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I love my husband, but I can't continue our sex-less marriage.

I'm suspecting that the issue may be stemming from the lack of experimenting we've done in our lives. My husband has never brought it up before, and I don't know any other way to do than to simply show him.

But will one step into the alluring world of BDSM turn into a full-on tumble down the world of excitement?

I sure hope so.


Rediscovering Magic

Book one of The Discovery series




Chapter One

My husband and I had a great marriage starting out. We had great emotional and physical chemistry from the first time we met, and while our relationship and then marriage has had its ups and downs like any relationship, we have always managed to pull the magic out of its grave and back into our marriage. We truly loved each other.

We still do, and we still enjoy hanging out with each other, but we haven’t had sex in four months. It’s not that we aren’t attracted to each other anymore, but neither of us has been very interested. I think it has stemmed from too many years of sleeping with the same person, too much repetition of the same moves, and never surprising each other in the bedroom. Maybe we just know each other a little too well.

Our sex life has never been much more than vanilla; we’ve done just about every position in the book, but aside from using those uncomfortable plastic handcuffs a few times, we could never be considered experimental. I don’t know why he had never brought it up, but for me it was always because I felt insecure about myself whenever I thought about it. What if he didn’t like the way that I looked if I put on some really racy lingerie? I know I have a good body and I don’t hate the way I look, but I’ve also never been the person that actually feels sexy in the bedroom.

I feel like confidence really is the key when it comes to experimenting, and I’ve never been very good at that. Today I’m attempting to change that, however. I have a perfect plan to surprise my husband, something I’ve just never really done before. I’m hoping it’ll jump start our attraction to each other again.

I usually get home from work an hour or so before my husband does, but today I got off a little bit early and I took the opportunity to drive to a sex shop. I was so nervous walking inside the large and brightly-lit store. I tried not to look at the other customers or the store clerks; I was terrified of having to explain to anybody what it was I was looking for. Luckily I quickly found the section where the toys for anal play were on display. I was looking over the section, trying to find the perfect toy for my plans tonight, when a store clerk made her way over to me and asked if I needed any help.

I was so embarrassed and nervous, I almost just kept my head down and told her “no”, but I realized this would be a good test-run of my ability to fake confidence, until I actually felt it myself. I couldn’t quite look her in the eyes, but I told her what I was looking for and that I had no idea how to know which one to buy. She quickly took charge of the situation and showed me the perfect toy: a small, metal butt plug with a flat red jewel at the base of it.

“This one is great for beginners because it’s small, it’s not too wide, the base is wide enough so it won’t move around while still being comfortable, and because it’s metal you can use a silicone-based lube on it, which I also recommend. If you don’t have some, I can show you those products as well,” she said.

I was actually really grateful for her help, she made me feel like what I was doing was completely normal and that I should feel comfortable doing this. She left me to continue browsing, and as I held the toy in my hand looking at it, I couldn’t help but think about my plan, and I was already starting to get turned on – a feeling I hadn’t felt in months. With a new energy for tonight I bought the toy (and a new bottle of lube) and went home. I had about an hour before my husband was going to get home and I needed to get ready.




Chapter Two

I quickly walked into our bedroom and stripped down to just my bra and panties. I was not going to be in my boring work clothes when he got home. I had several steps to my plan for tonight, and it was finally time to do the first one.

I wasn’t sure the best way to put in the plug. My husband has fingered my ass quite a few times while going down on me, but I had never had anything like a toy inside me for how long I was planning tonight. I decided to bend over the side of our bed and pulled my panties off. I brought out the plug and the lube and decided to masturbate first, to get me relaxed and more in the mood.

I grabbed my small vibrator out of our side-table and pulled up some of my favorite erotic stories on my phone. I pulled up a story about a girl having anal sex for the first time, and while I read about her squeezing two fingers up her tight asshole, I used my free hand to start rubbing my clit. I was surprised how wet I already was from just buying the plug and thinking about tonight. I didn’t waste any time and turned on my vibrator, first teasingly rubbing it along my slit, nice and slow. I pressed a little harder above my clit and started grinding against it. Without much attention in a while, I was really sensitive. The vibration felt so good, I even jolted a couple of times when it hit just the right spot.

The story was heating up, this woman’s boyfriend was putting in a large plug and pulling it in and out slowly. I took a break, propped my phone against a pillow, and decided to finger myself. I lubed up a couple of fingers and while continuing to grind against my vibrator with my free hand, I circled my asshole with one finger. I loved it when my husband would do this, and I copied what he always did. Slowly I circled and lightly pressed against my hole over and over. I was so turned on that I didn’t wait too long before diving in. I slowly inserted half my middle finger, feeling how soft and tight I was. It felt so good I quickly put the rest of my finger inside me, fingering my ass quickly, and I turned up the vibration on the toy at my clit.

By now the woman in the story was being slowly fucked in her ass with a dildo, slender and long. I was already feeling loosened up myself and put in a second finger. It hurt, but not too bad at all. I slowed down my pace and relaxed my body more. There was a hint of pain still, but it mostly felt amazing having two whole fingers inside me. My fingers aren’t as thick as my husband’s, but it was still enough for me to be getting off on it.

The woman in the story was about to have anal sex for real with her boyfriend, and I stopped fingering myself to ready the plug. My asshole was already pretty slick from my fingers, but I still put on a generous dollop of lube on the toy. I went back to reading and grinding against my toy as I slowly put in the tip of the plug. It was so cold to the touch, but it was also such an exhilarating feeling that I wanted more. I slowly pulled the plug in and out, going a little deeper each time, and I could feel my tightness stretching out, trying to accommodate the toy. It wasn’t wide, but I was still so tight. The pain was gone, and I took this as an encouragement and slowly took in the whole thing. There was resistance at the widest point of the toy, but I wanted it inside me so badly I pressed on, and the most wonderful feeling of pleasure and relief flooded me when I took in the whole plug and it sunk in snugly, the base slightly spreading my cheeks. It felt so good, I stopped grinding my clit against the vibrator and I put it inside me instead. I turned the vibration up all the way and began rubbing my clit with my hand. Fast and hard I rubbed, still reading the story, and I was so turned on it didn’t take long at all before I felt the familiar build up and flood of pleasure release as my orgasm took me. I moaned into the blankets and continued rubbing, humping my hand a little. It subsided quickly, and I was still so turned on I didn’t need any recovery time, and took out the vibrator.

Now that I had the plug inside me, it was time for the second part of my plan. My husband would be home in half an hour and I needed to hurry. I quickly took my phone, and while still bent over I reached around and took a nice picture of the plug inside me, with my wet and slightly swollen pussy barely showing.

I was writing a message to my husband with the picture when I began to be gripped with my usual doubts. I was actually going to send him this picture, and I was going to caption it by writing “I want you so bad. Come home soon.” What if it doesn’t work and he doesn’t even get turned on? What if he comes home and he says, “Sorry, I’m just not in the mood tonight.” Part of the problem is we never surprise each other. What if I get turned down the first time I try and I never want to do it again?

I also thought about the past four months of sleeping side by side with no sex. No desire. Our kisses didn’t even have the spark anymore. I couldn’t go another month like this. I didn’t want to, at least. I needed to take every chance to bring the magic back into us. I pressed send.

I started getting re-dressed, but I put on the shortest dress I had. I hadn’t had an excuse to wear a nice dress like this in such a long time; it went past my ass by maybe an inch. I went to my underwear drawer and almost pulled out the sexiest panties I had, but paused and had a thought. What would be more surprising than seeing me wearing a black lacy thong? No panties at all. I closed the drawer and took off my bra as well. The dress was thick enough that my nipples wouldn’t immediately poke through, but he would notice if he stared at my chest, which he used to do all the time when we were still having great sex.

When I was done dressing my phone beeped to tell me I had a message. My heart went into over-drive. This would be the moment where I would either continue the plan or abort everything and probably cry the rest of the night. I checked the message from my husband and broke into the largest smile I’ve had in a long time. “Oh my god honey that is so fucking sexy!! When did you buy that?? Hang tight, I’ll be home a tad late but I when I get there… ;)”

That he was going to be a little late actually worked in my favor. I wanted dinner to be ready when he got home and now I had a little extra time. As much as I wanted him to just devour me as soon as he got home, I wanted to tease him and hype up the suspension as much as possible. This had to be a memorable night.

I quickly told him to drive safe and that I’d see him soon and rushed to the kitchen to make dinner. I just made something really simple and quick and was close to finishing when I heard him open the door. I called out to him from the kitchen and he quickly appeared. He had already taken off his shoes and tie at the door, and now he stood in his nice suit, staring at me. I flashed him a smile and continued making our dinner. “Hi honey. I’m almost done, and then we can eat.”

I had my back to him, facing the stove, but soon I felt hands wrap around my waist. He brushed my hair to the said and started kissing my neck. He pressed into my back and I could already feel his excitement for me. “I think I want something else to eat right now,” he softly said in my ear. I felt a rush go through me as his teeth grazed the skin on my neck, and his hands roamed up and down my waist and thighs. “Are you still wearing it?” he asked. I didn’t need to answer, his hand went from my waist to caress my ass, and slowly he went up my dress to feel my plug.

“Not wearing any panties? Oh honey you are full of surprises tonight,” he said before he softly bit my neck. I sighed, trying to focus on not burning any food but wanting all of my attention on his hands and mouth. He pushed at the plug, and I let out a very soft moan. He kissed down to my shoulder and smiled against it. His hand went from the plug to my clit. “You are so wet, honey. Are you this wet for me?” he asked. “I want you so bad,” I said, completely forgetting about my plan to eat dinner first, to tease him.

His fingers started rubbing my clit, still a little swollen and very sensitive from my time before. He rubbed around it hard, and I moaned out, “Oh god yes.” He rubbed faster, and brought his other hand from my waist to my breasts, pulling down the low-cut fabric and letting my boobs out. He quickly started massaging them, pulling and twisting one nipple and then the other. I began panting, his hands felt so good. He quickly leaned over and turned off all the burners on the stove, and while still rubbing my clit hard and fast, he moved his other hand to the plug, slightly pulling and pushing on it. He soon moved to my pussy and put in two fingers, easy to do with how wet I was. He started pumping his fingers in and out of me, pausing for long moments to massage my g-spot and then go back to fingering me. All the while he was circling and rubbing my clit. At this point I couldn’t help moaning loudly. It felt so fucking good I almost couldn’t believe it. I was getting so close, he really knew how to play my body to get me to cum.

“You are so dirty doing this on your own. I love it. God I fucking love you,” he half growled in my ear. The raw arousal and love in his voice pushed me over the edge, and it felt like I was on fire. The pleasure raced from my clit to my chest. I cried out, and reached out to grab onto the edge of the counter with both of my hands to steady myself. He never relented rubbing my clit or massaging my g-spot, and it took a long time for me to come down from the high of such a powerful orgasm.

“I fucking love you, too,” I told him breathlessly.




Chapter Three

We were nowhere near done with each other yet. This orgasm took me much more recovery time than my first one did, but I didn’t have time. Still feeling weak, he wasted no time in grabbing my waist and shoulder and moving me over, away from the turned off stove to the mostly empty counter space next to it. He firmly pushed on my back, bending me over the counter. I loved how he was taking charge, and I could feel his need for me like an aura surrounding him. He ripped the dress over my ass, exposing the pretty red jewel of the plug. He continued to finger me and massage my g-spot, and with his free hand he slowly pulled out the plug. I sighed as it popped out, even that felt good. He then slowly put it back in, and continued slowly fucking my ass with the plug, eliciting a quiet moan every time it would suck back in or plop back out. It felt surprisingly good to have something like this inside me, especially with how much he was enjoying it.

“I love this. We’re going to use it all the time… And I’m definitely going to get you some bigger ones. I wanna see how far we can get this tight little asshole to stretch,” he said behind me. The thought of us going into that sex shop and buying bigger sizes, maybe eventually even that one plug that seemed to be about three fingers wide, made my chest flutter with excitement again.

“I honestly don’t know why we haven’t done this before, but eventually I want you to fuck me in the ass baby!” I cried out as he quickened the pace with both of his hands. It wasn’t enough to make me cum, but it still felt so fucking good. I loved the thought of increasing the toys in size until I could get his cock inside me. He responded to this by roughly shoving the plug all the way inside me, making me cry out in pleasure. He stood up, and unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out.

He got directly behind me, and started rubbing his dick along my slit, feeling how incredibly wet I was now. “Oh yes baby, fuck me, please!” I desperately cried, I needed him inside me right now or I might go insane.

He put his hands on my hips and roughly pushed his entire length inside me, not pausing for a second as he quickly pulled back out and shoved back in. He tightened his grip on my hips and began really fucking me hard. His need obviously as strong as mine was, he fucked me like he lost all control, going as fast and hard as he could. I held onto the counter for dear life and my legs immediately began shaking from the pleasure. He hadn’t fucked me this hard since we first started dating. It had been so long that I knew he wouldn’t last long, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered as he fucked me like an animal was what I was feeling in that moment.

He bumped into the plug with every deep and hard thrust he made, reminding me what else I had inside me. It was just a small toy, but I still felt unbelievably full. The toy was making me tighter than normal, and I could feel the pressure when he would pump into me. It made me think of the things to come when I had a much larger toy up my ass and he fucked me this hard. He could feel the toy, too.

He put one hand on my back and pushed me down onto the counter, keeping me there. He had never been the super dominating type, but at times I felt like he always had that in him. I could really feel his deep-down desire to dominate me now, as he fucked me hard and held me down onto the counter. This feeling, of being under his control, even slightly, was so intoxicating.

Suddenly I felt the fire again; the steady build-up that had started when he first shoved into me was growing almost unbearable. He was lasting longer than I thought he would, pushing in and out of me with fervor, and when he pushed harder on my back, preventing me from moving, I felt the fire unleash. Intense waves of pleasure rolled along my entire body, and with the inability to do anything about it, pinned onto the counter as I was, I let the fire consume me. All thoughts rushed out of my head as if I have never had a thought in my life, only this pleasure, and I couldn’t stop screaming.

His thrusts quickened even more to my astonishment, feeling my pussy clamping down onto his dick, becoming so tight. This finally pushed him over the edge himself, and his thrusts became more erratic as his orgasm hit him. Grabbing onto my shoulder for more leverage, he finally thrust as far as he could into me and shot his load inside, holding still to fill me as much as possible. I was still moaning, feeling the aftermath of the orgasm.

We laid there panting together; he slumped on top of me, and began kissing my shoulders and back. I needed to tell him how much I loved what we just did, and how I needed more of it. “Baby, that was amazing. You’re amazing.” He smiled and patted my butt to signal he thought the same of me. “Right back at ya, honey.”

“I want you to do that again.” I breathed out, still not having been able to catch my breath. He laughed and said, “I’m gonna need a minute to go again!” I laughed with him and said, “No, I mean I want you to hold me down again. That was so hot, being directed and held down by you. I love it when you take charge.”

“Good, we’re going to do things like this much more often.” He straightened and pulled out slowly. He caressed my hips and ass softly and gave a light smack. “Now let’s eat dinner. But leave this plug in, we’re gonna keep using it tonight.”

Early Morning Fire

Book two of The Discovery series




Chapter One

It can be so hard as a busy couple to find time when both of you are feeling aroused. After surprising my husband with wearing a butt plug when he came home a few days ago, we haven’t been able to sync up to go at it again. It wasn’t enough to completely re-ignite our attraction and interest for each other, but it was enough to prove that we can do it if we keep working at it.

The past four months have been so difficult, feeling unattractive and worrying about our future. If this drought continued we likely wouldn’t make it; how long would it take before one of us finally brought up a drastic decision?

Finally having sex a few days ago was liberating, but now that it’s been another couple of days the old doubts are creeping up again. It seems silly when I think about it, he’s obviously attracted to me and I definitely find him sexy, but it can be hard to cast out those thoughts. While it’s still been difficult, we have been more affectionate lately.

He spanks my ass whenever I walk by him, and randomly pulls me to him for a deep kiss. The past few days have been like prolonged foreplay, ramping up the suspension until we can finally find the time to go at it hard. It’s slowly working to get rid of my fears that this marriage is going to finally fizzle out.

We picked up a new hobby of texting each other dirty and affectionate messages, and it feels like I constantly want to just rip off his clothes. The desperate cloying need for him that I had when we first started dating is starting to creep out its head again.

He’s had to work really late all week, often coming home barely before we go to bed, and he’s just so beat that he’s not in the mood. I’ve been trying to not take it personally; after all, even when I’m in the mood, I still can’t bring myself to do anything about it if I’ve also been working twelve hours a day. It’s just too much work. So instead we cuddle in our bed and he falls asleep within five minutes, while I lay there dreaming about the next time he takes me.

Through texting we’ve also been talking a lot more about what it is we want to do and try in bed. It feels like we are figuring each other out all over again. It was awkward and extremely exciting. I told him about how much I love it when he takes charge, when he holds me down and fucks me hard. I don’t know everything I want to try, but I want to experiment with him, discover what we can do together and to each other.

Luckily, he said the same thing. I had told him about the reasons why I had never taken risks with new things in the bedroom, that it makes me feel self-conscious, and I asked him why he had never done it either. His answer really surprised me. He said that he has had some fantasies, much darker than what we have done throughout the relationship, but he didn’t think I’d be ok with them, and he didn’t want me to feel like he didn’t respect me. I couldn’t help but ask him what fantasies he had had of us, hoping they were as dark as he said they were.

He said he wanted to tie my hands to the head board, with my legs tied to the frame, and stare as my body laid there, spread-eagled and exposed. He wanted to put me on all fours and push my head into the blankets as he spanked my ass hard over and over until my ass was red and stinging.

I was home alone as I read these texts, and I couldn’t help but to pull out my wand as I did so. I laid in bed and sent him a picture of the wand on my clit, and told him to keep telling me what he wanted to do with me. He immediately replied with a picture of his hard dick visibly pressing against his slacks while he was sitting at his desk. You’re gonna get spanked for teasing me while I’m at work, missy. He texted me.

It was so hot to know he was turned on for me while at work, and I waited to see what else he would tell me. He continued on, telling me that he loved me, but sometimes he wanted to fuck me like he didn’t. He wanted to grab my hair as I walked past him and pull me to the ground, taking out his dick and thrusting it hard into my mouth. He wanted to see me gag on his cock with no warning, and then see my face covered with his cum. He wanted to wake me up in the middle of the night, already fucking or fingering me. He wanted to make me feel more pleasure than I thought was physically possible, and wanted to fuck me like I was his own personal fuck toy.

I had been roughly rubbing the wand over my clit over and over while I read his texts, and I was already getting so close, vividly picturing everything he was telling me. Why haven’t you done any of this before? I asked him. I was so confused: I would love all of this! Why didn’t he bring this up a long time ago? Not that I could really blame him, when I never brought any of this up before either.

I wasn’t sure if that would be offensive. I respect the shit out of you, you’re an amazing woman, and I didn’t want you to think that I actually only think of you as a sex object. I only want to do that in the bedroom, not out of it, but I wasn’t sure if you’d understand that.

God he was so sweet and considerate. Honey I’m so close to cumming, tell me one more thing you want to do to me!!!! I begged him over the phone. I increased my pace, and just wished I could have fingered myself without needing to hold the phone. Finally the last text came, and he told me one more explicit thing he wanted to do to me:

Someday soon, I’m gonna make you take a day off of work and tie you up to the bed so you can’t move at all. Then I’m going to finger and lick you until you’re begging me to let you cum, but I won’t. Instead, I’m gonna attach that wand you’re using right now to your clit and tie it around your leg, turning it up all the way. Then I’m going to fuck you hard, feel you cum hard around my cock as I dump my load inside you. You have to be filled all day, so afterwards I’m putting in the biggest vibrator you own, and the largest butt plug, which I’m going to buy for you very soon. Finally, before I leave for work I’m gonna blind fold you and place a piece of tape over your mouth. And that’s how I’ll leave you until I come home for lunch: tied up, stuffed full, and not able to stop the relentless rush of orgasms. How does that sound baby?

My eyes got blurry and I couldn’t read the text anymore as my orgasm hit me hard. I dropped my phone and let the pleasure roll over me, moaning loudly into the empty bedroom. It seemed to take forever for the orgasm to slide away, but eventually I relaxed and took the wand away, turning it off. Honey, I need you to do all of this. God I just came so fucking hard for you. Don’t worry about offending me, I am in love with everything you have told me tonight. When are you gonna be done with working late?

Unfortunately, his reply made my heart sink. I’m sorry honey, I needed to tell you that the project’s been extended another week. I’ll be working late for the rest of this week and maybe all of next. I might be able to finish it by next Thursday?

I didn’t want to show him how crushed I was. It was just so hard spending so little time together for such a long time. It’s ok, I understand. We’ll make up for the lost time over the weekends.

He had to get back to work, so I told him I’d see him tonight and good luck on his work.




Chapter Two

I was super bummed the rest of the night, but this morning all of that teasing finally came to a head. I hadn’t fully woken up when I became slightly aware of my husband still cuddling me behind me, but there was something else that my sleepy brain couldn’t quite process.

I dipped in and out of what felt like a waking dream, not quite awake but not asleep, but feeling something softly touching me around my thighs. I woke up a little more when my leg was hiked up over his legs, but fell back asleep when nothing else happened. It was too early in the morning for me to be able to wake up properly.

I seemed to be in a dream when I felt a hand fumble to access my clit, my pussy not very wet yet. The hand moved away, and I fell deeper into sleep. I wasn’t aware of when the hand had returned, but suddenly I was a little wet and it was much easier for him to rub against my clit. He was doing it slowly and softly, teasing and tickling my most sensitive areas. I still wasn’t fully processing what was happening but I was lightly moaning anyway. When my moan passed my lips, the hand paused, not daring to move and fully wake me up. I let myself slip back into the blissful sleep I had been in.

With no sense of time or what had happened after falling back asleep, it still took me several full seconds before I realized what was happening when I woke up next. I was aware I was on my side still, and my husband still cuddling behind me, but a weird feeling was spreading at my abdomen. Was I rocking?

Suddenly the pleasure hit me full force and I moaned loudly. My husband already had his hard cock inside me, moving slowly but fast enough to show he wanted to wake me up. He must have continued fingering me after I fell back asleep, because I was obviously very wet as he slid in and out of me with ease. I gripped onto the pillow in front of me and moaned out his name. My God, this was amazing.

His hand was on my waist now, and he was using it to smack me back into him as he thrust forward, allowing himself to fuck me hard. I lifted my hand to the headboard so I could push myself down and against him faster. With my added help, he moved his hand from my hips down to my clit, trailing his fingers as he went. “I’d forgotten how sexy you are in the morning, sleeping next to me with no clothes on,” he groaned into my ear, sending extra shards of pleasure through me. “How have I gone this long without taking advantage of this easy access?”

In the past, like most women, I did not have a record of cumming every time we had sex. Usually that would come during the foreplay, or he would finger me afterwards until I did. But lately we’ve just been so hopped up for each other that I couldn’t imagine not cumming for him any time soon.

His fingers skillfully circled my clit, and his hips never skipped a beat in how quick he was able to fuck into me. I was feeling the familiar build-up of an orgasm, and I placed both of my hands on the headboard for better leverage to grind against him as his hips smacked into me. I felt fire wherever he was touching me, and I didn’t give a thought to how loud my moans and screams were.

“Oh fuck baby yes! Oh God I’m cumming, cum inside me!” I screamed out, not able to take it anymore as my orgasm finally bubbled over and I felt that sweet agonizing fire consume my body. He rolled us together forward, landing on top of my back and pushed my head into the pillows as my screams came out. With one hand shoving my head down and the other firmly gripping my hip, fingers digging into my skin, he rammed inside me, letting his own orgasm take him. I was struggling to breathe and I loved it, feeling light headed already from the intense feelings and lack of oxygen.

He was drilling me into the bed as he came inside, not stopping until he was spent and there was no more left to give me. Finally he collapsed beside me, smacking my ass hard as he fell. We laid there, and he stroked my hair where before his hand was shoving me into the blankets. I looked at him, and I realized I was looking at someone that I didn’t quite know everything about.

I felt like we were stumbling onto something greater than just having good sex.




Chapter Three

“I’m glad it wasn’t all just talk,” I said, smiling at him and still trying to catch my breath. He chuckled, obviously still trying to catch his breath as well.

“Oh honey, we’re doing everything we’ve talked about, and so much more. Just leave it to me.” He stopped petting my head and settled his hand on the small of my back, making light circles with his fingers and sending electricity along my spine.

Suddenly the idea that he would be deciding what happens in the bedroom was turning me on again. I had never thought about that before, about not having control over what we do. This morning showed just how much I liked it when he took his pleasure from me, even when I wasn’t part of the decision. Could this be something we just do: he fucks me whenever he wants, in any way he wants, regardless of how I feel? While with a stranger this idea would seem dangerous and repulsive, doing it with him, I realized, would make me happier than I previously thought I could be with our sex life. Obviously I trusted him with my body, I knew he would never do anything he knew I absolutely didn’t want, and given the right circumstance I would likely bend on the things I wasn’t sure about, just to  make sure he was happy and satisfied, so I could be, as well.

I still wasn’t sure, but a large part of me wanted nothing more than for this to happen, to relinquish all of my control over our sex life to him, and give him whatever he wanted. “Is everything OK?” He asked, obviously concerned; I hadn’t realized how long I had been thinking and hadn’t even responded to what he had said.

I quickly responded, “I was thinking how much I love the idea of leaving what we do for you to decide. After we talk more about what we want to do, anyway.” I added the last part quickly, because it was still a scary thought, completely giving up control.

He smirked and said, “Of course, honey.” He trailed his hand down to grip my ass tightly. “I know we’re married, but I want to make you mine, if that makes sense.” He just came, but he was already getting turned on again. He was getting bolder since finding out that I wasn’t going to get offended that he wanted to dominate me. He was telling me he wanted to own me, take my body as his own personal play thing, and the idea turned me on so much.

“I want to be yours,” I said. I couldn’t quite say that I was his already, I didn’t really feel like I was in that role yet, but I knew I wanted to be, and I couldn’t wait to start on the path. Already ideas were flooding my head on what I could do to please him, like it did earlier when I went out and bought the plug.

It was Friday, I just had to get through this day and then we’d have the weekend all to ourselves, available for us to explore each other and what we could do. He had forced himself to tear away from our bed when he was on the verge of being late, and I loved the look of longing and regret on his face as he left me to go work another long day.

After my own day at work, I came home and finally had time to allow myself to think about what it was I wanted with my husband. This past week, even just doing very simple things, was giving me deeper feelings for him than I’d had in a long time, even beyond sex. I was viewing him as another person, one that I liked very much. I spent the rest of the night doing what I’ve been doing vigorously the past few months: reading erotica. Except now I was doing it to gain a better understanding of my desires, and not as a way to distract myself from the lack of sex at home.

The stories were so enticing, but we would never know if we actually wanted these things unless we tried them. I couldn’t quite place why I had so many reservations against giving in right now, completely submitting my body to him. After all, I knew him extremely well, I trusted him completely, and he was obviously secretly in-tune with my inner thoughts. Why couldn’t I just jump into this new way of being with him? The stories made it seem so easy to do it.

He ended up getting home later than normal, probably because he was trying to finish the project as early as possible, even if that meant no time for being home. He woke me up for a minute when he finally came to bed, but was obviously too tired to do anything else today.




Chapter Four

It was finally Saturday; we had two full days together to explore each other’s bodies. We were woken up early from his phone ringing. I assumed he forgot to turn off his alarm, but I heard his one-sided conversation, instantly waking me up.

“Hello? … Yeah? … Wait, what? … No, it shouldn’t-“ He sighed heavily, still incredibly sleepy. “Alright, I’ll be there in an hour.” He hung up, and practically slammed his phone back on the side table. I turned over to look at him, but didn’t say anything.

“I’m sorry, honey, I was home so late last night because we ran into a road-block, and it looks like the weekend guys still can’t figure it out. With all of us it probably won’t take too long, I’ll be back soon, and we’ll do something fun. Anything you want to do today – we’ll do it.” He kissed me, obviously not wanting to leave but needing to.

I tried not to spend the rest of the morning too bummed out. I couldn’t fall back asleep after he left, and I tried to remain hopeful that he would get out of work soon while trying to not get my hopes up too high.

It was two when I broke down and texted him, not hearing back from him yet, to ask him when he thought he would be home. I’m sorry, I lost track of time. Not for another few hours. My heart sank. Our weekend together was disappearing, and I started to think he’d probably work all through Sunday, as well.

It wasn’t until six that I heard from him again, this time instead of the text making my heart sink it made my stomach flutter with excitement. I’m on my way home. Today was hell, and I need you naked and on your knees in the bedroom, mouth open wide. My pussy was already starting to get wet at his words, and I rushed to get ready, only having ten minutes to prepare.

I heard him open the door from the bedroom. I was naked, on my knees with a soft pillow under me, my hair slightly pulled away from my face but still down, and as I heard him approach the bedroom I opened my mouth wide, suddenly nervous for him to see me like this, but not sure why. Actually, was I nervous, or incredibly excited?

He came into the room, and the tension in his body was almost palpable. I’ve seen him frustrated from a long day at work before, but knowing he wanted to take it out on me made me fear him. This fear made my pussy ache, wanting to feel his cock forcefully thrust into me and fuck me silly with his anger. I knew that’s not what I would get, however. As he strode toward me, already taking out his hard dick, I was reminded that I was here to provide him release, not the other way around. This realization, that he was about to treat me like I was his to do with as he pleased, filled me with anticipation and yearning to feel him slam his cock all the way down my throat.

I barely even had time to think any of this before he was in front of me, one hand on my chin to tilt my head upwards towards him and the other tightly wound into my hair at the back of my head. He shoved his hard cock into my open and waiting mouth, trying to lube it up with my saliva so he could jam it down my throat. It was a little painful, but I didn’t try to pull away, not even sure if I could have with his firm hand against my head. I moaned as he was finally able to get his entire length in my mouth, feeling his hair slightly tickle my nose.

He didn’t say anything, but as I moaned around his cock the hand on my chin went to my hair as well, and he began thrusting harder and faster. I brought my hands up to grip his thighs and ass to steady myself. He was really fucking my face now, taking all of his frustration and anger from the day out on me, slamming into me as hard as possible. I fucking loved it.

I moved one of my hands to my clit and began furiously rubbing and moaning loudly around his cock whenever I could get the breath out. I wasn’t used to this, my eyes were past the point of watering up and tears were fully streaming down my face as I gagged from his cock going deep down my throat. Having him using me was so fucking hot, his grunts of pleasure and anger were only fueling me, almost unconsciously rolling my tongue around his entering shaft and moving my hand without thought.

I couldn’t quite get myself to orgasm before he was thrusting into my face more erratically and I finally tasted his cum filling up my mouth and being shoved down my throat. With one last thrust he gripped my head down to his base, his balls resting against my chin. He slowly pulled out, and I sucked slightly until he fell out of my mouth with an audible pop. It was such an embarrassing and dirty sound.

His hands were still in my hair, and seeing my hand at my clit he pulled me up sharply and practically threw me onto my back on the bed, legs still over the side. He got to his own knees and forcefully spread my legs open, burying his face into my cunt. There was nothing gentle or loving about the way he ate me; two fingers forcefully fucked my pussy, his tongue roughly licked my clit in long and hard strokes. He put a third finger into my ass, already lubed up from my dripping pussy, and I screamed loudly in pleasure.

I was already close from before and it wasn’t long before I started bucking my hips into his face and hand. He pulled back and used his free hand to slap my clit lightly. I jumped and cried out, but in obvious pleasure. Seeing that I liked it he slapped it again, a little harder this time. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. He started slapping it quickly, much harder than before, and the sting mixed perfectly with the pleasure. I tightly gripped the blankets around me as I came to his relentless slapping against my clit and rough finger fucking. I was so enthralled with the pleasure I barely registered hearing him growl, “This cunt is going to be mine.”

Eventually my orgasm subsided and my hands relaxed their death-grip on the blankets. He stopped slapping my clit and pulled his fingers out of my holes. He left to quickly wash his hands, and I didn’t feel like moving. I almost felt embarrassed about how I must have looked when he came back into the room: me half on and half off the bed, pussy red and swollen, arms and legs spread.

He pulled me fully onto the bed and just held me, trailing his hands along my back and into my hair. His anger from the day was gone, and all of his attention was on me. I gripped onto him tightly, loving the feeling of his hands and his light kisses on my shoulder.

On the inside I felt like I was slowly falling, but for what I didn’t quite know yet. All I knew was that I was enjoying the ride.

Serving Him

Book three of The Discovery series




Chapter One

After another long week of my husband needing to stay late to work on a project that experienced set back after set back, he was finally free. Long nights waiting to see if he’d make it home before I went to bed, climbing into cold sheets and falling asleep without his presence next to me. It was very difficult to stand, but it was finally over.

During this time we also made sure to text each other throughout the day whenever we could to tease each other. It was a great way to work out with each other what we wanted and were interested in, without having some formal conversation about it all.

However, it was Friday and I knew that he and his team had gotten the project done earlier today and he would actually be home on-time. I knew exactly what I was going to do. I wanted to put myself in the situations that allow me to feel like I was serving him, that my role was to be there for him in every way he needed.

When he stepped through the door he saw me. Standing in the middle of the living room, black lace bra and matching panties, black garter belt with sheer stockings, and holding a whiskey glass. He walked towards me, fire in his eyes, and took the drink I held out to him.

“Welcome home, honey.” I told him. He took a sip of his whiskey and smiled at me. I put my hand onto his chest and guided him to sit in his favorite armchair. His favorite thing to do on a Friday after work is to enjoy a glass of whiskey while watching the news, so I turned on the TV and got to my knees, kneeling in front of him.

He continued to sip his drink and smile at me. “Why don’t you relax while I take care of you?” I said, smirking. He chuckled and watched me rub him over his pants. I wanted to tease him, to touch him, and to feel him get hard for me. When I felt him harden under my hands I undid his pants very slowly, looking into his eyes the entire time. When I looked away to focus, he continued to watch me with his burning gaze.

I opened his pants and started rubbing his hardening cock over his underwear, until I could easily take it out. I moved my head down and very slowly licked up his cock, from the base to the tip, pausing to circle my tongue around the head and then lick back down. I could feel him tense beneath me, and I sensed him turn his head to watch the news as I heard the clink of his glass as he took another sip. This was exactly what I wanted to happen.

I continued slowly licking up and down his cock until he was very hard I could tell how much he wanted me to take him in my mouth. So I granted his wish, wrapped my lips around his cock and slowly took him all the way in and down my throat, until I could go no further. My hand moved to massage his balls as best I could, and I stroked him with my other as I moved my head back up. I did this over and over, agonizingly slow at first.

Then, little by little, I began moving my head faster. With every bob of my head I would go just a little faster, squeeze a little harder, and flick my tongue a little more energetically. Finally I was going as fast as I could to sustain the pace for a long time, and he was no longer able to focus on the news or his drink. He was tensing beneath me, wanting to grab my head or to thrust into my face, but was restraining himself. We both understood that this was about me serving him, not about him taking anything from me.

I was getting almost uncomfortably wet. I felt him tense even more, and his hips thrust up as his orgasm hit. I bobbed even faster, as fast as I could, until I felt his cum spurt into my mouth and down my throat. He groaned loudly, and then was still, his energy spent from the effort of restraining himself and then the powerful orgasm.

I leaned back on my knees and smiled up at him. He was just a little out of breath when he said, “You are doing this every Friday night. Understood?” There was no smile on his face, only fire in his eyes. He was giving me an order, and I was going to obey. “Yes, sir,” I said, and meant it whole-heartedly.

I winked at him, and then stood up. “Dinner will be ready soon, just gotta finish it up.” I said, and retrieved the dress I was wearing from the couch. “You can put the dress back on, but I want those panties off. From now on, I want nothing to stop me from bending you over and fingering you whenever I want.” He called behind me. To make his point, he came up behind me and roughly pulled my underwear to the side before sliding two fingers inside me. I melted into his arms as the pleasure filled me up. “I want you always wearing a skirt or dress around me, too,” he whispered in my ear, and I nodded fervently.

“Good.” He pulled his fingers away and smacked my ass as he walked away. I was shaking a little, so disappointed that he stopped, but I pulled off my panties and put on the dress anyway.

We met again in the kitchen, and he helped me finish up dinner. He was much more of a hinderance, however. Not that I minded. Every few minutes he would put his hand on the back of my neck, firmly holding me in place while his other hand drifted to my sex, sliding in multiple fingers at a time, feeling how wet I was. Other times he would rub my clit hard instead or kiss me so deeply that I forgot what I was supposed to be doing afterwards.

He was claiming every inch of my body, bit by bit, in a way that he had never done before. It sent traces of electricity and heat whenever he touched me, and I was giving my body over to him with every touch.




Chapter Two

After dinner he had me strip for him in the living room. The lights were on low and he had put on soft music. I stood in front of him without hesitation and began lightly swaying to the music as I inched up my dress and pulled it off. I threw my bra somewhere behind him and hiked up my leg to roll down my stockings before he stopped me. “You’re keeping those on tonight,” he said to me, his eyes dark and intent on me. This was such a side of him I had never seen before, and excitement and fear bubbled throughout my body, spurning me on.

He stood up and I slowly undressed him as well, until he finally grabbed me and sat us together on the couch, me straddling him. We kissed deeply, and a myriad of emotions filled me up. I guided him into me, and I let out small gasps as I sat down on him, feeling him fill me up completely.

We rocked together, and I slowly rode up and down on his cock until neither of us could take the self-restraint any further. A deep need overtook us both and we pawed each other, moving our hips in unison as fast as we could go. I grinded into him, hands gripping his shoulder and hair hard, his hands digging into my hips to force me down on his cock as hard as he could.

Without warning he moved me off him and stood up, pulling me with him by my arm and hair. He guided me around to the back of the couch and bent me over it. I stuck my ass out for him as he plunged inside me again. He held me still by my hair with one hand and continually spanked my ass with the other, never relenting on the pounding he was giving me.

Smacks from his hips and his hand were so loud, they drowned out my screams of pleasure that I could not keep down. My ass stung, and it felt like my hair was going to be pulled out of my head, but I didn’t want him to stop or let up. He stopped spanking me and moved his hand from my hair to my throat, squeezing only a little.

“You will not wear panties when we go out together, either.” He growled in my ear. “Yes, sir!” I cried, and he spanked my ass in reward. “You will give me your holes whenever I ask for them, bend over whenever I tell you to.”

“Yes, sir!” I cried again, an orgasm so fucking close I could barely concentrate on anything else.

“No hesitation.” He re-iterated. “No, sir!” I cried, earning another hard spank, my ass stinging wonderfully.

“Your body belongs to me, and I’m going to do what I want with it.” He said, slowly and firmly. No room for error. “Y-Yes, s-s-sir!” I cried, my orgasm finally riding over me, stealing my ability to speak. My vision hazed on the sides and I barely recognized the guttural sounds coming from me as my own voice. He squeezed my neck tighter and went back to spanking my ass over and over, still fucking me so hard.

My mind-shattering orgasm finally subsided as his came, and he pulled out to shoot his cum all over my back. It dripped down my ass before starting to dry on my skin. “Stay like this until it dries. No cleaning up for you. We’re nowhere done tonight, anyway.”

I waited there while he walked away to clean himself up. My ass stung, my throat hurt from screaming, and I felt so dirty with cum drying on my back. But I had done it. I had given myself up completely to the man I married so long ago. I never knew before now how much I still had left to give the man I loved. I no longer worried about our sex life or marriage. I knew this wouldn’t subside, this fire wouldn’t burn out. There was so much left to explore, we wouldn’t be able to cover it all in one life-time.

The cum had completely dried on my back when he came into the room, wearing pants and a shirt again. “You can put your dress back on, honey.” He told me, smiling at the way I looked, still bent over the couch.

We spent the rest of the night normally, watching TV on the couch, but there was so much more to it. Each look lasted longer, touches lingered, and there seemed to be some hidden meaning behind every word. It was like we would die if we went even a second without touching each other in some way. My god, who knew having sex could bring about such a head high?




Chapter Three

When we went to bed, there was this childish excitement between the two of us. We both knew what was going to happen, and neither of us could wait. We weren’t even halfway down the hall before we had pulled each other’s clothes off and were kissing each other hard. We fell into the bed with our hands exploring every nook and cranny of our bodies, tracing designs with our fingers, grabbing onto hair and skin, pulling each other as close as we could physically get. The sex was quick, primal, and need-based. I needed him inside of me, to fill me up, and he responded. We thrust into each other clumsily, simply enjoying the experience.

At times he would hold my hands down on either side of my head, kissing my neck as my hips went up to meet his with every stroke. He would choke me, and then kiss me so deeply. I would scratch down his back, he would pull my hair, and then we’d practically be hugging. We both came at the same time, clinging to each other as if we each gave oxygen to the other.

Finally we lay there panting, kissing and holding each other. I was starting to drift off, so comfortable being held by him, when he finally pulled out of me and away. I groaned at the movement and said, “Let’s go to bed, honey, you’ve worn me out.” He chuckled at me and said, “I thought I said we were nowhere near done tonight?”

My heart leapt in my chest, but I was also so tired, I kind of just wanted to go to bed. “Or should I say, I’m done for the night, but you’re not,” he said, his eyes taking on that dark fire quality again. He looked at me so intently I practically melted under his gaze. “Face down, ass up. Now,” he said very firmly, and turned away. I quickly obeyed and watched him pull out the drawer of our nightstand.

He pulled out a large plug, one he had obviously bought recently without telling me. It looked huge, I couldn’t imagine it would fit inside me easily. But he wasn’t daunted. He poured lube over my asshole and slowly worked in one finger… two fingers… three. He was fingering my ass with three fingers! He had taken his time loosening me up, it felt so fucking good. Finally he lubed up the plug and was able to get the whole thing inside me. He spanked my ass and got off the bed again.

I was left shaking from all of the pleasure from the night. My eyes grew wider as I saw him pull out some soft-looking rope that he must have also bought. Without saying a word, he tied my hands behind my back, and then used the tail of the rope to tie my ankles together, close and connection to my hands.

He spread my knees apart, opening me up nicely for his view. He was hard again.

He rubbed his cock along my slit, feeling how wet I was again for him. My ass felt so full, it felt tight as he slipped his cock into my pussy. It went in so damn easily.

He gripped my shoulders and started fucking me hard again, this time more controlled. He rubbed against the plug with every thrust, and the combined sensation brought me to orgasm almost immediately. I clamped down around his dick and screamed into the bed as it hit me, unable to stop it. I was getting so tired now, but everything felt too amazing to truly want to stop. My brain started going fuzzy, and I’m not sure how long he fucked me. All of a sudden he had gripped my tied up hands and was using them, pulled behind me, as leverage to fuck into me even harder than before, and we groaned and moaned together as we both came again.

He pulled out of me panting hard, and quickly untied me. My god it felt so good to be completely at his mercy for everything. “Can you take out the plug for me, honey?” I asked him, already starting to drift to sleep.

He smacked my ass hard and I jumped awake, crying out more in surprise than pain. “I wasn’t planning on fucking you again, but you looked so sexy tied up like that. Either way, you’re still not done tonight,” he said, and turned me over onto my back. He took my hands in front of me this time and tied them together again, attaching the rope to the headboard above me. This was a much more comfortable position than having them tied behind me, but I still couldn’t use my hands at all.

“Honey, I’m so tired,” I pleaded. How many times can I cum in a night, anyway? I was exhausted. His hand lightly clamped around my neck, however, and he growled close to my face, “You haven’t cum nearly enough times, and if you complain again, you’ll regret it.”

I gulped and nodded quickly. I felt another wave of fear and excitement, and I couldn’t wait to see what was to happen.

He pulled out my wand from the side table, as well as a decent-sized dildo I had never seen before. He struggled a bit, but eventually he was able to tie the wand securely enough so that the vibrating head touched my clit directly, and then turned it on. The intense pleasure, too much to bear, was immediate, and I began writhing around on the bed, trying to get some relief from the sensation. He turned it off and was laughing cruelly at me. “Good, it’s in the right place,” he said, as he started working the dildo inside me. Good god, I was so damn full, with the large plug and dildo both inside me. There was still a very long tail of rope left from tying the want to my clit, and he used it to tie up my ankles to the bottom of the bed-frame. Between my hands and feet now tied, I couldn’t move much, except side to side a little.

He turned on the plug again, and was able to move my thighs apart enough to get his hand in-between them. I writhed and wiggled as he started fucking me with the dildo, the pleasure so intense, way too much for me to handle. “Please, stop! I can’t take it!” I cried, but he never slowed down. He slapped my breasts and just kept fucking me with the dildo.

It felt like forever until an orgasm tore through my body. My vision and hearing faded out with the intensity, but it finally subsided. As I settled back down, he pushed the dildo as far into me as it would go, turned off the wand, and then reached for the nightstand one final time. Oh god, what else could he be getting?

He brought out a blindfold and a small ball gag. “You are going to stay like this for tonight. If you wake me up, I’m not going to allow you to cum for a month. I’ll just use your mouth every day and leave you with nothing. Do you understand?”

I nodded, “Yes, sir.” I believed his threat, and resolved to do everything I could to keep silent. He put the blindfold over my eyes, and the gag in my mouth. It was soft and had small holes in it, so it wouldn’t completely muffle my cries, but at least it would be easier to breathe.

I lay back and waited. “You are so sexy,” he said quietly, like he was in awe. My chest fluttered, but I had no time to dwell on the compliment before he turned on the wand high. I couldn’t help to moan loudly for a few moments before getting it under control. “The battery will die in a couple hours. That’s when you can wake me up and I’ll untie you. But not before,” he said somewhere beside me.

I felt him move around the room for a bit before finally coming to bed and sliding in beside me. He kissed me on the cheek and said, “Goodnight, beautiful.” He moved away to sleep and it was only a few minutes before I heard his snoring. He was obviously as exhausted as I was. And so I lay there for what felt like endless hours, having orgasm after orgasm, trying to keep them silent. But I wouldn’t disobey him and wake him up, not until the battery died.

It’s starting to fade out now, it’s not as consistent. But it’s been getting more difficult to keep quiet with every orgasm, and I can feel another coming on. I don’t know if  I can stay silent this time.

Further Reading

Thank you for reading!

This was The Discovery series.

Similar books by me:

Secret Desires

Bought and Sold, series
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