the mirror and see what a pretty young thing you have become.” I felt so feminine.

Just then two ladies entered the store. I didn’t know what to do. Annabel said, “Don’t worry, they’re friends of mine,” before calling them over. I was so nervous, not knowing what they would think when they got closer. Annabel introduced them as Tatiana and Babette. Babette smiled and said, “And who is she?” To my utter dismay, Annabel told them the entire situation. Tatiana and Babette seemed to take it in stride, but I decided it was time to leave.

When I went back to the dressing room, I found that my clothes were gone. I looked over at the ladies. Annabel said, “If you are going to leave without my permission, then you will have to leave as Nancy.”

I walked over to Annabel and asked permission to leave. She said, “You must learn to listen to me. Now, as your first punishment, I want you to take off your dress and show Tatiana and Babette what you are wearing underneath.”

As I slowly took off my dress, I became excited and had no way to hide it. Annabel said, “Put your hands on your hips and turn around so we can see all of you. Do it now.” In a loud voice, Tatiana said, “Look how sexy she is in her garter belt and nylons.”

Babette said, “Annabel, I think she should be punished for getting so excited in her panties. Just look at that bulge!” Tatiana agreed.

Becoming more nervous, I said that I couldn’t help it if my cock was hard. Annabel said, “What was that I heard you say? From now on that is your pussy. Have you got that? Now I want you to ask Babette if you can pull your panties down and rub your pussy.”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I looked at Babette and did as I was told. She smiled and said, “Yes, but only pull them down to just above your knees. Do it slowly.”

Annabel pulled a camera out of her bag and said, “Here, Tatiana. As Nancy rubs her pussy for us, take some pictures.”

I slowly pulled my black lace panties down and my hard cock—I mean pussy—popped out. I started rubbing it slowly. I was so excited, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came. Soon huge globs of spunk were landing on the floor. The girls laughed the whole time. Annabel said, “Now didn’t that feel good? I think you need to thank Babette for letting you come.”

Still holding my pussy in my hand, I thanked Babette for letting me masturbate. She smiled and said, “Annabel, I think you’ve won this one over.”

Annabel then stroked my cheek and said, “There are going to be some rules. Do you want to be my live-in maid? Answer yes or no.”

I said, “Yes.”

Holding up my “man” clothes for me to see, she said, “Take one last look, because you won’t be needing these any more.” With that she threw them in the garbage.

Annabel continued, “From now on you will wear what I tell you to wear, except when you go to work, but you must wear pretty lingerie under your work clothes.” Babette and Tatiana watched me intently to see if I would agree to Annabel’s terms.

I said, “Yes. I will do as you say.”

“Good!” she exclaimed happily. “Now go put your dress back on and fix your lipstick. We need to buy you more clothes and makeup of your own.”

Babette added, “And she will also need a razor to shave all her body hair.”

“Yes,” Annabel said. “I expect your legs, underarms, chest and genitals to be smooth. You got that?”

I moved in with Annabel that very night. One day she told me that she had told her boss, Vince, about me. He wanted to meet me, so I had to come to the store and hang around all day. Annabel even made me assist some of the customers. I looked pretty good, but I think some of them could tell I was really a man.

Near the end of the day, Tatiana and Babette came in to see if Vince had arrived.

Just then he walked in. He was big and well-built with dark hair. Annabel locked the doors and brought Vince over to me. He said, “I hear you suck a mean dildo.” I was so nervous, I couldn’t respond.

Annabel turned to me and said, “Nancy, the girls and I set this up for you. Now do as you’re told. Kneel in front of Vince and ask permission to undo his pants and suck his cock.”

I assumed the position, knowing there was no going back. Vince gave me a big smile and said, “Get to it, Nancy.” Babette squealed and said, “I’ve got to get this on videotape.”

I pulled Vince’s pants down to his ankles. After I removed his underwear, his big cock nearly hit me in the nose. As I was about to suck my first cock, Babette yelled, “Hold it! Annabel, make Nancy fix her lipstick”

Annabel handed me a tube of bright red lipstick. I applied it slowly as Babette got it all on film. By that time pre-come was dripping from Vince’s cock. Annabel said, “Go ahead, take it in your mouth.”

And that’s just what I did. I couldn’t believe how natural it felt. Before long I had so much of his cock in my mouth that my nose was nestled against his balls. Vince grabbed my hair and said he was ready to come. Annabel said, “Nancy, I want you to swallow it all.”

Just then Vince started shooting his load down my throat. I swallowed as much as I could, but some dripped out the corners of my mouth. After Vince left, Annabel said, “Girls, I think Nancy is one of us now. And even if she doesn’t think so, we have the tape to prove it.”—N.E., Roanoke, Virginia

BORED WITH MARRIAGE, A HORNY LADY BECOMES A NASTY MISTRESS

I’m a thirty-year-old, married female. I am considered very attractive, with long red hair, a cute little ass and firm breasts. My husband works all day, then spends the evening getting drunk in some bar. He is usually so drunk by the time he gets home, I haven’t set eyes on his cock in over two years.

Because I am a very horny woman, I fell in the habit of fingering myself several times a day. Recently, however, I’ve found a new way to satisfy myself, and my new lovers are more than eager to satisfy my lust for sex.

I got into domination about six months ago after I started reading your magazine. Now I am treated like a queen by my sex slaves. I’ve known Ned and his foxy wife Erica for many years. I’ve always wanted to fuck both of them, so I put a plan into action.

Erica is a hairdresser with short blonde hair, tits nearly as big as mine and a knockout body. I called her at her salon, told her I needed a haircut and asked if she would stop by my house on her way home. She said she’d be by around six o’clock that evening. My next task was to get Ned to come over to my house before six. That was no problem. I called him up and asked him to help me move some furniture. He arrived at my house at four in the afternoon. I was wearing a pair of tight shorts and a skimpy tank top. Ned gave my body a good once-over as I led him down to the rec room in the basement. “What do you need moved?” he asked.

“Me,” I replied, removing my top, freeing my juicy tits and grabbing his crotch.

Ned said, “I’d like to, but I don’t screw around on Erica.”

I pushed him onto the bed and tied his hands to the posts with the ropes I had placed there for this occasion. Then I pulled down his jeans and ripped off his shorts, exposing his tasty dick. All the while Ned was begging me to let him go. “Not until I fuck your brains out,” I said before ravaging his cock with my mouth. It didn’t take long to bring his cock to attention.

I took off my shorts and lowered my aching pussy onto his cock. As I fucked him I told him that his sweet wife was coming by shortly, and that soon she would also be my prisoner. Soon Ned shot his load deep into my pussy. “I wonder what your beloved Erica will say when she finds your come inside me,” I teased.

“Please don’t say anything,” Ned asked. I just laughed. Then I took one of my dildos, greased it up and stuck it deep inside Ned’s tight ass. “That better be there when I get back,” I warned, “or your wife will get a good whipping.”

I took a bandanna and gagged his mouth with it. “See you soon, big boy,” I said as I headed upstairs. I put on a robe, hid a pair of handcuffs under a sofa cushion and waited for Erica. She showed up shortly after six.

Her skilled hands and fingers gave my scalp a good massage as she washed and conditioned my hair. When she admired my beautiful red hair, I said, “It’s all natural. Here, see for yourself.” With that I opened my robe and let her gaze at my flaming-red pussy. “Very nice,” Erica cooed.

After Erica was through styling my hair, I told her to have a seat on the couch. “I really need to get home,” she said, looking at her watch.

“Just a few minutes,” I begged.

We both sat down and made small talk. After a few minutes I told her that I’ve always wondered which of us had the biggest tits. “Let me check yours out,” I said.

Erica was more than willing. She unbuttoned her shirt and removed her bra. I pulled her close and gave her a wet kiss on the lips, then bent down and sucked her sweet nipples. “Let me show you something, baby,” I cooed as I took her hand and slipped one of her fingers up my cunt. I said, “Your dear husband was kind enough to give me just what I needed.”

“That bastard!” she yelled, getting up. “Just wait until I get home!”

“Not so fast,” I said, pulling her hands behind her back and handcuffing her. “I’ve got Ned tied up downstairs, and now you too are going to be taught a lesson,” I said as I marched her downstairs.

Once in the basement, I had Erica suck her husband’s cock. “Get it hard, baby. I want to fuck him again,” I whispered. Erica quickly bobbed up and down on Ned’s cock. I could tell by the look on his face that he was about to come. “Enough,” I said, pulling Erica away. Then I noticed that the dildo had slipped out of Ned’s ass. “Bad boy!” I yelled at him. “You know what this means.”

He just nodded. I went over and removed the gag. “Yes, Nicole,” he said.

I grabbed his balls and barked, “That’s Mistress Nicole—to both of you. Erica, get over here and bend over. I’m going to whip your ass.”

I grabbed a belt and whacked her ass until it turned beet red. “Please,” she begged, “I’ll service your every desire, my beautiful mistress.”

“Good girl,” I said as I licked her tingling ass. Because you have been so good, I have a special treat for you.”

I called out to my gardener, Derek, who is over six feet tall and very well-hung. Derek took his big black monster and rammed it deep into Erica’s cunt. He gave her a savage fucking before filling her with his juice.

I untied Ned and had him fuck me up my ass while Derek made him suck his dick. “Get it hard so I can fuck your wife’s delicious ass,” Derek screamed.

After Ned had made Derek’s cock as hard as a flagpole, I coated it with petroleum jelly and guided him into Erica’s tight ass. The two of them fucked like animals in heat. Finally he exploded deep inside her asshole.

I am now divorcing my husband and moving in with Ned and Erica. Not only do I keep them in line, but Ned has a foxy secretary who’s in need of a little discipline. She’s next.—N.G., Battle Creek, Michigan

BEWITCHED, BOTHERED AND BUTT-FUCKED BY A YOUNG BLACK BUCK

I’m a thirty-eight-year-old woman who was divorced a few years back. I’m about one hundred fifty pounds, five feet six inches tall, and I have large tits that always get plenty of attention.

I live in a small apartment building near a university, close to my job. Recently, a young black guy named Stephen moved into the complex. He is very handsome, and I found myself fantasizing about him. This embarrassed me, as I hardly knew him and I was sure he could read it on my face.

One day when I was coming home I bumped into Stephen. He’s only twenty-three years old, and a part-time student. He smiled and started making small talk. After a few minutes I asked him in for a drink. I don’t know where I got the courage. He immediately accepted my offer.

After several drinks it was obvious that he knew what was on my mind. He suddenly said, “You’d really like some black cock, wouldn’t you, bitch?” I was shocked, because he had been so kind and quiet before, but I found myself also wildly excited at his change of manner. Still, I didn’t know how to respond. He sneered a little, and said, “You need me to tell you what to do, don’t you?”

I had to look down before I could answer. “Yes, please. It’s been a long time for me. I’m not sure I’ll know what to do anymore.”

He didn’t hesitate. “To start off, you need your fat ass spanked, just to let you know who’s in charge. So get that nasty bubble-butt over here now!” I looked at him while I considered. He looked at me with a softer expression, and added, “You don’t have to, you know. We could play a different game.”

That made up my mind, and I slowly walked over to him. He became stern again, and told me that if I wanted my plump bottom reddened I was to take off my skirt and panty hose and get on his lap fast or he’d leave. I trembled a little as I dropped my skirt and slithered my panty hose down to the floor. I bit my lip and climbed onto his lap.

Stephen started spanking, slowly at first, watching my reaction, then faster and harder when I didn’t complain. After only a few swats the tears were streaming down my face, and I felt really turned on. After fifteen or twenty blows he stopped. My butt was really tingling, and it hurt—but it also felt wonderful. To say that I was confused is an understatement. Stephen started roughly kneading my flesh. Soon he was fingering my cunt, still slapping my ass from time to time with his other hand. I was so wet and worked up! I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure and the pain that were coursing through my body.

Stephen stopped before I could come. He turned to me and said, “You like having a big, black buck dominate you, don’t you? Don’t just look ashamed—if it’s true, tell me!”

I turned to look Stephen straight in the face and see if I could still find the gentle part of him in his eyes. I couldn’t see it anymore, but I said, “Yes. I want you to dominate me.” He smiled and told me to get off his lap and finish undressing so he could see my fat tits. I did. I stood naked before him. He didn’t touch me at first, just continued staring, a wicked grin on his face. It sent shivers down my spine. I was his emotional hostage.

He finally spoke. “I think you like being degraded and pushed around, and you want to serve me in any way I want—is that right?” The words shook me to my very core. I didn’t speak. He yelled, “Fuck you! I guess I’ll just leave.”

Through the mist of my indecision I heard myself say, “No, Stephen, please don’t go. You’re right.”

“Right about what?” Stephen drawled. He wanted me to say it myself.

I answered, “I want to please you, and I’ll do exactly as you say.” The cold smile came back to his face. He told me to get on the floor on my hands and knees and crawl over to him. I did. He undressed, and I was face to face with his half-hard prick. I knew what he wanted, so I started sucking.

When his cock was hard, he pulled away from my mouth, walked behind me and started to fuck me. I was dripping cunt juice down my legs by this time, but it wouldn’t have mattered how wet I was. He rammed into me so suddenly and so hard that it felt like he’d cut me. After a few strokes, though, I was pushing back at him fiercely every time he drove his dick into my pussy.

Stephen didn’t want me enjoying myself quite so much, though. After a short time he pulled out and leered, “Now I’m gonna ream your ass.”

I hadn’t counted on anything like that, and yelled, “No, it’ll hurt, it won’t fit.”

Stephen smacked me on the ass and said, “Of course, it’ll hurt—but I’ll make it fit.” I thought I’d die as he slowly pushed and wiggled his prick inside me. Tears of pain, humiliation and intense pleasure streamed down my cheeks. He rocked back and forth for what seemed like forever. From time to time Stephen smacked my ass. The intense feelings and emotions were incredible. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I didn’t even know I could feel like this. It wasn’t like having an orgasm, but the pleasure was almost as intense, and continued as long as he was in me, not rising and falling the way an orgasm does.

Finally Stephen came, and the two of us fell in a heap on the floor. As I lay there I realized that he’d never even kissed me. He got up, sat on the chair and asked me my name. I said, “Helen.” He turned to me and told me that for an older, fat, white slut I was “better than average.”

He ordered me to get dressed as slutty as possible right away, because he was going to show me off to some of his friends. He said that my need to be used, abused, degraded and dominated would be truly fulfilled. I got dressed and we went out.

His three friends spanked me, fucked me, shoved their dicks up my ass and slapped me while I gave them blowjobs. I loved it all. Stephen routinely has me gang-banged by five or six guys. Recently he tried charging for a bunch of these guys to fuck me. He only charged a dollar, because he said that’s all an old, fat, white slut is worth. I had reached my limit, and I told him that he’d gone too far and I was leaving.

To my amazement, he threw the guys out and spent the rest of the evening comforting me. He told me that anytime I didn’t want to do something, all I had to say was, “Enough!” and it would stop. Until any scene reached that point, though, he would never give a sign that his disdain was anything but real. I spent most of the night crying tears of relief, and we went to sleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning his smiles were gone, and everything was back to normal. Stephen called me a bitch and a whore and threw me out of his apartment, knowing I’d be back at sunset. I don’t know how this will end, but right now I have exactly what I want.—H. W., Dallas, Texas

ALL THE WAY FROM ANTI-GAY TO THE BELLE OF THE BALL

My name is Sue. I’m a thirty-eight-year-old black woman with a pretty face and a once-sexy figure. I played varsity sports while growing up, but have since become extremely overweight. I’m five feet nine inches and two hundred seventy-five pounds.

I’ve been dating a fellow named Harlan who is white, twenty-eight years old, five feet ten inches tall and about a hundred fifty-five pounds. After dating Harlan for a short while I revealed to him that I was bisexual, which didn’t go over very well. I should have known his reaction wouldn’t be great, because he has made taunting comments concerning some of my male friends who are openly gay. Harlan had also made fun of my weight, but it was his taunting of gays that made me decide that he needed to be taught a lesson.

Harlan is very shy and conservative in his lovemaking. Believe it or not, he insists on covering himself up when undressing near me. I have often fantasized about having him masturbate and then eat his come in front of me or, better yet, watching him suck a cock. I knew he would never do either of these things for me voluntarily.

I decided that the best way to punish him would be to humiliate him. I came up with an idea that I was pretty confident would work. If it did I would finally get to see him masturbate, suck cock and eat come. The thought of watching him eat a man’s come gave me chills up and down my spine.

Harlan, among other shallow notions, thinks a woman’s place is in the home. He has always resented woman being allowed in the military. Discussing this always gets him fired up. Even though we had never wrestled, I knew that I could tie him up in knots. Well, it was easy to get him up on his high horse. All I had to do was say that women have served in combat all over the world for thousands of years. When he said that woman were physically weak, I told him that I could whip his ass.

Harlan laughed and said, “I could pin you and make you say uncle in about twenty seconds.” That’s when I knew I had him.

I sneered, “Oh really? Do you want to bet on it?”

He laughed again. I was going to enjoy this more than I had thought. Harlan said, “I’ll bet as much as you like.”

“Oh, I didn’t have money in mind.” It was the Friday evening of a long weekend. I told him that the loser had to do whatever the winner wanted for the next three days. The loser had to be completely obedient. Harlan began to look doubtful at that, but I called him a chickenshit and a welcher. He couldn’t take that and agreed to the bet.

I told him, “Honey, you’re gonna lose this bet. And when you do, I’m going to make you masturbate in front of me, and I’m going to make you dress in women’s clothing. Then we’re heading for a black gay bar I know, and you’re going to learn to suck cock.” I asked him if he had ever eaten a man’s come before, and of course he said no. I replied that I was going to make him eat a lot of come. “It’s an acquired taste. Pretty soon you’ll be begging for it.” The thought of him eating come made me laugh out loud, which really got to him.

Harlan said, “No way.”

I said, “A bet is a bet. It sounds like you’re afraid you’re going to lose.”

He growled, “Okay, the bet’s on. I’m not concerned because I’m going to win anyway. I just can’t believe you’d sink low enough to imagine those things. Of course, it gives me some ideas about how to treat you when I win.”

We faced off in the middle of the living room, and I had Harlan pinned before he knew what happened. It was so easy that I decided to have some more fun by wrestling around on the floor with him, putting him in one uncomfortable hold after another. After about fifteen minutes of being thrown around the room he was beaten, but hadn’t yet said uncle, to end the bet. I thought it was time he did, so I threw him down on his back, jumped on him and stripped him naked. I moved behind him, put his arms behind his back, put my legs around his and spread his legs wide open while pulling up on his arms.

He started begging me to stop, and yelled uncle repeatedly. I made him say that I was stronger than he, and that he would pay off the bet and be my slave. I also made him say that he would masturbate and also suck cock. Not only did I make him say it, I made him beg to masturbate and beg to suck as many cocks as I wanted. When it got to the part about sucking cock he hesitated, but I said, “Come on, sweetie, it could be worse. I licked my middle finger and jammed it up his ass. He got the point, and started begging to be allowed to suck cock and swallow sperm.

I had an orgasm just listening to him begging to eat come. I let him up, directed him to kneel in front of me on top of the coffee table and made him beg for permission to masturbate. Harlan said, “Please let me masturbate for you. I want to stroke my cock for you and eat my hot come.” I told him to start masturbating.

Every time it seemed that Harlan was almost coming I made him stop, lick the drops of come that had collected on the end of his cock and tell me how he wanted to suck cock. I finally let him come, catching it in my hand. After he begged to be allowed to eat it, I made him slowly lick up every drop.

Having planned this event for some time, I had already purchased women’s clothing, makeup and a wig for him to wear. I dressed him up in his sexy new attire—garter belt, stockings, bra—the whole nine yards, except that I wouldn’t allow him to wear panties.

I took him to the gay bar, where we met up with a gay black friend of mine. I enlisted my friend’s help, and before the night was over he arranged for Harlan to suck off five guys in a back room of the bar, including sucking off my friend twice. It was the greatest sight watching Harlan, on his knees, kiss, lick and finally suck a cock. I made sure everyone came in his mouth, and that he swallowed every drop.

For the rest of the weekend I either kept him naked or in a frilly French maid’s outfit that kept his ass, cock and balls exposed. On the second night I invited three girlfriends over (Cleo is actually a transsexual, but she looked hot, especially her cock, which I saw for the first time that night). I dressed him in a French maid’s outfit for the evening. I made him masturbate for us and eat his come, but only after begging.

Then I was ready for some real fun. I told the girls how much Harlan liked sucking cocks, and they wanted to see Harlan work on Cleo. Since they all knew of Harlan’s previous taunting of gays they were going to have some real fun. Cleo dropped her dress and stood there wearing only a pink garter belt and stockings. With her firm tits, small waist and tasty cock hanging between her legs, she looked great.

The girls told Harlan to kneel in front of Cleo and beg to suck her cock. We all loved watching his humiliation and made it as embarrassing as possible for him.

I had never seen my girlfriends this excited before. They said that if his begging wasn’t good enough, they were going to spank him. He begged and pleaded to suck Cleo’s cock, but the girls decided to spank him anyway. While begging he said, “Please let me suck your big, beautiful cock, please, I beg of you, let me suck your big, hairy cock, please let me suck your cock and taste your hot, sweet come.” After some more begging we had him kiss and lick every square inch of Cleo’s cock. Then the girls told him to take Cleo’s cock in both his hands and suck her off. When Cleo came, she shot part of her load in his mouth and the rest all over his face, spreading it around with her cock.

I made Harlan swallow the come in his mouth, but had him leave the rest on his face for the entire evening. One of the girls told Harlan that for the privilege of being allowed to suck Cleo off, Harlan should show his appreciation by kissing and licking Cleo’s asshole.

The girls told me that that was the most exciting and sensual night of their lives. They loved watching Harlan’s humiliation, and they all asked if they could return for some more fun with the “sissy.” Of course I said they could use Harlan anytime and any way they wanted to, and the girls have been over frequently, especially Cleo.

Since that first weekend, Harlan has been my slave. Being able to live out my fantasy took some initiative and careful planning, but it was well worth it.—L. M., Biloxi, Mississippi

YOU’RE NOT TOO OLD TO BE TAKEN OVER MY KNEE

I moved here from England ten years ago, when I got married. My wife Liz had a nine-year-old daughter. England has a long history of spanking for discipline. My wife didn’t believe in it.

My stepdaughter Bonnie is now nineteen and has been away at college for the past year. She came home on break recently, and brought her roommate Moira. On Friday night they stayed out until three in the morning. Saturday my wife and Bonnie had a fight, as her curfew is one o’clock.

I told her that, regardless of whether she was right or wrong in her argument, she had to control her temper or she’d get the spanking she was so long overdue for. She said I wouldn’t dare.

Bonnie normally sleeps in just a T-shirt and panties, so when I grabbed her and pulled her over my lap, she had little protection. When I gave her her first spank, she really started cursing at me. I stopped (keeping my hand on her panty-covered bottom) and calmly said, “If you don’t stop, I’ll take your panties down and really let you have it.”

Again she told me I wouldn’t dare, adding, “You’re not my father.” That stung, and I was determined to sting her in return. I pulled her bikini panties right off, exposing her round little bottom. She squeezed her legs together so I couldn’t see anything, but I knew that a few well-placed swats would soon change that.

I lectured her first, and then really began spanking her. After about a dozen slaps she started crying and kicking her legs, begging me to stop. Her bottom was turning a pleasant shade of red, and I was really getting turned on by all her squirming. It had been a long time since I’d administered a good spanking, and I was enjoying myself immensely.

I was equally enjoying the sight of her pussy lips, which were now in plain view, as red and swollen as her white cheeks were becoming. As I continued to spank her, I noticed that her lips were getting moist, as I had hoped they would, and she was moaning. Just when I was getting well into the game, though, she started to apologize. It was unbearable to me to stop, but there was really no excuse for going on, so I withheld my hand, and stood her in the corner.

While all this was going on, her friend Moira had been yelling at me and calling me names, saying she’d have me arrested for assault. I told her if she didn’t mind her own business she’d get the same treatment, hoping of course that she would ignore my warning. I wasn’t disappointed. She continued swearing at me.

When I finished with Bonnie I grabbed Moira, a small blonde, easy to turn across my knee. Moira was wearing a nightgown, and when I pulled it up to her waist, I found she wasn’t wearing any panties. As I began spanking her, her pale white skin quickly turned red and she continued to twist and wiggle, trying to escape. Nonetheless, it was soon clear that she too was aroused by my efforts, as the very strong smell of her pussy juice told me.

She was much more stubborn than Bonnie, and ended up being spanked much longer. At first Moira didn’t want me to know she was enjoying herself, but after a while she abandoned her attempt to hide her pleasure and began openly humping my knee. She continued crying and kicking, but her hard, fat clit was pressed against my leg and she bounced up and down instead of twisting and trying to get away. Before I finished she had an orgasm, and her juices flowed and left a wet spot on my pants.

I stood her in a corner also, and told them I wouldn’t release them until they stopped crying and apologized. The sight of these two shapely young girls rubbing their sore, red bottoms was a sight to behold. Bonnie asked me very humbly if she could put her panties back on, but I told her no. They both held out a little longer, but soon Bonnie, and then Moira, apologized very contritely. I let them go about their business, while I ran back to my bedroom to release my own pent-up tension.

Later, Bonnie and my wife went shopping. Moira stayed home to rest. I was out by the pool when Moira came out wearing a skimpy black bikini. She asked me to rub cold cream on her tender bottom and suntan lotion on her back. She managed to lie in the sun, but only on her stomach, as her bottom was so sore.

Since this first episode, they have both come to visit again, and both have found ways to force me to give them spankings. Not that I need forcing, you understand, but there’s something to be said for maintaining the illusion. My wife now agrees that we should have used spankings to punish Bonnie years ago. Bare-bottom spankings have become the standard punishment in our home.—G.W., Galveston, Texas

TWENTY-FIVE LESSONS ON HOW TO BE A BETTER HUSBAND

I’m thirty years old and have been married to Reggi for seven years. Recently Reggi found out that I have been fucking my twenty-four-year-old secretary. Reggi is exceptionally beautiful, and we have a great sex life, but I couldn’t resist Liza, and had been fucking her for about eight months when Reggi found out.

Reggi and I make love about four times a week. Reggi loves sex, will always try new positions and never refuses to suck my cock. When she found out that I was fooling around, she went crazy and threatened to leave me, I begged her to stay, and told her I would never do it again. After a lot of begging, Reggi said she would stay, but insisted that she first had to get even. I was to be punished by having no sex for thirty days. In addition, since I really need Liza as my secretary, Reggi said that I could keep her, but Reggi wanted a little chat with her. She also told me that if it happened again she would be gone immediately. The expression on her face let me know that she wasn’t joking.

My punishment started. I was forced to sleep in our extra bedroom away from Reggi. In addition, Liza couldn’t speak to me except about business. During that month, Reggi was often not home when I got home from work. She usually arrived home at two or three o’clock in the morning. In addition, Reggi told some of my co-workers about my situation, and I was the butt of their constant jokes. My affair with Liza was well known in the office, and I suspect one of my co-workers was responsible for Reggi finding out.

The night that my month of punishment was over, Reggi handed me a large box. I opened it, and inside were about twenty-five videotapes. Reggi sat down with a smirk as I put on the videotape. The tape showed Liza, completely nude, lying facedown on a bed, and Reggi standing over her, fully clothed, whipping her ass with a riding crop. Liza was telling Reggi she would be good and never fool around with me again.

When Reggi stopped whipping her I was very surprised to see three of my co-workers—Glenn, Stevie and Billy—appear on the screen. They started to strip, and Reggie told them to fuck Liza up the ass. Liza was begging them to please be gentle, as she had never been fucked up her ass. Reggi smacked Liza again with the riding crop and told her to beg to have her tight asshole fucked. Liza was facedown with her butt in the air when Glenn got behind her and started to penetrate her asshole. It took at least twenty minutes of Glenn’s thrusting for him to get his cock all the way in. I could see that Liza was finally starting to relax and had begun to enjoy her reaming. Glenn stroked on until he shot his come all over her back.

Stevie was next. He was able to slide his cock right into her ass. He talked a lot, telling her how tight and hot she felt. He said he’d wanted to do this for a long time, and had been saving a load for her all week. When he came, you could see that it was indeed a big wad. By now Liza was begging for more.

When Stevie was finished, Billy had his turn. Liza was begging for his attention, and before he stepped up to her there was a shot of her asshole, which had remained wide open after Stevie was finished, come dripping out of it as she panted, thrusting her hips back. Then Stevie plugged her hole, and in a few minutes Liza received her third dose of sperm of the evening.

In the final scene, Liza was in between Glenn, who had his cock in her pussy, and Stevie, who had his cock in her ass, while Billy shoved his dick in her mouth. All of Liza’s holes were filled, and she was mumbling for them to fuck her hard. After they came, the camera zoomed to a shot of Liza’s very red asshole with four loads of come dripping out. The tape ended, and I realized that I had a huge hard-on. I was also grateful that Reggi had kept her clothes on. It would be hard to go to work if my wife had let my co-workers fuck her.

Reggi told me to put in the second tape. My joy about Reggi keeping her clothes on was short-lived. The second tape began with Liza, lying on my desk naked, and Reggi, completely nude, wearing a huge strap-on dildo. Reggi looked right at the camera and said it was her turn to fuck Liza’s tight little ass. She positioned Liza so that her ass was facing the camera and pushed the dildo halfway in. She stopped and asked Liza, “What do you want?”

Liza shouted, “I’m a slut, and I want my ass fucked.” Reggi accommodated her, ramming the rest of the dildo to the bottom in her asshole. Reggi was giving Liza a tremendous fucking, which actually caused Liza to have a wrenching orgasm. After Liza came, Reggi withdrew from her ass. She took the riding crop and whipped Liza a few times on the butt, then told her to get her sorry ass out of there. Reggi lay down on my desk and spread her pussy for the camera.

That’s when my co-workers appeared on the screen. My worst fears had been realized. There was Reggi getting the fucking of her life from three guys on my desk in my office. Glenn, Stevie and Billy each took turns fucking her pussy. She also gave them each a blowjob, letting them come on her face and in her mouth.

All of this had a strange effect on me. When the tape was over I was so horny that I went over to Reggi and ripped off her clothes. When I got to her panties I saw that she had completely shaved her cunt. I wanted her pussy so much I didn’t stop to think about it. I rammed my dick into her bald hole and came very quickly.

After I came, she sat on my face and had me eat my come out of her. I continued to lick her for almost two hours, during which time she had half a dozen grinding orgasms. We finally calmed down and went to bed. Before we went to sleep she told me that over the next few days I would have to watch every single video, including the one where her pussy had been shaved.

When I got to work the next day everybody knew that I had seen the video. I was invited to Glenn’s office, where six of my co-workers told me how good a fuck Reggi was. I was very humiliated. Liza was brought in, and she repeated her performance, letting the guys triple-penetrate her. She said she was sorry that I couldn’t fuck her, but Reggi wouldn’t allow it. The guys also suggested that I watch the rest of the tapes and see how much Reggi loved being fucked.

When I got home that night, video number three was in the machine. Reggi again sat on the couch while I watched. This tape started with both Reggi and Liza naked on my desk. Both women were masturbating themselves with vibrators. Reggi pulled hers out and inserted it into Liza’s ass. Liza was on her back with her legs spread wide while Reggi worked one vibrator in her ass and one in her pussy. Liza was soon bucking all over the desk, moaning, “Oh, God! Here it comes! Oh, Reggi, fuck me!” Compared to this, Liza had been laid back when we had sex together. Now she was screaming and throwing herself around as she had a tremendous orgasm.

Liza left the picture. She was replaced by a guy named Ben, also from the office. He stripped, and stuffed his cock in Reggi’s cunt. He came quickly, but Reggi went to work on his softening cock with her mouth. Glenn appeared, and fucked Reggi while she sucked Ben’s cock. I watched three tapes that night. In the first five tapes, Reggi had fucked six different guys from my office. Still I was monstrously turned on by it, and that night I again ravished Reggi’s pussy.

The next day was Friday, and my co-workers all had a good laugh trying to guess what tape I was up to. I was humiliated all day and I was glad it was Friday. I was prepared to go home and spend the weekend seeing what was on the rest of the tapes, to get it over with. That night Reggi and I watched three more tapes. In one tape Reggi had four of my co-workers jerk off on her face. In the last tape that night, after three guys fucked Reggi, Liza appeared again and sucked the come out of her pussy.

When we went to bed that night I sucked on Reggi’s shaved pussy until she came twelve times. We spent the entire night in a 69. We awoke early Saturday morning, and Reggi served me breakfast while I watched more tapes. The tapes were of more of my co-workers with Reggi.

Around noon Reggi left me alone to watch more tapes. One tape was made in a hotel room, with just Liza and Reggi. They were fucking each other with a double dildo. At the end of the tape Liza shaved Reggi’s pussy, then Liza got on the phone and called a guy named Carter. Carter was a friend of Liza, and he was the first to fuck Reggi’s newly shaved pussy. On the next tape Carter and two of his friends fucked Reggi silly. It was very exciting to watch my wife being serviced by so many different studs.

When Reggi got home, around eight, I was ready for more fucking. When I asked where she had been, she asked me what tape I was up to. I said I had viewed twenty of the tapes so far. She said she was with the guys on tape number twenty-four, and suggested I skip to that one.

I put the tape in. There were Reggi and Liza, in a room with many men. First they did a striptease, then they went over to each guy, opened his pants and sucked his cock. Eventually they lay down on a blanket in the middle of the room and masturbated for the crowd. Occasionally, guys would come over to them and jerk off on them. I recognized some of the men from my office and others from previous tapes. At one point Liza was surrounded by eight cocks. She was sucking some while others were fucking her. The camera moved to Reggi, who was fucking one guy and blowing two others. At the end of the tape Liza had several of the men fuck her in the ass.

When the tape was over I turned to Reggi, who was now naked. She told me she had just been gang-banged and asked if I would like to fuck her also. I was a little upset that my wife was fucking so many different guys, but I was so horny that I just stripped and fucked her. Her pussy was still loaded with come from her adventures earlier in the evening.

When I asked her if she felt that she was even with me, she told me she really enjoyed slutting around, and if I wanted to stay married I shouldn’t complain. In addition, she told me that, since I had started this, I was not to be allowed to fool around with other women.

Recently Reggi invited some of her boyfriends over to our house. While I watched from the couch, Reggi got fucked in her asshole for the first time. She was telling the guys how much she liked it and each took his turn in her rear. Glenn and Billy were there that day, and when I saw them at work the next day they really humiliated me. They had brought in pictures of my wife letting them fuck her ass. Of course, they showed anyone who they could get to look.

I protested to Reggi that I couldn’t take any more. She said she was bored with all those guys anyway. I was thrilled. We went to the bedroom and I fucked her up the ass. Since then, neither of us has fooled around. But I am looking for a new job, as it is hard to work in an office where almost every guy has fucked your wife. We often watch her videos. Now that I feel safe again in our relationship I get really turned on, and we end up fucking like bunnies.—L. J., Tampa, Florida

DOES SHE OR DOESN’T SHE? JUST ASK EDDIE, VINCE, MILT, ALAN …

Angie and I have been married for twenty-two years, and for about twenty of those years we have been using domination to spice up our sex life. Angie is a true submissive who enjoys being tied up, humiliated and exposed. She is forty-two years old, has blonde hair, blue eyes, long legs, a great ass and nice tits.

After our first two years of marriage, things started to become routine. Angie read an article about women who like to be slaves to their men, and said she wanted to try it. We started slowly, with me demanding that Angie be naked whenever we were alone in the house. I would order her to cook and serve my dinner, dance for me and kneel at my feet while I watched television, all in the nude. From there we progressed to bondage. At first Angie loved being tied spread-eagle to our bed. But soon she learned to enjoy being tied up in different places throughout the house and, finally, outside.

Over the years we’ve met several other couples who played the same sex games we do. We’d get together a few times a month. The wives were always the slaves, and the husbands their masters. All the slaves were required to service any master who demanded it. Usually the night would start with the wives stripping and putting on their slave collars and wrist and ankle cuffs. One of the games the wives seemed to like best was when one wife would serve all four masters at once. This happened about once a month, usually on a Sunday afternoon while the masters watched sports on TV.

One hot July afternoon last summer, it was Angie’s turn to be our slave. She spent the afternoon naked, serving four of us snacks and drinks whenever we asked for them. Best of all, she gave each of us at least one blowjob (I got two), and fucked two of the other husbands. To cap off the afternoon’s activities, we tied her facedown to the dining room table and took turns spanking her ass-cheeks. When her behind was all hot and pink, one of the masters, Eddie, butt-fucked her. After that, we called it a day.

Angie was sitting next to me while I drove home. Her dress was open, and she had nothing on underneath. She said, “I’d love to do all the things I did this afternoon again, but with three guys I’ve never met before.”

I gave it a little thought and came up with an idea. We have a small campsite in the Adirondacks in New York State. Angie and I have spent many wild weekends there with her as my full-time, nude come-slave. The camp is at the end of a dirt road. About a quarter of a mile down the road is another camp, owned by a group of guys who come from the city to hunt and fish.

The next day I called one of the guys, Milt, and found out that he and two of his friends were going up that weekend to do some fishing. It was the perfect arrangement for what Angie wanted. That night when I got home, I told her I was in the mood to head up to the country. “It could be the weekend your wish comes true,” I said. She was so excited she could hardly speak.

We arrived about noon on Friday. We spent the afternoon in the woods, with me leading my naked Angie through the underbrush, tying her up in several different places. At one point I trussed her spread-eagle between two trees, then found a branch and whipped her butt, tits and pussy. She climaxed from the moment the branch first made contact with her skin.

That evening, Angie and I went to a restaurant and bar in a small town not far from the camp. At nine o’clock, the guys from the city showed up: Milt, Vince and Alan. I introduced them to Angie, and we sat around and had a few drinks. Then Angie announced, “I’m my husband’s come-slave for the weekend, and will do anything he wants.” The guys fell silent—they must’ve thought Angie was drunk and out of control. But I assured them that what she’d said was true.

The five of us left together. In the parking lot, I decided to show the men I meant business. “Take your blouse off, Angie!” I commanded. She did so immediately, revealing a skimpy black bra. “Take off your shorts,” was my next order. Angie obeyed, stepping out of her shorts. The men stared at her in her black bikini panties. Seeing my wife there in the parking lot, wearing just her underwear, gave me a raging hard-on. I was sure the other guys had erections too. I decided to go for broke.

“Take off your bra!” I ordered. Angie unhooked the garment and let it fall to the pavement. “Now your panties!” I continued. She slowly peeled the bikinis down her long legs. When they were off, she draped them over the end of her finger and offered them to Milt.

“We’ll be down to your camp to pick those up in a little while,” she said to him. With that, she strutted off to the van and got in.

We drove to our camp and stayed there long enough for me to get Angie ready for the night’s fun. I attached her slave collar, wrist and ankle cuffs, and secured her hands behind her back with a light chain that looped between her legs and up to the front of her collar. Angie said she wanted to walk to the men’s camp. She was quite a sight walking through the woods in nothing but her sandals and slave regalia.

When we got to the camp, the guys were ready and waiting. When they saw Angie, they couldn’t believe their eyes. I unhooked her hands, and we sat around and downed a few brews. Vince asked, “Will she dance for us?”
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