
        
            
                
            
        

    
Leo Solo

Just fucking Use Me

To my loving husband,

Okay, I get it.

I even appreciate it.

You’re a great guy, really. Respectful, considerate, tender.

That’s awesome.

That makes me love you.

That makes me feel safe with you. I know you’re not just with me because you want my body. You care about me as a person, not just a hot, wet, tight pussy and two big, perky, soft, mouth-watering tits.

Other guys just see that. They always have.

To past boyfriends, hook-ups, and fuck-buddies, I’ve been nothing more than a set of more-than-willing holes.

But then you came along.

You see me for who I am. You see me as smart, funny, sweet, and loveable.

You love me.

Me!

I don’t deserve you, but god I love that you’re mine.

The way you talk to me, the way you look at me, the way you treat me… I love it.

I love you.

Really.

And the way you make love to me…

The way you worship my body with your hands and your tongue…

The way you fill me with your cock…

It’s amazing, and I cum again and again, when I never have with another guy.

It’s heaven.

But part of me - some sick, fucked-up part - misses the way it used to be.

There was something so… intense, about being used like a sex toy by those men. Being fucked, taken advantage of, even passed around.

Being seen as something that existed only for their pleasure. Treated like an object. Fucked.

You make love to me, because you see me as the love of your life. Your partner. Your wife.

But I know you love the stories.

When I’ve cried and asked you to hold me, to comfort me, as I relive being made into nothing more than a pussy and a pair of tits… you’ve been perfect, and supportive, and loving. You raged against those men, reassured me, comforted me, promised me you saw how amazing I was, loved me.

But you also got hard.

You tried to hide it. You never took advantage of my low self-esteem.

But part of you, a big part… loved it.

You couldn’t help it; you thought of me as a whore, because I told you how I used to be, and you loved even that side of me.

So, my love… now it’s your turn.

Come into our room. Find me tied up and naked, dripping wet.

Take me. Own me. Use me. Fuck me.

I know you love making me orgasm - and you’re soooo good at it - but tonight, just use me.

Anything you want, it’s yours.

Make me choke on your big, thick cock.

Fuck me until I pass out from pleasure, or just use me and leave me frustrated.

You’ve never had my ass. Nobody has. I had at least that much self-respect.

But tonight, if you want it… it’s yours. There’s lube in the night-stand.

Please be gentle with my ass. Or don’t.

I love you, and as your wife I know you love me.

But for tonight, I’m not your wife. I’m a cheap, willing, desperate whore.

So have fun, stud!

Your wife will be back in the morning.

Love,

Clara
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