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Chapter 1

If any of the neighbors find out what I’m doing right now, they’ll never look at me the same again, I thought, trying my best to stifle a moan as my husband Daniel slid his fingers in and out of me.  The walls of the houses in our housing plan were thin, and I knew that if I didn’t make sure to keep it down, any of our nosy, conservative neighbors might hear us.  But, despite my concerns, it was impossible for me to keep completely quiet – I was far too turned on. 

As Daniel pulled out of me again, I heard a light click as he flicked open the cap of the lube bottle on the table next to him and reapplied the lube on his fingers.  “Are you ready for three?” he asked, an obvious note of hunger and curiosity coloring his deep voice. 

I nodded, a slight, needy whine escaping my lips at the thought of being stretched. 

But instead of the penetration I was expecting, I felt the sharp heat of a spank on my bare, exposed ass.  I jumped in surprise, but my hand and foot restraints kept me literally bolted into position.  Lying face-down on the short spanking bench, my hands and feet restrained with leather cuffs affixed to the floor of our basement/playroom, there was nowhere for me to go to escape the hit. 

“You know how you’re supposed to address me, you horny slut,” Daniel reprimanded, a slight growl curling the edges of his words. 

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment as I realized my mistake.  A mix of shame, fear, and arousal coursed through me as the sheer helplessness of my situation sank in. 

“Sorry, Sir.  I am ready for three fingers in my ass, Sir.” 

“That’s better,” he replied, gently rubbing and kneading the spot on my ass that he had just hit.  A few moments later, I felt one of his large, strong fingers press against the entrance to my ass, sliding all the way in with ease.  He fucked me for a bit with just that finger, then added a second one.  Two fingers were already enough to make me feel full, but I knew there were more coming, so I tried to relax to accommodate him.  After a few more moments of what he had been doing, I felt him pull out, line himself up against my entrance, then slowly slide in with three fingers. 

“Thank you, Sir, that feels really good,” I moaned as he reached the apex of his stroke and started gently sliding back out, his fingers making me feel fuller than I ever had before. 

Slowly and patiently, Daniel worked into a steady rhythm, my ass slowly getting used to taking three fingers.  I could feel my pussy burning with desire as he fingered me and I wanted to badly to furiously rub my clit to orgasm, but there was nothing I could do.  I was completely at his mercy. 

“How does it feel to know that while your friends are busy cleaning their houses or going to Tuesday evening prayer, you’re taking it up the ass?”  Daniel asked, picking up speed and causing me to let out an involuntary yelp. 

“It feels dirty, Sir,” I replied, my cheeks burning even hotter than before at the thought. 

“You like being a dirty slut, don’t you?” he asked, roughly squeezing one ass cheek with his free hand while thrusting into me. 

“I love it, Sir,” I moaned out, feeling a potent mix of guilt and adrenaline coursing through me. 

“God, what a filthy animal you are…  You like being called a slut,” Daniel continued.  “I bet if I untied you, you’d be on your clit in a heartbeat.  I wonder, should I give your pussy some stimulation?” 

Surprised and turned on at the possibility, I simply moaned an “mhmmm,” quickly eliciting another hard spank from Daniel before correcting myself with a “Yes, please, sir.”  Despite the pain of the hits, getting treated so roughly by my husband aroused me on a level I didn’t fully understand.  It felt humiliating and degrading to be called a slut…  But for some reason, the more names Daniel called me, the deeper I sank into the submissive headspace that had been building up.  What I was doing felt so wrong and taboo, but I wanted more. 

Daniel removed his fingers from my ass, then I heard him rummaging through a drawer, probably our toy chest.  My heart pounded in anticipation of what he would bring out to use on me next. 

“It seems like you don’t know how to behave yourself,” Daniel started as he continued sifting through items, seemingly looking for something.  “I tried to be civilized and treat you like a proper woman, but it seems that you might be nothing more than an animal in heat.  If you’re so desperate to get some stimulation, maybe there’s nothing more to do than to give it to you.” 

My heart jumped in my chest.  On the one hand, I felt degraded being called an animal, but on the other, I was so turned on that I didn’t really mind if he finally stopped ignoring my pussy.  If I’m that desperate, maybe I really am an animal, I thought, but quickly pushed the thought out of my mind, wondering what exactly it was that Daniel was planning. 

I felt Daniel set something on the bench behind me, right next to my pussy but not quite touching it. 

“How does your ass feel after getting stretched with three fingers?”  he asked, casually rubbing the entrance to my ass, then sliding one finger in, teasing me. 

“It feels good, Sir,” I replied.  “I’m ready for more if you are, Sir.”  I felt like pushing myself and felt ready to do anything to get stimulation to my pussy. 

“Good,” he replied.  “In that case, let’s see how you can handle something a bit bigger than my fingers.”  Moments later, I felt the round tip of something press against my asshole.  I immediately recognized it as the large butt plug we had purchased when we started anal training.  We had been gradually working up to this point over weeks and I was ready to at least give it a try.  I felt a trickle of lube trip onto my asshole, then he slowly pushed the plug into me, filling me more than I thought was possible.  I felt like I was being impaled on this plug, but it wasn’t a painful feeling, just one of overwhelming fullness.  It felt so naughty to be taking something this big in my ass.  Once he had pushed the widest part into me, the plug slid into place, the flared base pressing flush against my entrance.  I could feel how much my asshole had stretched to accommodate the girth of the plug, even at the base.  It felt like if I moved even a millimeter, I could feel it rubbing against my insides.

With the butt plug in place, Daniel gave my ass a quick slap, then I heard a switch being flipped and, suddenly, it felt as if the bench was shaking a bit.  I quickly realized that it wasn’t that the bench was shaking – the surface was vibrating. 

“I can see your needy pussy pulsing and creaming just from the anal, so I figured this might help,” he said.  “What you’re feeling right now is a vibrator that I fastened to your bench.  It’s an inch or two away from your pussy, but I figured it should be enough stimulation for you.” 

He turned up the intensity of the vibrator and the vibrations became strong enough that they reached my pussy, which was pressed against the cool leather of the bench I was bound to.  It was extremely satisfying to finally get some stimulation to my clit.  I tried grinding against the bench to get even more out of it, but I was met with a hard slap on my ass. 

“I didn’t say you could stimulate yourself,” Daniel said coldly.  “I think I might have to punish you a bit more for that one.”  I braced myself, expecting another hit, but instead I got a worse punishment – I felt the vibrations decrease, reduced to a steady hum of vibration that was just enough that I could feel it but not enough to start building towards an orgasm.  The feeling was torturous but I could do nothing to change it.

“That’s better,” he said, his smirk nearly audible.  I was so frustrated from getting a taste of the sweet pleasure of the vibrator that I could hardly hold myself back from grinding into the cushion of the bench again, but I knew if I did, I would get even less.  Surprisingly, this turned me on even more.  I tried with every fiber of my being to hold still and be an obedient submissive for Daniel. 

He spent a few moments massaging my ass and lower back while I tried to hold still under all the physical and mental stimulation, then removed his hands and walked all the way around to the front of the bench to face me.  I looked up at him, my chin supported by a comfortable head rest on the edge of the bench. 

Daniel’s smirk grew as he took in my expression, sadistic desire and curiosity blooming on his face as he took in my pathetic, horny state.  He looked at me like I was a toy to play with until it broke, like some sort of sophisticated novelty with many moving parts.  I could see that behind his cool, dark eyes, he was swimming in a river of delicious possibilities of what he could do next to push his toy to the limit.  Seeing Daniel in full Dominant mode made me feel weak with arousal, and knowing that I was bound to the bench, unable to escape no matter what he tried to do, made it even hotter. 

“I’d say it’s about time for me to use your slutty little mouth, wouldn’t you say?”  Daniel asked, reaching down and clasping his hand firmly around my jaw, tilting my head up towards him. 

“Yes, Sir,” I replied firmly.  I was hungry for absolutely any kind of stimulation by this point and besides, looking up at my husband for the first time since the scene started stirred some strong feelings in me.  I had almost forgotten how handsome and sexy he was.  His clean white dress shirt fit comfortably but snugly over his torso, giving slight but enticing hints at his granite-sculpted, muscular form.  His face always made my heart skip a beat – his dark features and defined jawline gave a masculine, almost intimidating impression.  His lips were full and kissable, his face freshly shaved, his hair neatly arranged.  Daniel presented himself meticulously, especially for scenes, and often enjoyed wearing a dress shirt, tie, nice slacks and dress shoes to play.  It not only got him into a Dominant space, but also made me feel small and weak, completely at his mercy.  As I looked up and down his body, I realized that his refined, scrupulous presentation probably stood in stark contrast with my appearance – naked, my hair mussed, my pussy swollen and dripping messily onto the leather bench, my ass plugged, my butt red from being hit, no makeup, nail polish, or accessories anywhere on my body.  As I stared, my attention was drawn to his crotch as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling out his sizeable member, impressive to look at despite not even being hard. 

Before I got a chance to think too much about it, Daniel shoved his cock into my mouth.  I could feel it growing, filling me up and hitting the back of my throat as I dutifully stimulated it with my tongue.  By the time he reached full mast I was choking on him, and as I instinctively tried to pull my face away, I felt a hand grab on to the back of my head as he held me in place. 

“That’s a good little whore,” he cooed at me, beginning to thrust into my mouth, slowly at first, but quickly picking up the pace, eventually punishing my throat. 

Getting face-fucked with the large plug inside me almost made me feel like I was being spit roasted, one guy in my mouth and the other in my ass.  Each of my husband’s thrusts made my whole body shift a bit, causing me to be acutely aware of the toy in my ass. 

Eventually, I noticed something surprising. As Daniel fucked my mouth, the force of his thrusts pushed my body an inch or so down the bench, just close enough to the vibrator that I finally started getting some stimulation again.  I couldn’t tell if he was doing this on purpose or not, but I wasn’t about to say anything.  The feeling of getting some clit stimulation on every thrust made me light-headed with pleasure. 

It didn’t take long for that feeling to start building towards an orgasm.  I caught myself moaning louder and louder, almost involuntarily, still impaled on Daniel’s cock.  I could feel myself drooling as he fucked me, both from my mouth and from my pussy, and the filthiness of my situation hit me all at once.  I could feel something powerful building up from within me, wanting to consume my whole body.  But at the same time, I felt a sense of guilt and shame at what I was doing.  Sure, I’m having fun at this moment, but is it really right for me to be doing something like this?  No one would ever talk to me again if they knew, I thought to myself, holding the building feeling at bay. 

I was distracted by my ruminations by Daniel’s moans.  As he fucked me, I could feel him tensing up and getting even larger than before in my mouth.  His moans were soft at first, but quickly rose in volume as he pounded me, not seeming to give a single thought towards the state of my throat after such a brutal skull-fucking.  Seconds later, he erupted down my throat, his dick pulsing and pumping stream after stream of cum inside of me.  I continued to stimulate the underside of his cock with my tongue as he came, until he slowly slid out of me, glistening with my spit. 

“Well, how was that, Charlotte?” Daniel asked, his voice softening into its normal, velvety tone.  Ah, he’s coming out of top space, I realized.  Hearing his normal voice started to make me come down a bit too, and I relaxed into the bench, not realizing until then how tense certain parts of my body were during the scene. 

“Mmmm…  Really good, Daniel…”  I sighed, smiling up at him, fully blissed out.  He walked around to the back of the bench and turned off the vibrator, setting it on the table next to the toy box.  Next, he slowly removed the large plug, making me feel really full when the widest part was stretching me on the way out, then extremely empty and light-feeling once it was all the way out.  One by one, he removed my restraints, and all of a sudden, I was free.  It was a weird feeling after such a long, intense scene. 

“Can you stand up?” he asked me, reaching out his hand.  I grabbed it and tried to pull myself up.  I felt weak in the knees from the adrenaline flooding out of my body, but I was able to get up.  I could feel my pussy still burning with need as soon as I stood up, but I was too tired to give it more than a passing thought at that point.  Daniel looked at me, gave me a quizzical look, then reached one strong arm behind my legs and scooped me up princess-style in his arms.  The gentle, soft fabric of his shirt was comforting on my bare skin, and I felt like a little baby being carried like this by him. 

“I think it’s time for some aftercare, huh?” he softly cooed into my ear.  I nodded back.  I knew the rest of our evening was going to be filled with snuggling, warm blankets, cookies, and movies.  Exactly what I wanted and needed after such an intense BDSM scene.  And despite how rough our scenes tended to get, I always loved having some sweet, romantic bonding time with my husband.  Underneath the sadistic veneer he donned for scenes, he was a sweet and funny guy.  I blushed with pride and admiration at my sexy husband as he carried me up the steps from the basement, excited for the evening and ready to cool off and rest. 


Chapter 2

The atmosphere in the restaurant was classy and modern – it felt like a place I would have expected to find in the city, not in our little suburban community forty minutes away.  The restaurant occupied the upstairs of the building and the roof was open, letting in the crisp, cozy evening air.  I could see the crescent moon creeping up into the sky and feel the late summer breeze caress my face.  Each table had its own little lamp that provided a surprising amount of warm, yellow light to its respective patrons.  The restaurant also had dozens of strings of lights suspended overhead, giving the feeling of being covered by a ceiling made of stars. 

“Hey, Charlotte, did you hear what I said?” Daniel asked, seeming a little annoyed.  I jolted up in my seat – I didn’t realize I had been spacing out. 

“Sorry, Daniel,” I quickly replied, zoning myself back into the conversation.  “I’m just so taken with this restaurant.  I can’t believe we never checked this place out before.” 

I wasn’t lying to him – it had been a while since Daniel and I had a proper date and I was very excited to be out, especially to such a beautiful restaurant.  But that wasn’t the only reason I was feeling spacy. 

“So anyways, what I was trying to say was that it was a real shame that Mark couldn’t make it out the other week.  I think it would have done him some good, too,” he continued, finishing some story that I still wasn’t fully checked into no matter how hard I tried. 

Before I got the chance to give any input on what he was saying, I was interrupted by a familiar voice. 

“Hey, I haven’t seen you two in a while!”  a chipper voice exclaimed, moving closer to us.  I looked towards its source and saw Karen, a coworker of mine, walking towards us. 

“Hey Karen!” I smiled, putting on my work-acquaintance face as Daniel and I greeted her. 

“What have you been up to lately?”  Daniel asked her.  I was expecting him to be a bit more annoyed that a random work friend of mine had interrupted our romantic dinner, but he seemed more or less unphased.

“You know, the usual…  Getting by.  The church had a big youth group thing this week and I was in charge for the first time this year.  I knew that Michelle girl shouldn’t have been doing it for as long as she did; she really didn’t know what she was doing.  Now that I’m in charge of it, the kids seem to be having a much better time.” She stopped and thought for a second.  “What about you, Char?  What’s new?” 

I mentally groaned at the thought that I had to talk to Karen.  She was nice…  I guessed.  Maybe she was just a bit too uppity for me. 

“Not too much, aside from what you see at work,” I replied.  “Daniel’s been working so much that we hadn’t gone out on a proper date in a good while, so here we are!  Recently, I’ve been getting into-”

Before I could even finish my sentence, a hot jolt of pleasure ran through my body, surprising me and causing the words to catch in my throat.  I wanted to glare at Daniel but I couldn’t cause a scene in front of Karen. 

“Are you okay?”  she asked, a look of concern coloring her face. 

“Yeah, I’m good, I just lost my train of thought,” I assured her, trying to regain my composure.  Don’t do that again, I thought at Daniel, hoping if I thought it aggressively enough that I could psychically transmit the words to him.  “Anyways, I’ve been getting into French cuisine lately, and I’ve really-” another unexpected jolt of pleasure shocked me, causing me to stutter.  “R-really been trying to, um, get some proper use out of those cookbooks I got for Christmas from Jacob last year.”  I could see that Karen was concerned at my impaired speech.  I looked over at Daniel in frustration, but instead of returning my gaze, he was just looking in Karen’s direction as if he didn’t even notice.  Then, what started as two little jolts of pleasure turned into a steady thrum of vibration, centered right on my clit.  I stifled the moan that wanted to come out and tried to zero back in on the conversation at hand. 

I did my best to continue talking to Karen like nothing was wrong, but it was difficult with a vibrating bullet in my panties.  I wanted to strangle Daniel, but I also knew that I had agreed to this, too, and I had known that the risks were going in.  Still, I should have known Daniel might have had this in mind. 

After our recent anal training and bondage scene the previous week, Daniel had not let me cum a single time, whether we were having sex or I was alone masturbating.  I could get stimulation, sure, but he specifically instructed me to not cum unless he gave me permission.  Of course, permission seemed impossible to come by.  No matter what I did, how many orgasms I gave him, how much I begged, he just wouldn’t let me cum.  In fact, it seemed like he even enjoyed seeing me writhe in agony as he denied me any form of release.  Day after day, I got consistently hornier.  Even wearing tight jeans and walking around was enough to stimulate me by this point.  When Daniel suggested that I wear a remote-controlled vibrator to our date, I wanted to say no but I was just too horny to resist, despite knowing he would try something devious.  I just didn’t expect him to turn it on while I was talking to Karen.  She was nice but she was definitely the kind of person that judged people behind their backs about the smallest of things.  If you didn’t go to church enough, didn’t dress up to her standards, or even just didn’t talk the way she thought people should talk, it was instant judgment from Karen.  The fact that Daniel decided this was the time to turn it on full blast had me mortified.  I was sure I was blushing visibly, which made me even more embarrassed and probably caused me to blush even more. 

Of course, my body didn’t seem to feel as mortified as I was.  In fact, after an entire week of constant teasing and denial, my pussy felt about ready to explode at any second.  Fuck, I can’t cum in public like this, it would be so wrong, I thought, frantically trying to figure out what I could do about this.  And in front of my religious coworker, of all people!  I briefly turned to Daniel with desperation, hoping he would take pity on me, but when I looked over at him, the vibrations just turned up even higher.  I was on the edge of having a huge orgasm in a crowded restaurant in front of my friend and she didn’t even know. 

“Hey, I know you keep saying you’re okay, but you seem a bit faint,” Karen said, putting her hand on my back.  I shrugged her hand away quickly. 

“No, I’m seriously o-okay…  I j-just got a chill of something.  It must be the night air,” I replied, stammering through the waves of intense pleasure that the toy was causing.  I clenched my thighs together, trying to stave off the orgasm, but I felt like it was going to come at any second.  A little moan escaped my lips and Karen looked over at me again, confused.  Daniel still seemed completely unphased. 

“You know what, Karen, I think Charlotte just needs to rest for a moment.  She wasn’t feeling well earlier today and might just need to sit for a minute to let it pass,” Daniel said to Karen, giving her a reassuring look.  “I’ll take good care of her.” 

“Yeah, sorry if I’m keeping you,” Karen responded, looking at me, then back at him.  “I know she’s fine in your hands.  I hope you feel better, Char!  How unfortunate to get sick on date night.  But it was good to see you either way!  Catch you at the office tomorrow,” she finished, heading back to her table. 

“Mmmmm, fuuuck…” I moaned as the vibrations pushed me to the edge of an orgasm.  Karen had left at just the right time; my mind was going blank with pleasure. But just as I was reaching the point of no return, I felt the vibrations dwindle, then stop a moment later.  I looked at Daniel with confusion, but he was just as composed and calm as ever, smirking ever so slightly at me. 

“You look a little red,” he mentioned, stirring his drink with his straw absentmindedly.  “It would be a shame if any accidents happened, don’t you think?”  He winked at me deviously and filled me with a mix of relief and extreme frustration.  I could feel my heartbeat through my crotch and knew I would have been able to cum with the slightest touch. 

“Fuck off,” I replied in half-joking frustration, munching on an appetizer to distract myself from the pitiful state Daniel had worked me into. 

“I know you’re hungry, but don’t worry yourself.  The real main course is still in the works; just be patient.”  He winked again, but this time, I got the distinct sense that there was more in his plans for me than just tease and denial. 

If only I had known what I was getting myself into. 


Chapter 3

“You can back out at any point, you know,” Daniel reminded me teasingly as he pulled on his tight undershirt, patiently going through his pre-scene ritual of getting dressed and easing into his Dominant headspace.  I always enjoyed his ritual, if only because I loved seeing him naked.  I remembered when Daniel had first decided to start taking his health and fitness seriously, and it had been years since then.  His diligence and determination really paid off.  I could see his pecs rippling with activity as he reached down to pick up his freshly cleaned and ironed dress shirt, his well-defined back looking like some kind of classical sculpture, not too big but clearly strong and lean.  Daniel was the kind of person that approached everything he did with an optimistic, fiercely determined attitude, and he lived with a light-hearted ambition that I really admired.  Seeing him in his dressing routine reminded me not only of what a physically good-looking man he was, but also the corresponding aspects of his character.  All of it together made him supremely attractive to me. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I responded cheekily, sifting through items in my closet, not sure what I wanted to wear for the scene. 

Looking through all my lingerie got me thinking back to when Daniel and I first stepped outside the confines of vanilla sex.  It had only been two or so years ago.  We had always had a fun and satisfying sex life up to that point, but I couldn’t help but feel that something was missing.  Apparently Daniel felt the same way because, seemingly out of the blue, one night he suggested that I let him tie my hands up with a scarf that was sitting around.  I was kind of shocked at first, but my curiosity immediately took over.  The next few months were full of what I came to know as “sub frenzy”; I couldn’t get enough of all the delicious possibilities Daniel had introduced to me.  All the while, I had been fighting with a deep sense of guilt at what he and I had been doing.  It was difficult to wrap my head around the idea that this stuff was okay when I had come through an “abstinence only” sex-ed program in school and the whole community I grew up in (and still lived in up to the present moment) was very sexually conservative and puritanical.  Despite this, my curiosity and desire had proven strong enough to overcome my doubts, and Daniel and I slowly integrated BDSM and kink into our sex life on a regular basis. 

It’s been a really wild ride, I thought to myself as I leafed through the handful of skimpy outfits that I had acquired over the past couple years.  I finally decided on a simple but sexy outfit for the night.  It was just a matching black bra and panty set, but it fit me perfectly and really showed off my fit but curvy physique.  The panties had a somewhat elaborate floral pattern that gave some enticing glimpses of skin right around my crotch.  The bra was less elaborate but equally seductive.  It showed off my ample cleavage and sported a toned-down but similarly floral pattern that complimented the panties well.  I took the underwear out of their drawer and headed back out of the closet, setting them out on the bed right next to Daniel.

“You know, with a body that sexy, I might just have to let you cum tonight,”  he said, his eyes scanning up and down my naked body up, quickly stopping at my crotch, breasts and neck before finally settling on my eyes, staring deeply into me. 

“Shh, don’t say things like that to me yet,” I blushed while smiling up at him, playfully bumping him with my hip and looking away, picking up my bra.  “I might not be able to control myself.” 

“If that’s all it takes for you to lose control, I don’t know how you’ll be able to handle the scene tonight,” Daniel jokingly shot back, a slight dominant edge manifesting in his tone somewhere.  Hearing him talking like that was enough to already turn me on after a second week of denial.  After the unexpected scene at the Italian restaurant the previous weekend, Daniel stopped even allowing me to touch myself.  During sex, he only used my ass, stretching me out until I could take him comfortably without any warm-up.  I had never been denied for so long before, so I had no idea how I would handle this upcoming scene. 

Once we were both dressed, Daniel took my hand and led me from the master bedroom down to the basement, which he had converted into our play space.  The space was dimly lit with mildly scented candles, filling the room with a warm vanilla aroma.  The decorations in the room were mainly reds and earth-tones, giving the room a sexually-charged but cozy aura.  There were impact toys of various sorts mounted decoratively along the walls, and the whole room contained a mixture of sensuous, dark, and erotic energies. 

As we walked, I could hear the difference between the click of his dress shoes and the soft patter of my small, bare feet across the hard tile floor.  Once we got to the bottom of the stairs, Daniel led me to the center of the room, where he had set up the wedge platform we had recently purchased. The wedge was a roughly triangular piece of furniture with a comfortable headrest on the bottom, so that I could lie down with my lower body up in the air for easy access.  I noticed that it had four cuffs attached to clips on the sides so all of my limbs could be restrained. 

“You ready to begin the scene?” Daniel asked, squeezing my hand lightly with excitement. 

“Yeah, I think so,” I replied, a little nervous about the mysteriousness of the scene.  I clutched back at Daniel’s hand and smiled at him.  “Let’s get started.” 

“Okay, well first, I’d like you to get on the wedge, facing up at me.”  I could tell that Daniel had fully shifted into his BDSM headspace once I had agreed to get started.  His eyes were dark and cold, starting to calculate.

“Yes, Sir,” I responded.  It felt good to call him by his title.  I bent down and lied down on the wedge, positioning my head comfortably on the bottom cushion and my butt near the edge of the wedge, giving him easy access to any of my holes.  From my vantage point on the floor, Daniel towered menacingly above me.  I felt small and helpless, half-naked and barefoot beneath him.  “Would you like me to restrain myself using the cuffs, Sir?” 

“That won’t be necessary.”  He walked past me, opening up the toy chest, which he had positioned nearby to the wedge.  “There is more than one way to restrain someone.” 

I gulped in some air at his words, adrenaline starting to course through me.  I loved this vulnerable feeling; it was such a rush.  A moment or two later, he returned to where I was lying, a black blindfold in his hands. 

“They say that when being blindfolded makes people docile because they have no idea what is going on around them.  I figured that this might work as well as anything as a restraint.  Sit up.” 

“Yes, Sir.”  I sat up on the wedge and bent my head forward a bit, both as a submissive gesture and to give him easier access to the back of my head to tie the blindfold.  A few seconds later, my sight was gone.  I felt Daniel’s hands on my back to support me as he let me back down into position on the wedge. 

All of a sudden, the wedge felt much more intense since I couldn’t see.  My most sensitive parts were on display and I couldn’t even brace myself for whatever would happen next. 

“Since you’ve been a good girl so far, I didn’t think we would need the cuffs tonight.  There is just one rule you have to follow:  no matter what happens to you, don’t move your arms and legs unless I instruct you to do otherwise.  Keep your arms at your sides and your legs spread.  Understood?”  Daniel’s tone was stern and unforgiving.  I could feel myself getting a bit wet just at the sound of his voice, his silky, masculine timbre seeming extra potent without my vision distracting from it. 

“Yes, Sir.”  I spread my legs a bit more.  “Is my position acceptable to you, Sir?” 

“Yes, that’s it.  Now we’ll start for real.” 

I instinctively braced myself.  I had no idea where the first touch would come from or what it would be.  I wanted to writhe around, even to get up and try to escape, but I knew that would just earn me a punishment.  Against all my instincts, I forced myself to stay still.  It was almost worse knowing I had the option to get up or flee if I wanted to.  I felt my body start to quiver with fear and anticipation.  It was also difficult to tell how much time was passing.  Earlier, Daniel’s words were keeping me tethered to reality, giving me a point of reference.  But in a silent room, I was functionally deaf as well as blind.  I couldn’t tell if it had been five seconds or five minutes since he had last spoken to me. 

The sensation of fingers trailing the left side of my rib cage snapped me out of my limbo state.  So it’s gonna be like this, huh, I thought to myself as I did my best to remain perfectly still.  My ribs were one of my biggest erogenous zones, and Daniel knew exactly how to touch me.  My whole body lit up at once, making it difficult to remain in position, but I was determined to do it.  Afterall, Daniel seemed to have something big planned for this scene, so it would be a shame if I couldn’t even handle the beginning. 

Just as I began getting acclimated to his soft, erotic touches, they were gone, leaving a phantom feeling trailing up and down my side, something I might not have normally been aware of had I not been blindfolded and denied orgasm for weeks.  I wanted badly to writhe out, inviting in another touch, but I quickly thought better of it. 

After what felt like minutes again, but I was sure had to have only been a few moments, I felt another hand, this time on my right knee.  I could feel Daniel’s fingers pressing lightly into my taut skin, sliding slowly past the knee and over the top of my thigh, making its way up my leg to the meeting point between my thigh and my pelvis.  My body was erupting with pleasure, but for a different reason than before.  This time, he wasn’t going for an erogenous zone; he was targeting an area right beside it.  My inner thighs were one of my most sensitive spots, but Daniel was exclusively stimulating the tops of my thighs, leaving me ravenous for more.  Again, just as soon as they arrived, the touches were gone. 

I didn’t have to wait long for the next touch, though it was different than what I was expecting.  I felt a cold shock over my belly, then another immediately after.  I quickly figured out that it was some sort of lotion that Daniel was pouring on my body from above.  After the first few drops hit my skin, I felt his hands kneading it in, firmly massaging my stomach, sides, and ribs.  This touch was much different than how he had previously been touching me; the delicate, teasing touches had been replaced by slower, deeper touches with both of his hands at once.  I let out an involuntary moan but made sure to follow instructions and keep my body still.  Moments later, his hands retreated once again, and I felt a few more droplets of lotion land on my chest and neck, both of which he began massaging, starting with my neck.  Once he made his way towards my breasts, he propped me up with one hand, undid my bra with the other, and laid me back down so he could apply the same treatment to my breasts and nipples.  Having my breasts squeezed and kneaded instantly amplified my arousal and I hoped fervently that he would start doing my legs and groin next. 

He did move onto my legs next, but by the time he got up near my pussy, he stopped, leaving me in a state of needy agony.  It was all I could do not to jump out of my position and pounce on him.  But I thought better of it.  I knew if I did what I was told I would experience even greater pleasure still. 

“How are you feeling?” Daniel asked, a hand lightly running through my hair.  “Have you been able to handle everything so far?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my voice a bit unsteady from all the teasing.  “You can do whatever you want with me, Sir.” 

I could almost feel Daniel grinning through my blindfold. 

“Okay, well, the real fun will begin now,” he started.  He was interrupted by the sound of the doorbell going off upstairs.  “Oh, hold on, I’ll get that.  I’ll be back down in just a moment.”  I heard his footsteps make their way up the steps and out of the play room, leaving me truly alone. 

After a minute or two (during which time I fought with myself to continue obeying instructions despite nobody being in the room with me) I heard footsteps on the staircase leading the down to the playroom.  But this time, something was off.  Did Daniel take off his shoes?  That’s unusual, I wondered to myself.  These footsteps definitely didn’t have the distinctive click that his dress shoes made on the wood steps. 

“You’re still doing alright?”  Daniel’s voice reassured me that everything was fine.

“Yes, Sir, I’m feeling fine,” I replied, my confusion replaced with the tense anticipation I had had before our scene got interrupted. 

“Good.  Things are about to heat up now.” 

I heard some rustling sounds to my left side and what sounded like kneeling.  Once I heard the distinctive sounds of a belt being unbuckled and a zipper being unzipped, I realized what was happening next.  My heart skipped a beat; Daniel hadn’t even allowed me to have his cock in my hand in the past week, let alone in my mouth.  It felt depraved to get so turned on from something as simple as a blowjob, but I couldn’t help myself. 

I felt Daniel’s hands grab the sides of my face and turn it to the left so I was facing him.  I felt the distinct softness of the head of a cock against my lips, then he pushed it into my mouth.  I instinctively began bobbing my head on his cock, but a sudden realization left me frozen in my tracks. 

This isn’t Daniel’s cock, I quickly realized with a start. 

“Sir?”  I tried to say with my mouth full. 

“Yes?” I heard his voice reply. 

“This is your cock I’m sucking right now, right Sir?”

“I think you’ll figure it out in due time.”

Before I had much of a change to reflect on it further, I felt the cock push deeper into my throat, filling me and making my jaw sore.  There was no way it wasn’t Daniel’s; that just wouldn’t make sense.  Maybe I was just perceiving it differently because I was blindfolded and was already in an altered state.  But I didn’t remember him being quite this thick before.  Something felt really different. 

Moments later, my suspicions were confirmed.  As I sucked the cock, I heard footsteps coming down the staircase.  It wasn’t just Daniel and me in the room.  On top of that, I heard Daniel’s voice coming from the corner of the room by the base of the stairs. 

“Hey all, I’m glad you could make it in tonight.  As you can see, we’ve only just gotten started.  You may feel free to use my sub in any ways that you want within what we discussed ahead of time.  Let me know if you need anything.” 

I froze in my tracks.  By the time I regained my composure, a dozen questions were flying through my mind at once.  Who are these people?  What the fuck is going on?  Whose cock is in my mouth right now?  My heart started racing for a whole different reason than before.  I had only ever done anything with Daniel before.  And here I was sucking someone else’s cock!  A burst of anger flared up for a moment and I wanted to take off the blindfold and yell at Daniel.  But I thought better of it, especially after noticing the subtle hint of arousal underneath my anger and confusion.  I was in a moment of deep inner conflict.  I was able to rationalize all the things I did in the past with Daniel as just being unusual stuff a married couple did in the bedroom together.  I still felt guilty about allowing him to hit me (both my inner feminist and inner religious prude felt guilty about that), but I was able to reconcile my own self-perception relative to the community with those things.  I couldn’t do something like this. It would make me a whore.  I could never be the pure housewife that I knew my parents, church, and friends expected me to be.  And who were these people?  They could be my neighbors for all I knew! 

There was a slightly different thought that crossed my mind, though, that I initially tried to ignore but loomed larger and larger in my mental view.  Why should I care about them? The question was hard to ask myself, but when I did, it occurred to me that maybe it was silly for me to waste my time worrying about being seen as a slut.  Sure, it would suck sometimes to be seen that way, but what good would it have done me to have spent my entire life hiding in the corner, afraid of being ostracized?  Then I would have wasted my sexuality.  I knew Daniel always had my best interests in mind and that I was safe with him.  What else was there for me to worry about?  Besides, we had been doing a bunch of taboo sexual things all along – it was probably silly that I was trying to rationalize any of it.  Eventually, I made my decision.

Fuck it, I decided to myself, taking the stranger’s cock all the way down my throat until my nose was pressed up against his pelvis. 

I heard footsteps all around me as I deepthroated the stranger in front of me.  Within moments, I felt hands all over my body, at least four or five pairs of them, hungrily groping and feeling up every inch of me. 

“Oh, by the way, Charlotte,” Daniel spoke up.  “You can use your hands now if you’d like.” 

I enthusiastically obliged, reaching my hands out in front of me until they landed on two new guys.  I quickly found bulges in between their legs and started stroking them over the pants.  It didn’t take long for both men to undo their pants, taking their cocks out for me.  The feeling of touching strangers’ cocks was overwhelmingly dirty to me.  It was strange how different they were from my husband’s.  The one in my mouth was so girthy that it completely filled my mouth, making it hard to breathe as I sucked him.  The ones in my hands were soft at first but growing fast, both considerably smaller than my husband but no less fun to play with.  Pleasuring three cocks at once while being touched all over by all these men was driving me over the edge.  No one was playing with my pussy, but the thought of what I was doing was nearly orgasmic on its own.

Suddenly, a pair of hands was quickly pulling my underwear off, leaving me fully exposed for all these men, my swollen, dripping pussy on display for anyone who wanted to look.  My heart skipped a beat at the thought of one of these stranger dicks going in me.  Without any pause, I felt an unfamiliar pair of hands slide down to my asshole, completely ignoring my pussy and lubing me up.  Daniel probably put them up to this, telling them to ignore my pussy, I thought.  I didn’t know if I liked or hated it, though; I was so horny at this point that my mind was beginning to go blank. 

The next moment, the man slid his cock inside my asshole.  It was so dirty and nasty to be penetrated by someone other than my husband, and in the ass at that.  The thought caused a loud, involuntary moan to escape my lips.  That moan seemed to cause a chain reaction because I noticed the men around me starting to moan a bit more too as I pleasured them.  The man in my ass started pumping, making him the fourth guy I was simultaneously pleasuring.  After all that anal training with Daniel, I could take anyone’s cock with ease.  Feeling him thrusting into me like that made me feel even sluttier than before, and I stroked and sucked the men in front of me with even more vigor than before. 

Not long after that, I felt the cock in my left hand start to swell bigger than before.  It felt like he had an orgasm coming.  I stroked him faster and, without a word, he shot what felt like an absolutely huge load all over my stomach and tits.  I wouldn’t have been surprised if his load even hit whoever was across from him.  As soon as he started cumming, I felt the man in my ass start fucking me with even more reckless abandon, punishing my asshole with aggressive, callous strokes.  The man that came was quickly replaced with someone else who shifted into his position.  An unfamiliar hand grabbed mine and placed it on an already-hard cock.  This one was slick with precum, and I made sure to use it to lube up my hand before stroking the new stranger.  Multiple pairs of hands were still all over my body, grabbing my cum-covered tits, tweaking my sensitive nipples. 

“Fuck…” I heard the man I was deepthroating moan.  He quickly pulled out of my mouth and I could hear him stroking himself aggressively, moaning in a deep baritone voice, before exploding all over my face.  His cum splattered all over my face, in my mouth, even in my hair.  As he came, I felt the man in my asshole start to pulse and heard him moan too, and he shot his load directly into my asshole, his thrusts becoming jerky and sporadic as he came.  He stayed in my asshole until his dick got soft and was pushed out naturally.  I could feel his cum dripping out of my ass after he pulled out.

I was panting with intense pleasure, unable to stifle my hungry moans.  Who knew being a slut felt this good? I thought as I reached down to my asshole, took some of the cum leaking out of me, and tasted it.  It felt so wrong to eat another man’s cum like that and I absolutely loved it. 

“Hey, Charlotte,” I heard Daniel’s voice say from a few feet away.  “You can take off the blindfold now, if you want.” 

Without hesitation, I pulled the blindfold off to take in the scene around me.  It was almost overwhelming to look at, mainly owing to the fact that I never in a million years thought I’d find myself in this situation.  There were six guys around me – the two I was stroking, two that were just feeling me up, and two in the back that were watching, stroking themselves.  I recognized four of them, too.  The ones I was stroking were Matt, a coworker that lived five minutes away from us, and Steve, a neighbor of ours that lived up the street.  One of the guys feeling me up was Phil, a guy I had known since high school that still lived around here.  And one of the men stroking themselves was Bob, an older man that belongs to my church.  At first, I was mortified to see all these guys that I had known for years, but then a different feeling came over me.  How dirty would it be to go to church or work and talk to all the prudish women that I see every day, and they had no idea that I just fucked our coworker or another member of our same church!  The thought put me into slutty overdrive and I was ready to take all these men. 

I gave my best seductive glance at each of the men, looking each of them up and down. 

“Well, boys, who wants to fuck me next?” 

Bob stepped up closer to me, his hard dick in his hand. 

“You don’t know how many years I’ve fantasized about doing something like this to you,” he said, his eyes overcome with erotic hunger.  He kneeled down at the wedge, spit on his cock, and shoved it all the way in my ass, using a combination of his spit, precum, and the previous man’s cum as lube.  The other man that was standing back stroking himself came up to me and, without a word, slid his cock into my mouth and started face-fucking me, grabbing two fistfuls of my hair and abusing my mouth.  I was gagging and choking on almost every stroke, which seemed to spur him on.  I almost forgot about the two men I was stroking, but got back to focusing on them, too, allowing the men in my mouth and ass to fuck me however they wanted.  I felt Phil start kissing my neck and collarbones while the stranger in front of me fucked my mouth, then moved down to my tits, sucking on my puffy, aroused nipples, seemingly too horny to care about all the cum plastered over my chest.  The other stranger that was feeling me up took a cue from Phil and started sucking on my other nipple.  I felt like my whole body was on fire with pleasure, getting stimulated in almost every area at once, save for my pussy, which was twitching and pulsing with need. 

I felt both men in my hands start to buck their hips and moan more loudly as I stroked them, getting closer to a release.  I forced my head away from the stranger that was face-fucking me so I could talk and addressed the two guys I was stroking. 

“Hey Matt and Steve,” I cooed in my most sultry voice.  “Would you two like to cum on my slutty little pussy?  It’s the only place that hasn’t been cummed on yet.”  Their eyes went wide at the suggestion, and they each started stroking themselves right over my pelvic area.  Matt came first, shooting a thick load all over my lower stomach, much of it dripping onto my pussy.  As he came, Steve orgasmed too, aiming a bit more carefully and shooting a hot, sticky load all over my pussy.  After cumming, both guys felt me up a bit, squeezing my tits and hungrily touching me, then stood back, just watching the show. 

The two men that were feeling me up took that opportunity to take their cocks out, which I dutifully started stroking.  Shortly after, Bob started moaning, then humped my ass rapidly, shooting a second load inside me.  He quickly pulled out, leaving my whole crotch area a dripping mess, covered with four loads. 

Finally, I saw Daniel get up from where he was sitting and start undoing his belt.  He really was a sight to behold, as he always was, especially after being blindfolded for so long. 

“You’ve been a great slut today, do you know that?”  He walked towards me, standing over me while I serviced the cocks in front of me. 

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, taking the cock out of my mouth for a moment to speak. 

“I think it’s about time you get your real reward.”  He bent down so he was in position to fuck me, then reached out a hand and gently caressed my swollen clit with one finger.  Pleasure erupted through my whole body, causing me to involuntarily convulse.  I had never felt such a strong sensation just from my pussy being touched before.  I knew that if he continued I’d cum right away, but fortunately he seemed to understand that too.  Daniel slipped his large, rock-hard cock out of his pants, lined it up against the entrance to my pussy, and finally, after weeks of build-up, slid inside me. 

I came immediately, just from him entering me.  I had never cum just from penetration before but I wasn’t surprised at all given the circumstance.  The orgasm ripped through me, making me momentarily forget about servicing the other men.  It felt like my soul had left my body and I was watching myself quivering and shaking around Daniel’s member.  He had hardly even started thrusting yet and I was already blissed out, unable to form a coherent sentence even if I wanted to.  By the time the orgasm subsided, he had gotten into a bit of a gentle rhythm.  It was all I could take because it seemed that my pussy had tightened up a bit from not having anything in it for weeks.  As much as I had been enjoying stranger dick, nothing could quite compare to the familiarity and sexiness of my husband; we had spent years building up a powerful sexual chemistry together, and when he was inside me, it just felt completely right.  All my thoughts had been fully washed out of my mind and I was just a fully receptive vessel, enjoying the feeling of fullness in my pussy as Daniel thrusted steadily in and out of me. 

After a while, I came to my senses enough to realize there was a hard cock in my mouth and one in each of my hands, and I began stroking them again, gaining enough presence of mind to remember that I was still a slut and had some slutty business to attend to, whether my husband was fucking me or not.  It didn’t take much, though, to make the three men cum.  In relatively quick succession, the two in my hands came all over my chest and stomach, then the one in my mouth came down my throat.  They made their way towards the back of the room with the others, and all of a sudden it was just me and Daniel. 

“Have you been enjoying your night?” Daniel inquired, locking eyes with me for the first time since before the scene. 

“Mhmmmm…” I moaned, trying, unsuccessfully, to keep my composure well enough to say words.  It felt like he was melting me into a puddle. 

“You look like a real slut with all that cum on you,” he reminded me.  All I was able to do was give him a blissed out smile, feeling my face and tits to confirm how covered I really was. 

I started to feel another vaginal orgasm building up as Daniel picked up his speed, thrusting into me with full, strident motions, reaching all the way to the back of my vagina and leaving me feeling completely full.  I tried to say “I’m gonna cum,” but what probably came out was just a slightly different sounding moan. 

“I can feel you tensing up again…  If you do that I don’t know if I’ll be able to hold back either,” Daniel moaned into my ear, reaching around the back of my head to pull me closer to him as he pounded me. 

Knowing that I wouldn’t be able to respond coherently to him, I decided to respond with my body.  I tensed up even more, clenching down on him as he fucked me.  This pushed both of us over the edge.  I felt Daniel’s cock immediately start to spasm, unloading his cum inside my pussy. Feeling him pulsing in me like that threw me over the edge too, and I came for the second time that night, even more intensely than before.  My moans were probably loud enough to wake up the neighbors, but I didn’t care.  I was way too focused on what was happening. 

After what felt like minutes of cumming, I finally settled down, my body relaxing into a blissed-out puddle.  Daniel eventually pulled out of me too, fixing himself back up and trying to get back into a more presentable state.  The guys that had already finished were all chatting quietly on the couches, hanging out.  Seeing them there reminded me of the nasty things I had just done.  I guess it’s too late to worry about little stuff like that now, I thought to myself as I tried, unsuccessfully, to get up into a standing position.  Once again, as he did in our scene two weeks prior, Daniel scooped me up princess style, holding me close to him in his strong arms. 

“You did a great job this evening, Charlotte,” he reminded me, giving me a kiss on the cheek.  He walked over to the guys in the corner of the room to address them.  “Hey guys, thanks so much for making it out tonight.  You definitely made this a very fun and exciting night for our girl here.”  A couple of the guys clapped and cheered in response. 

“And you know, if any of you are feeling pent-up any time soon,” I said, trying to muster up my previous slutty demeanor, despite my fatigue. “I’d love to have you all back.  I pride myself on being a good host, so you can just let me know what you need.” 

I gave everyone my best seductive wink before more or less falling asleep in Daniel’s arms as he led everyone to the front door and carried me up to the bedroom to clean me up and put me to bed. 
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