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My husband and I had what I thought was
a good marriage. We had been together for nearly twenty years and
had never had really bad fights. Our sex life was so-so, but I
guess that was to be expected given we had nearly twenty years of
playing, experimenting or trying most everything. I guess that’s
why I was so shocked when I found out about the affair.

A friend of mine had gone to
a company sales seminar at a hotel in a nearby town. While she was
on break that morning, she spotted my husband entering the hotel.
She was about to go up and say Hi to him when a young brunette
walked up to him and kissed him.

She was shocked, to say
the least. She watched as they checked in and got onto the
elevator. It took her a little while to muster up the nerve to tell
me what she had seen. She really didn’t want to be the one to cause
my marriage to fail.

When I confronted my husband, he
initially denied anything was going on. But as I pressed the issue
and finally told him what had been seen, he relented and confessed.
I was furious. How could he have done this to me, to us? He was my
best friend.

He told me that she made him feel
alive, that the sex was wonderful as she did things I rarely ever
did. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. If he wanted sex so
bad, then why didn’t he talk to me? It’s not like we didn’t
communicate. Part of me wanted to take some of the blame for not
showing him more affection in bed. But the longer I thought about
it the more I realized it was more than just me.

For the next week or so I was numb. The
days all blurred together as I tried to come to grips with the
reality of what had happened. I then became angry, I wanted
revenge. I wanted to show him that I could have awesome sex, with
or without him. I wasn’t sure how to proceed, but my friend google
assisted me.

I began to read stories about all
different types of erotica. I wanted to find some inspiration for
what I could do to get back at him. As I read about things like
gangbangs, bondage, orgies and lesbian encounters, a plan began to
form in my head. It only took a few days for me to decide what I
was going to do. Now I just had to put my plan into
action.

I wanted to join a BDSM club and have
myself used and have photos of it taken to show him. Of course,
these would be given to him as I served him the divorce papers. I
know the saying is revenge is a plate best served cold, but I
wanted this one to be served hot. I was going to make him regret
not talking to me. I was going to show him what he was going to
miss.

As I searched google looking for some
sort of group or website of people who enjoyed bondage, I came
across an ad for a place about fifty miles away from home. It was a
BDSM dungeon that you could rent to fulfill your fantasy. I was
nervous when I called to get more details.

I was told that there were different
dungeons for different fantasies. I just had to give them the
specifics of what I wanted and they would set things up for me. I
gave them some ideas for what I wanted and asked for suggestions as
to what would be a good experience. I also asked if I could have
photos taken of the session, and they assured me that I could. It
was set. I booked a dungeon for a week later, on a Saturday
evening. I was ready to put my plan into action.

****

As I got dressed for my encounter, I
tried to be as sexy as I could. I found some old lingerie that had
garters and a shelf bra. I wore that with no panties and put on a
very clingy dress to ensure my figure showed as much as
possible.

As I drove to my appointment, I stopped
once to go to the bathroom and get a bite to eat. There were lots
of looks my way, which boosted my self-esteem, but looking back it
was probably due to how I was dressed.

The closer I got to the
dungeon, the hornier I got. There were a few times when I rubbed
my nipples
or fingered my pussy as I drove. I have always
known that when I am horny, all modesty goes out the window. I am
on one mission, and one mission alone. And that was to get fucked
and cum.

I pulled into the driveway of the
building that was to be my jail for the next couple of hours. It
was nondescript and looked like any ordinary business. No signs
advertising it was a dungeon, just a simple “NASO Consulting” sign
out front.

I walked to the door and rang the
buzzer.

“Yes?” I heard a voice
say.

“This is Catrina. I’m here
for my appointment,” I replied.

There was a click as the
door was opened for me. I walked into the foyer and looked around.
There were pictures of all sorts of bondage and humiliation, and
quite frankly they turned me on. There was a front desk and
chairs which I assumed meant this was a waiting area.

I walked to the desk and presented my
reservation.

“You will be in room
eleven,” the girl told me as she handed my reservation back to
me.

“Thank you,” I replied as I
got out my credit card to pay.

“Someone will come and get
you shortly,” she said. “Please have a seat
while you wait.”

I sat in the chair and waited for
someone to come and get me. As I sat there, people would
occasionally walk through the lobby. Women with leather and spike
heels, wearing collars and devices that clamped to their tits and
pussy lips. There were men who wore leather pants with no crotch,
enabling me to see their cocks as they walked by.

This was so foreign to me,
and I began to wonder if I had made a mistake. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea,” I thought to myself. I
was so nervous I almost walked out. But as I sat there pondering my
next move, a girl came over and sat down next to me. She had a
clipboard in her hand with a pen.

“Hi, I’m Candy,” she
said.

I doubted that was her real
name, but I went with it anyway.

“Hi Candy, I’m Catrina,” I
replied.

 

“I have some forms I need
you to fill out,” she began. “Some are consent forms and the
others are forms
for controlling how your session will go. We need
safe words. These are queues for you to let us know when something
is reaching your threshold so we can back off without injuring you.
Please take a moment and read over these documents before
signing.”

I pretty much skimmed over the
documents. It was the normal mumbo jumbo about them not being
liable for anything. I came up with a few safe words and signed the
documents. I handed the pen back to Candy along with the
forms.

“Great,” she said. “I’ll be back in a few
minutes and we’ll get started.”

Candy stood up and walked
over to a door and opened it to what I assumed was the main office.
She had a nice figure, and it was very hard to focus on the forms
with her sitting
there with nipple clamps and a collar on. She
didn’t have much else on.

The sight of everything here made my
nipples as hard as I can remember. My pussy tingled with
anticipation of what was to happen to me. I wanted to rub my tits
and pussy so bad it was killing me. I was like a kid standing in a
chocolate factory and couldn’t touch a thing. It was driving me
crazy!

What I didn’t know was my experience
that night would forever change me. It would make me a slave to my
own passion. I would experience a level of sexual gratification I
doubt many other people ever get to achieve.

****

Candy returned and asked me to follow
her. I couldn’t help but stare at her backside as her firm little
ass bounced with each step. Her long and toned legs were a pleasure
to look at. I only wished I could have seen her pussy. I imagined
she kept it clean shaven, and the thought of that turned me
on.

As we walked to my room, I could feel
my pussy juices starting to run down my leg. I had never been this
wet before. Every single sense in my body was heightened as we
entered the room. My session was about to begin.

As I entered the room, I took stock of
what was in there. I saw a table, a wall with large rings attached
to it. There was a pulley with chains hanging from the ceiling.
Along one wall was a row of different sizes and styles of dildos.
On the opposite wall was a myriad of torture devices from clamps to
whips. My pussy was oozing juice just looking at everything. I
wondered what they were going to use on me.

As I was taken to the middle of the
room, a man came into the room from a door on the far side and
walked up to me. He stood there for a second just looking me over.
He reached up and brought a thick collar to my neck, wrapping it
around me and buckling it. I was now his slave.

He grabbed the ring on the front of the
collar and tugged at it, an indication I should follow him. He
walked me over to a slender table against the wall. He turned me
around and began to remove my clothing. I was so nervous as each
part of my body became exposed to him. No man but my husband had
seen me nude since I had gotten married.

As he pulled my stockings off, he
stepped back and looked me up and down once again.

“Turn around for me,” he
instructed me.

Doing as I was told, I spun around in a
circle.

“Spread your legs,” he
commanded.

I spread my legs while trying not to
look at him. My pussy was now wide open for him to see and do what
he wanted to with it. My heart was racing as I stood there
completely at his mercy. He reached out and clamped his hand gently
onto my pussy, causing me to shudder slightly. He showed a slight
grin as he released me.

Once again he grabbed the ring on my
collar and pulled me over to the wall with the rings on it. He
placed cuffs on my wrists and ankles before attaching them to the
wall. I was now spread eagle and ready for whatever he was prepared
to do to me.

As I stood there stretched out, he
walked to the table and grabbed a riding crop. He walked back over
to me and began to rub the shaft of the crop across my nipples. I
moaned as the rough material brushed against me. It sent shivers
down my spine with each slide of the crop.

He stopped for a second, then with one
quick swish, the tip of the crop smacked against my nipple causing
me to cry out in pain. WOW! I had never felt anything like that
before! It hurt for only a couple seconds, then as the pain
subsided it started to tingle down to my pussy. He hit my other
nipple with just as much force, and again I screamed
out.

He alternated whipping my nipples
probably ten times before he quit. I was breathing so heavy as my
body adjusted to this new sensation. As he stepped back, he swung
the crop again, only this time it hit my pussy. I tried in vain to
close my legs as a reflex from the pain that shot through my body.
Holy hell that hurt! With my senses being so heightened, everything
was magnified.

He only hit my pussy a couple more
times before lowering the riding crop and walking up to me. One
hand massaged my pussy as the other one massaged my nipples. The
rubbing and warmth of his hands felt soothing to my now reddened
parts.

He went back over to the table and put
the riding crop on it. Then, he picked up a couple of small things
and walked back over to me. He had nipple clamps and they were
clamped onto my erect nipples. As he tightened them down, I tried
to hold out as long as I could before letting him know it was tight
enough.

He ran a small chain from the clamps to
my collar. It was then that the pussy clamps were put on my pussy
lips. I had never experienced these before and it was a different
feeling. Once the clamps were on, he ran chains down to my ankles
and tightened them. My pussy was now stretched wide as my pussy
lips were pulled tight. He brought over a dildo and inserted inside
of me and began to fuck me with it. I gasped at first from the
shock of it, but soon began to moan and breath heavily as it
continued to be pushed and pulled in and out of me.

He removed the dildo and put it to my
mouth, an indication he wanted me to suck it. I did so with gusto
as I cleaned my own juices from it. He put the dildo away and
returned to the wall.

I was released and he moved me over to
the table that was in the middle of the room.

“Stay here,” he told
me.

I stood there as he took a
chain and attached it to my collar, essentially chaining me to the
table. He came
back and put a blindfold on me as I stood there
waiting. He walked away for what seemed like five minutes before I
heard him returning. I could hear noise around me but didn’t know
what it was. Not knowing what was coming next was almost as
exciting as what was being done to me.

When my blindfold was removed, I saw a
man tied to the table on his back, and two other men standing
nearby. I wasn’t sure why they were there, but I assumed they were
for me. A small set of steps was brought over to the table and put
at the end.

“Get up on the
table,” he told me.

I walked to the steps and made my way
to the table. It was erotic standing there nude with a naked man
bound right under me.

“Kneel down,” I was told,
and I complied.

“Now, I want you to take his
cock into your mouth and suck it until he becomes hard,” he
commanded.

I had only sucked one cock for twenty
years so I was sort of excited to taste another one. I took his
cock into my mouth and began to move my mouth up and down his shaft
while sucking. It didn’t take him very long to get hard, and all I
could think of was how much I wanted this rock-hard cock in my
pussy.

“Stop, and standup,” he
commanded.

I stood up, still licking my lips from
sucking that large cock.

“I want you to stand over
him, squat down and insert his cock into your pussy,” I was
told.

I was so ready for this! I
put my feet on either side of him and lowered myself down onto his
cock. Oh,
how good that hot cock felt as I sat down on it,
taking it all the way inside of me. I put my hands down on the
table and began to bounce my hips up and down as I started to fuck
his cock.

I was enjoying his cock when I heard a
command being told to me.

“Open your
mouth.”

I opened my mouth and another cock was
inserted into my mouth. I now had two cocks, one I was fucking and
one I was sucking. I was so hot it was driving me
insane!

The man removed his cock from my mouth
and walked over to the steps.

“Drop to your knees and lie
flat on his chest.”

I did as I was told wondering what was
next. I didn’t have to wait very long before I figured out what was
coming next. I felt a finger with something slimy begin to rub my
asshole. I felt the pressure of his cock as the head of it began to
penetrate my ass.

He slowly slid his cock in and out of
my ass to ensure he allowed my ass enough time to get used to
something being inserted into it. Once he had gotten the full
length of his shaft buried inside my ass, he began to fuck my ass
with full, long strokes.

Here I was, on this table with two
cocks fucking me. I was in heaven. It felt so good to be dominated
like this and having all these men fucking me. Just when I thought
I had come to the end of this, another man got on the table. He
walked around in front of me and knelt down, shoving his cock into
my mouth.

As the other two men fucked my ass and
pussy, this man grabbed the sides of my head, holding it still and
began to fuck my mouth. He fucked my mouth with long, fast strokes.
I was completely full of cock as I felt every single cell of my
being sitting right on the edge of ecstasy.

In one big wave, my body finally
succumbed to the fucking and sucking and I began to cum. My body
convulsed like it had never done before. I was still fucking and
sucking and it grew even more intense as I came. I was a wild woman
and I wanted these cocks to cum!

All the men pulled out of me as the
bottom guy was released. I took his place with all three men
standing above me. They began to masturbate as I lie there watching
them. Suddenly they started to cum, one after the other. They shot
their loads all over my body; my face, my tits, my pussy,
everything had cum on it. I rubbed it all over my body.

I was cleaned up and was shown to the
lobby where the receptionist had my photos. I had asked for
duplicates when I signed for them. I wanted one set for the asshole
and one for me so I could relive this experience.

I wished I had a camera with me when I
gave him his divorce papers so I could have captured the look on
his face when he saw the photos with the papers. I could tell he
was regretting letting me go for that young thing. There’s nothing
that can take the place of experience. If you want something, ask
for it. Sometimes that’s all it takes.
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