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Chapter 1

Chelsea’s feet touched the cold floor and she stared around her. The room was small. The wall in front of her was bare brick, while the other three were plastered and painted plain white. The floor was made of faded, worn wood. The house was practically one large, rectangular room. In one corner stood a bed with an old iron frame, an armchair, and a small bookcase. There was a thick, handmade quilt, two pillows, and three dresses on the bed. At the end of the bed was a wooden chest with a flat top on which stood a silver tray and two teacups on a lace runner.
Brown fur peeked out from under the bed. She wondered if her husband liked to hunt, or if this was an attempt to show his wealth. However, if he were wealthy he could certainly afford more than one room for the two of them, she thought. Immediately regretting her ingratitude, she turned to him and smiled.
Her husband, James, stood leaning against the doorpost and watched her as she inspected her new home. To his left was the door she assumed led to the bathroom. James smiled back and told her that he would be back soon. He didn't mention where he was going or what he was up to. He just told her to settle down now. He thought his wife's silence on the drive here was due to her nerves. Maybe she would relax a little more if he left her to herself for a moment after this exhausting day.
The door closed and Chelsea looked around the room again. She felt a strange sense of concern that James had left without her, and she scolded herself about it. She went over to the window and pulled back the cream lace curtain. She could see him pick up an ax and walk one way away from the house.
She wondered what kind of man he would be to her. She wondered if he was the kind of man who mostly ignored his wife and saw her as a practical maid. A couple of her friends had pulled such men ashore, and Chelsea prayed that it wasn't her fate. She had felt a twinge of fear as he picked up the ax. She wondered if he was the kind of man who liked to discipline his wife. The thought frightened her, and yet the feeling wasn't entirely uncomfortable.
She tore herself away from such depraved thoughts and sat on the chair by the window. On the small dining room table in front of her stood two ceramic plates, various mismatched cutlery, simple cloth napkins, a teapot, an empty glass vase, and two drinking glasses. Everything seemed clean, as if he had just set it up. She smiled. Apparently her husband had spent some time preparing the house for her, maybe even buying more feminine things to make her comfortable. No, she thought, he probably wasn't the disciplining type after all. She felt an odd mixture of relief and regret at the thought and wasn't sure what to make of it.
In the opposite corner of the house was a wood stove, next to it a sink. Two long wooden shelves were attached to the brick wall, on which stood copper pots, glasses filled with food, and other materials for cooking. There was also an apron on the wall. There were only two windows in the house, one in the sleeping area right next to the bed and one on the opposite side in the dining area. The room was well lit because her husband also had electric lights installed in the ceiling. That made her a little nervous, she had never lived in a house that used electricity. Maybe he was better off than she'd imagined.
In Chelsea's new home there was only one room with a door. Chelsea peered in and found that it was the most beautiful bathroom she had ever seen. There was even a large window here too, one with lace curtains, like the one in the dining area. There was a large copper tub in front of this window. A real tub with running water. There was also a table with a washbowl and soap and an elegant but small mirror hung over it. She opened the closet underneath and was curious whether he had real terry towels or simple rags. When she opened the little door, her heart almost stopped. Suddenly her legs began to tremble with fear and excitement. She sat on the tile floor and stared. A metal chastity belt with a keyhole rested in the open closet.
Her heart started beating faster. He would definitely discipline her. He would probably do much worse than that. She was beginning to wonder if she should regret accepting his suggestion, but it was too late for that now. The dowry had been paid and they had only married this morning and there was no way to withdraw their vows. At that moment she heard footsteps from outside. She got up and slammed the closet door. The front door opened with a squeak. Her husband stood there, firewood in hand, eyeing her suspiciously. Chelsea felt a touch of fear at the look he gave her and swallowed.
"Is everything to your satisfaction?" He asked.
She couldn't tell if he was trying to tease her. She was sure her face was still red with embarrassment from seeing the belt. She had given herself away. He knew she had seen what was hidden in the closet. Still, she was too shy to speak up. Besides, thought Chelsea, what should he want with a chastity belt on his wedding night?
She nodded silently and tried to offer a smile, but she was too nervous. He looked disappointed.
"Do you know how to make a fire in it?" He asked, nodding towards the old stove that was used for cooking in the kitchen.
She nodded again, and this time he walked over to her. He was only inches away from her. Her body was so much smaller than his. His tall build was muscular and intimidating. She could feel her heart pounding again.
"From now on you will answer yes or no to me." His voice was authoritarian, but to her surprise, his tone was not threatening. "You can talk, right?"
Chelsea swallowed again and only now noticed how quiet she had been all along. She had hardly spoken since they took their vows. Her father had led her to the altar without saying much about her husband's character. Chelsea had only found out about the wedding a few weeks beforehand. It was a strange thing to wake up this morning and know that she would be tied to this man she barely knew for the rest of her life.
"Chelsea, are you all right?" Asked her husband with a touch of concern.
"Yes," she replied, walking quickly over to the stove and putting the logs in it. "I think I've just had too much excitement for today."
Footsteps could be heard behind her. She stayed on her knees as she continued to put the chopped wood in the stove. Her husband crouched down beside her, but she kept her eyes on what she was doing. She was completely unprepared for what to do around her new husband. Did he want her to look him in the eye, she thought, or was he the kind who would find that disrespectful. Her hand shook as she slid the last piece of wood into the stove.
"I didn't mean to scare you.” He said softly and noticed how her hand was shaking in his presence, "But I think it would be best if we talk to each other."
"You don't scare me.” She replied inadvertently shortly. She looked at him to gauge his reaction, to see if her blunt response would cause him any anger now. But he wasn't angry at all, just amused.
"Well, that makes me happy. And you can address me as you." He looked deep into her eyes and stood up.
Chelsea watched him go away. She noticed how he took a book from the shelf and sat in the armchair. She turned back to the stove. It took almost no effort to light the fire. As soon as the wood started to burn, she looked around the kitchen. She felt her stomach growl and looked at the shelves. There were cans of beans, carrots, peas, and corn, along with some flour and other spices.
"We can get more food tomorrow if you want. I thought you'd like to decide for yourself what to buy." he explained and looked over from the book to her.
"Well, we need something else for tonight," she explained, glancing into a small refrigerator where he kept milk and butter. "Do you like shepherd’s pie?"
"Yes that would be nice."
She took the apron off the hook and began putting the ingredients together. She felt nervous. She felt him watching her, his hungry eyes scanning her shape as she stood with her back to him. Her face felt hot and her hands were shaking constantly. She tried to breathe calmly and remind herself that there was nothing to worry about. He hadn't even mentioned the thing in the bathroom cabinet. Despite her initial shock at seeing it, there was something exciting, and perhaps even comforting, that he owned one. Still, she wasn't sure he couldn't abuse it.
When the cake was ready, she put it on the table and filled the glasses with water.
"Delicious! It's delicious. Thank you!" He praised her.
"My pleasure." She didn't know what else to say, she just looked at him and waited for him to ask her something. She took in his features as she ate. He had a strong jaw and broad shoulders. His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his muscular forearms. He had strong hands and she noticed that they were calloused but by no means dirty. His eyes were a strange shade, unlike any she had seen before.
"Chelsea?" His voice pulled her back to the here and now. For a moment she had been so impressed by the sight of him that she had completely overlooked what he had just asked of her.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to ..."
"We need to talk about a few things."
Her heart was beating faster again now. "What kind of things, please?"
He looked at her for a moment. He sighed, put down his fork and leaned over the table. Chelsea fidgeted nervously at what he could ask of her.
"I can see that you are nervous, but you have to tell me why. It is very important for me that I know how you are feeling."
Chelsea was amazed. She blinked in confusion, "But why should you ... Excuse me, why should you care?"
James's eyebrows furrowed, clearly annoyed that she thought he was a callous bully. "Because you are my wife." He paused for a moment. "I have a duty to keep you happy, just as you have that duty to me," he said firmly.
"Yes," admitted Chelsea and thought of the belt in the bathroom. "And what would make you happy?"
"I want you to feel like you can talk to me about anything that worries or upsets you. You shouldn't be afraid of your husband."
"I said I'm not afraid." Chelsea lied. It was hard to explain what exactly she was afraid of.
"Well, you should also know that there are some things that I will not tolerate, Chelsea. And lying is part of it," he said, his voice taking on the threatening tone that Chelsea had feared. "Well, let me ask you differently, and this time I want to know the truth. You seemed very scared to me when I came home from fetching firewood this afternoon. Why was that?"
He had caught her. "That's ... well ... I felt like I was snooping around someone else's house."
"I told you to make yourself comfortable here. After all, this is your house now too."
He waited patiently for an answer. He knew that if she found the belt, as he suspected, it might scare her to admit it. Maybe she was afraid that he would punish her with it. Maybe she wasn't sure how to tell him because she didn't know what she had found, just that it scared her. Whatever the case, he needed to know if she was telling him the truth.
"I was looking for towels and ..." Her face turned bright red, as she admitted it to him. "I have ... there was a belt ... in there.” Her eyes were wide, and she stammered an apology: "I - I shouldn't have sniffed around there. Sorry."
There was fear and shame in her eyes. Chelsea's husband pushed his chair out from under the table. The room was silent except for his footsteps when he got up from the table and walked over to her. Chelsea stayed where she was, but looked as if she was ready to flee and start running. The startled look on her face confirmed James's suspicions. His wife was actually afraid of him.
"Forgive me, my love," he said as reassuringly as he could. He leaned down next to her and took her hand in his: "I'm sorry that I scared you. But there is no reason to be afraid. I want you to feel safe and secure here."
Chelsea's feelings at that moment were a whirlwind. How should she tell him that she was afraid, but the idea of having to wear the chastity belt actually tickled her, even aroused her somehow. In some twisted way, it made her feel safe. No, but then she suddenly thought. Her nerves were on edge, maybe she just had to rest and forget about the whole thing.
"As my wife, you promised to love me and obey me. And I promised to love and respect you. I will not force you to do anything that makes you uncomfortable," he paused. "Do you understand?"
Chelsea nodded. Then she remembered what he had told her earlier and added, "Yes, I see."
"Very good," he said and got up. The full moon was already shining outside. "I think it's almost time we went to bed now."
This was the moment before she was really nervous. Everyone had talked about how painful it would be for them. Women were not allowed to have sex until they were married, and although some women broke this rule, Chelsea was not one of them. At the age of 20, Chelsea hadn't even touched herself for fear it might give the impression that she was no longer a virgin.
In her youth she had known women who had desecrated themselves in this way. Chelsea had been friends with such a girl. When the girl's father received the news that a young man was about to marry his daughter, he sent her to a special doctor to check her virgin status. When the doctor saw that she was no longer fresh, the application was withdrawn. Her father was furious and, despite her promises never to have been with another man, hit the nineteen-year-old so badly that the traces stayed with her for a lifetime. Chelsea wasn't sure if she was telling the truth, but the sight of her beaten and sobbing friend as she told the story was enough to scare Chelsea. She was almost certain that her father would have done the same for me.
She hoped her husband would be gentle. Given the way he treated her tonight, it seemed she would be in good hands, but that did little to calm her nerves. Her heart was beating fast, and even though she knew it wasn't a sin to have sex with her husband, it still felt strange and wrong. For a moment she thought that maybe he would forgive her and not perform the act tonight, but it seemed like a futile hope. After the dishes were washed, her husband asked her to get into the tub. She went to the bathroom alone, undressed, and got into the large tub.
With bare skin against the cold tub, she sat quietly and thought. She was just about to turn on the faucet when she heard a knock on the door. She pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around them and hesitated.
"Come in, please," she replied after a brief moment.
The door opened. James stood there, shirtless. His chest was strong and covered with dark chest hair. He was still wearing his pants when he knelt by the tub. He gently pushed it away from the faucet and turned it on, holding his hand under it to check the temperature. She noticed how muscular her husband's arms were.
Chelsea watched the tub fill with warm water. She couldn't help but relax. The man grabbed a towel from a shelf and a bar of soap. His eyes were focused as he put his hand behind her neck and washed her arms and back. He didn't ask her to show herself to him, just washed the places she allowed him to see. Chelsea saw how gently he treated her. Slowly her body opened up to her husband. He kept himself from looking at her too long.
Chelsea was surprised at how much he avoided looking at her breasts. Her nipples were hard and her breasts were smooth and white, untouched like the rest of her body. The fabric brushed her nipple only for a moment. The touch was like lightning, but so brief. She felt too embarrassed to ask him to touch her again. There was something comforting that he wasn't looking at her sexually. It made her feel like she mattered, just being looked after.
That evening she climbed into bed wearing the nightgown that had been given to her. It was long and decorated with lace, came almost to her ankles, but was very light and had long sleeves. When she was in bed, Chelsea tensed. That was the moment.
He lay on his side and looked at his wife. She looked up at him nervously. Suddenly his lips pressed against hers. It was so different from the kiss they shared earlier in the chapel. His lips felt hot now, and his hands found their way to her jaw and held them in place while his tongue slipped into her mouth.
She let out a groan that was both pleasure and surprise. At that moment he pulled away from her, kissed the top of her head and hugged her. Chelsea lay confused with her head on his chest and listened to his heart until she fell asleep.
✽✽✽
When she woke up the next morning, she remembered how it had felt both strange and somehow safe to sleep in a man's arms. The following days were similar. He looked at her with such glee while she cleaned, cooked, or tended the garden. They talked over breakfast and dinner. Then they went to bed, kissed and fell asleep. But Chelsea was amazed at his lack of advances.
Her husband was slowly going mad too. Bathing and sleeping with his wife every night and never actually touching her was enough to fill his mind with sexual thoughts. The only time he looked at her was when she was serving him. He loved seeing her on her knees while she worked in the kitchen. He loved watching her lean over the table and pull the curtains back just before she put her food on the table each morning. He thought of taking it anywhere, taking it all over the house. But he knew better than to rush something before she was ready. He knew it would be better for both of them if he chose to be patient. She had seemed so nervous when she got here and admitted she had every reason to be. He blamed himself for leaving the belt in such an easy place to find.
But he knew that what he wanted from Chelsea would take time. He had to prove himself trustworthy first. What sane woman would want to submit to someone she doesn't respect or trust? Still, he wanted to give her pleasure. He wanted to be the only one who gave her pleasure. He wanted her to belong to him that way.
One evening at dinner he started talking about one of the books he was reading. His wife smiled and nodded, but she didn't have much to say. Frustrated and maybe a little disappointed, he took a sip and got up.
"You know ..." he took a step towards his wife.
She looked up at him and wondered what she had done wrong. "Don't look at me so innocently," he said disapprovingly. "Do you know what attracted me to you first?"
His wife said nothing. She wasn't sure anymore what had made him want to marry her.
"It was the way you behaved. When I saw you in town, I noticed how different you looked from the other women, and that drew me to you. Many women think that they are intelligent, when they aren't enjoying themselves. But you were constantly amused and I could see how intelligent you were because of it. Every time I heard you talk it was like you were talking about something great. Maybe it's my fault. I have you taken away from everyone and everything you knew. Tell me, do you like it here with me? "
"Yes! I like it with you!"
"Why?"
"You excite me," she burst out.
"Do I arouse you?" He said, his voice lower than before. He crossed his arms as he took another step towards her. She was immediately ashamed of his expression. She got up and started collecting the dishes.
"Stop," he said, and his tone brooked no contradiction. "Finish what you just said."
Her hand still on one of the plates, she looked up at him. She carefully set it down and continued. "I don't know how to act around you. You make me nervous and excited. And yes, I was scared at first, but now I'm not. Not at all. And I want to please you, but I don't know how, except to do what I've been told. Everyone has always told me that a woman should be quiet and serve her husband in the bedroom, but we haven't ... I don't know ... ", her voice dried up in her tremors.
He stepped closer to her and she backed up against the wall. "Do you want to please me?" He asked. His voice was authoritarian. It was intoxicating to her.
"Yes, that is my duty."
He sighed and withdrew. "That's no reason to want to please someone, Chelsea. I don't want me to like you because you have to. I want me to like you because it makes you feel good. Just as I would feel good, if you like me. "
Chelsea wondered what he meant by that: "But I like you. You are kind and gentle to me and you talk to me about things that I like." She looked discouraged now. "I'm sorry. I want to talk to you more and more about all the things you like. And I love it when you tell me about the books you've read."
"Well, if you like them so much, why don't you read them while I'm away. Then we could discuss them together. You are free to do so."
"I'm not..."
"Well, I know not everyone is excited about the idea. There are sure to be people in town who don't like a woman reading. But you're my wife. And I'll give you permission to read, whatever you want."
"Thanks ... but I can't ..."
He paused. How could he not have known? Of course, his wife couldn't read. She grew up on a farm with ten sisters and two brothers. Her parents had neither the money nor the time to teach her. And now he had hurt her pride by not only bringing up the subject but also getting her to admit it. He had made her feel that she had somehow let him down.
"Chelsea ..." he said. "Please forgive me, I didn't mean to offend you."
She crossed her arms and looked to the side. He could see some embarrassment in her eyes. He gently put a hand on her shoulder. "Maybe I can teach you to read?"
"Would you?" Her eyes lit up. There he was, the spark he had seen in her before, with which he had fallen in love. Knowing that he was the cause of that spark made it even more beautiful now.
"It would be an absolute pleasure," he said, holding her hand.
✽✽✽
Chelsea had been studying hard for the next week. His wife was clever, but like most women, she had never had the privilege of formal education. Chelsea had already learned a few words by heart out of necessity, but these were just a few common words that you would find in a shop or in town. But through her husband's guidance she had learned the alphabet and the sounds of the individual letters and the various combinations of sounds. Her husband had bought her a couple of pencils and a notebook so she could practice writing too. However, writing was much more difficult than memorizing the names and sounds of the letters. Every day her husband gave her chores to do both studying and household chores.
Over time, she found that she began to miss him during the time they were apart. Daily chores helped her focus, and before she knew it he was back home. But it had been almost a month and there was still nothing more than kisses between them.
Chelsea felt how it hurt when he was not there, and yet, strangely enough, she found that the pain did not subside when he was back. Instead, it just got more intense. Sometimes when he was correcting her writing or reading, she felt her warmth. It was a strange appearance, his deep voice could send shivers over her body. Another time, when she was cooking, she caught him staring at her lewdly. Whenever she caught that look, the place between her legs began to throb and involuntarily became damp.
"Chelsea, there is something I would like to know from you.” He asked her one evening in bed.
"And that would be, please?"
"Would you like me to take care of you more?"
"But you already take care of me so well. You teach me to read ..."
Her husband cut her off with a kiss. "No, my love, I mean taking care of your lust here in bed."
With these words she felt very warm and electric. But when she realized what he was saying, she laughed. A little baffled, he asked her what was so funny about the idea.
"It's just that women don't feel the pleasure that men feel," she said, blushing as she did so.
James raised his eyebrows at her. He had been with other women before. And he could be sure: you felt pleasure with him. "Who told you that?"
Chelsea folded her arms: "My friends told me that. Don't you know how painful it is for women?"
He laughed in disbelief. "Painful? No, it's not painful at all, my dear." He kissed her again.
"Do you promise to be gentle with me?" She asked timidly. But the fire inside her rose as well, despite her nervousness with anticipation.
"Yes, as gently as possible, Chelsea." He kissed her again and looked into her eyes.
Chelsea nodded. Then she said, "Yes. Good. All right."
Her husband took off her shirt and then her dress and kissed her neck. A sound escaped her that she had never heard before. Embarrassed, she covered her mouth, but he pulled her hand away and looked back at her. She could see that his eyes were filled with love and lust. They were as imperious as ever.
"Whenever you want to make that sound," he ordered her, "I want you to do it."
His kisses traveled from her mouth to her throat. She groaned again. "That's it. Moan for me."
He started nibbling on her ear, and her body responded wonderfully. Her back arched and gave him the perfect view of her breasts. He licked one of her nipples, teased her. She whimpered.
"That's a good girl. I like it when I can hear how aroused you get."
He licked her again, just letting his tongue touch her hot skin. Then, curious, he used his teeth and gently bit down. His wife pressed her nipple closer to his mouth, he bit tighter this time. He could see her hand gripping the sheet.
"Did you like that?"
"Yes!" gasped Chelsea. She was in a trance. She had never felt this good before.
He grinned and started kissing down her stomach. Instinctively she closed her legs. He looked up, studied her features, and tried to see if she was desperate. Her expression was a mixture of ecstasy and confusion.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to do this. It just tickled," she explained.
Her husband's face was between her legs, inches from her pussy. He could smell how ready she was. Her lips were glossy with her juices. He couldn't wait to taste it. "What do you want, Chelsea? Do you want me to stop?"
"What are you doing?"
"I want you to feel good." He looked at her intently. "If you let me. Do you want?"
Her stomach felt like it had butterflies in it when she opened her legs for him. She could feel the tension build up inside her. She wondered if he could kiss the place between her legs or if that would be a strange idea to him.
"Yes," she replied hopefully.
Amused, he bent his head down and pressed his soft, moist tongue against her swollen, throbbing clit. It was about to explode. She felt like screaming. She twitched, her legs trying to close again, but he squeezed her tight and kept going. His tongue worked its way around her clit as he sucked and nibbled at her most sensitive spot. His wife practically screamed in ecstasy as she begged him not to stop.
Her nerves were tense, every flick of his tongue made her feel alive in a way she had never done before. "Please, please ..." she kept saying, unable to finish a sentence or even know what she was asking.
He pulled her closer to his face, gently biting her clit. When he looked up again, his voice was rough and serious.
"Chelsea."
"Yes?" The sound in his voice made her even wetter. She felt her throbbing even harder now.
"I want you to call me sir."
The moment he said it, something clicked in Chelsea's head regarding their relationship. It felt right to call him sir. He deserved their respect and admiration.
"Yes sir," she said without hesitation.
"What do you want?"
"I want you ..." Chelsea thought for a moment, she wasn't sure what he was doing or what it was called, but she knew that she didn't want him to stop. "Please carry on ... sir."
He kept her busy until she was at the end of her tether. She was a sight to be seen. There were beads of sweat on his wife's skin. Her breathing was rough. He knew she couldn't take any more teasing.
"You will come to the climax for me now, Chelsea.” He said and pushed a finger into the throbbing pussy of his wife.
At first she whimpered because she felt stretched, but she longed for more. She needed release, and his finger felt so good inside her, "Please sir," she pleaded.
His finger began to move slowly, he pressed his mouth back onto her clit. She started to squirm and moan, it felt so good, too good. She wanted him to continue, and yet it felt so sensitive it was almost too much. He inserted another finger and moved it faster.
"You will come for me, Chelsea." His fingers moved even faster and she began to scream with pleasure again.
"Tell me who you are coming for," he demanded sternly.
"For you!" She said desperately. It was as if this new, excited electricity was flowing through her whole body. She felt her muscles begin to stiffen: "I'm coming for you, sir!"
"Say it again."
"I'm coming for you, sir."
"That's right," he said, licking her juices off his fingers and then kissing her on the mouth.
Chelsea looked exhausted, her hair a mess, her eyes large and her face flushed. Somehow her lips looked even redder, fuller. Her chest rose and fell quickly as she tried to take a breath.
"Did you like that, my dear?" He asked.
She turned her head, the look in her eyes was full of admiration and love and lust: "Yes, sir."
Her mother had told her that sex was shameful and dirty. But how could something so wonderful be dirty or shameful? Despite her embarrassment, she wanted him to do it again: "It's just ... I thought we should ..."
He smiled at his innocent wife, knowing that if he stopped now, she would only get more curious about the coming pleasure. Besides, she was brand new, and he didn't want to go too far. He still wanted her to trust him. "My dear, I think it's time you took a rest now."
With that he pulled her to him. He could feel her warm body against his. It felt so good to hold her. It was soft and her hair smelled of flowers and fresh grass. His hands felt rough against their smooth skin. She was so beautiful to him. He kissed her again as she fell asleep ...




Chapter 2

Chelsea woke up the next morning. Her husband's arm was tightly around her. She smiled and blushed remembering last night. She had never felt that kind of electricity rush through her body, followed by a release that was somehow even better. She wanted to do it again badly, and yet she felt that something was missing. What they'd done wasn't exactly sex. She hadn't even given him any pleasure.
At the thought she turned and looked at him. He was fast asleep. His lips were full and his jaw line was strong and angular. She put her head on his chest. Part of her wanted to kiss him again badly, to feel his soft, warm lips on her own. She wanted to taste it again, to feel his tongue in her mouth. The thought frightened her; she never thought that something so dirty could bring so much pleasure.
She sat up, careful not to wake her sleeping husband, and went into the kitchen. She lit the stove and took out flour and other ingredients. The smell of cookies in the oven reminded her of home. Her mother always woke up before sunrise and they had breakfast together before doing the housework. She couldn't help but feel that her life was much easier here. In a way, her job seemed more fulfilling now. She wasn't sure why.
She opened the window, sat at the table and waited for breakfast to be ready. The breeze kicked up the lace curtains so that they twisted delicately in the air. It was colder than she'd thought, but she didn't mind. Outside there was a large green meadow and a small path that led up to the house. Beyond that was a thick forest, lit by the pale morning light.
The chirping of birds could be heard everywhere, heralding the beginning of a new season. Chelsea propped one elbow on the rough wooden table and listened to her singing. She missed the sound of all the animals on her farm. Even with the birds it was far too quiet here. She and her husband only had one cow to be used for milking and three chickens to be used for eggs. That was enough for her, but Chelsea was used to the noise of hundreds of whole herd of cows and dozens of chickens and pigs and goats on her family's farm.
When the biscuits were golden brown, Chelsea put them on the table to cool and took out the honey and peach jam. She took two plates and a couple of cups from the shelf. They were off-white and worn. The paint seemed to be cracking beneath the glazed surface, but they were still more beautiful than anything it had ever owned.
She looked over at her husband, who was still soundly asleep in her bed, and smiled. She knew she should probably wake him up, but she wanted him to rest a little more. He always worked so hard, he had once earned a nice long break. She quietly grabbed the milking pail and went into the barn.
Outside, the air felt comfortable and cool. The grass was still covered with dew when she walked around the house and the barn. It was quite a walk, but Chelsea liked to have some peace and quiet to think. Sometimes when talking to others she felt pressured to entertain them, and although it was fun, she preferred to start her day quietly. Usually after breakfast she felt more called to entertain others.
The barn was very small. Inside were hay and various farming implements that she could use in her garden. The smell was unpleasant, but at least familiar. In the distance Chelsea could hear the sound of chickens. Chelsea sat down on the stool, put the bucket on top and hummed to herself as she began to milk the cow.
Above their hum, she could hear the crunch of hay under heavy footsteps. She looked up to see her husband standing in the barn.
"Don't stop because of me," he said. "You have such a beautiful voice."
Chelsea blushed, embarrassed at the compliment. "It's okay. I was finished anyway. I just thought it would be nice to have some milk for breakfast instead of tea. Have you eaten? I thought you were still asleep."
"No, I haven't eaten yet. But I appreciate you letting me sleep in. I don't get around to it very often. I'm just surprised to see you out here, I thought you were tired after last night. "he said with a smile on his lips.
Chelsea blushed again and this time even more, remembering last night. She had never acted like this before. The way he touched her completely puzzled her.
James could see his wife's face take on an expression of guilt and embarrassment and walked over to her. He crouched down so he was eye to eye with her while she remained seated on the stool. His hand gently brushed her cheek.
"I really enjoyed the last night, Chelsea," he said gently. "I really enjoyed seeing you like this. But I would be even more happy if I knew that you had a good time doing it too, my dear."
"I have, sir."
Her husband giggled at his wife's lovable submissiveness. "Chelsea, I'm your man, you don't always have to address me so formally." He paused. "Unless you want to."
"But I thought you said I should call you sir?"
"That was only last night, and I apologize if you were uncomfortable or embarrassed."
"No. No, I wasn't embarrassed," she said, feeling very hot and nervous. "I liked last night."
She scolded herself inside. He had made her feel so beautiful last night, and she wasn't even able to talk about it, let alone please him in the same way. He had stopped and told her to go to sleep before she even had a chance. Not that she definitely knew what to do.
Her husband could see it wasn't going to be easy to talk about, but it had to be done anyway. If his wife was too embarrassed to ask for what she needed, it would create problems later. And he had to feel good when he could confide in her.
"Chelsea, I would like to talk to you about last night," he said, moving into a more comfortable position. "I think it's very important that we talk about these things. So there's no need to be shy or hide what you're thinking about from me. Okay?"
Chelsea nodded. Despite her nervousness, she also felt a bit grateful that he got her to talk about it.
"Did you like the way I touched you last night?"
"Yes."
Her husband waited a moment for it to go into more detail. When she was still silent, he asked, "What did you like most?"
She felt her cheeks redden again at the thought of having to answer such a question.
"I liked it when ..." she paused and considered how to phrase it. "So if I could feel your tongue."
"When you could feel my tongue where?" He asked, and his eyes darkened a little.
Chelsea was unsure how to answer that. She looked like a deer in the headlights. Her friends and parents would be ashamed to hear her talk about such things.
"Chelsea.” His voice tore her from her thoughts. "I asked you something."
"Tell me where did you like to feel them?" She felt his hand on her waist, going down her leg. The touch made her shiver, remembering how good it had felt last night. Suddenly his hand reached up and pinched one of her nipples.
"Here at this point?" He teased her.
Chelsea nodded quickly as he slowly unbuttoned her dress to reveal her chest. The cool morning air had already hardened her nipples. His fingers brushed it very lightly. She looked at her husband, the electricity bubbling inside her again. Her eyes begged him to touch her again, but his fingers barely brushed her again. She tried to lean into his hand, but he pulled her back.
Chelsea whimpered in surprise, but only got a chuckle in response. Her husband was on one knee and smiling. His muscular arm rested on his bent knee. His hands were nowhere near her bare chest. He leaned over and kissed her mouth, then pulled back and whispered in her ear.
"Talk to me," he said.
"Please," she pleaded, her voice stretching the word a little.
"You have to be a little more precise." He knew the longer he teased her, the more aroused she would get. He also liked to see her desperate and begging for relief.
"Please touch me there again."
"Your nipple, yes?"
"Yes."
His fingers touched her, but he didn't push or move her.
"No ..." said Chelsea and began to squirm, either out of frustration or out of anticipation. "Not like that. As before."
"How did I do it before?"
"You pinched." No sooner had she said the words than she felt him pinch her, as before. It sent electricity through her body. She could feel her heart beating faster.
"What else have I done?"
"You turned it a bit," she moaned as he rewarded her this time.
"Good. Remember, I like it when you moan for me," he said and started pulling out her other breast. "Tell me more, Chelsea. You're doing very well."
"You licked it."
"I licked something, Chelsea? Say it."
"You licked my nipple and sucked on it," she said, and suddenly his mouth was on her. His tongue spun around, causing her to arch her back and press more into him. She whimpered again, wanted more.
"You bit my nipple too."
"Indeed I did," he said, picking her up, carrying her to a pile of hay and gently putting her down. He kissed her neck and gave her a playful bite on each of her hard nipples. "What do you want from me again?"
"I want you to touch me ..." She still wasn't sure how to say it, even in her desperate state.
He held out his hand: "Show me where you want me to touch you."
Nervously, she took his strong, veined hand and placed it on top of her dress in her lap.
"Your dress?" He teased.
"No!" She said, rolling her eyes and began to get angry.
He took his hand back and grabbed her chin tightly, forcing her to look at him. "You will not speak to me in that tone. If you want something, you will politely ask for it."
The strict tone in his voice made Chelsea shiver and wet her. She nodded and apologized. With that, he gave her his hand back to place it where she wanted.
"I meant the place under my dress," said Chelsea shyly, still holding his hand.
"Pull up your dress." James ordered her, but Chelsea hesitated and looked around.
When he noticed how she hesitated, he pushed a strand of hair back from her face: "Nobody will see it, my dear. Now pull up your dress for me."
She felt like wax in his hands every time he told her to do something like this. Obediently she pulled up the skirt of her dress. She lay with the soft fabric of her dress between her bum and the hay while her husband knelt in front of her and examined her underwear. He took it off and held it in his hand. 
"You won't wear them anymore. Unless we have to leave the house."
Her heart started beating faster. The idea of walking around without anything under the dress should have turned her off, but the idea was exciting. She felt herself starting to drip.
James tossed his underwear aside and looked at his wife. He leaned back over her and began kissing and nibbling on her ear. "You did a very good job of telling me what you want. I know it wasn't easy for you. Thank you."
He rose back to a kneeling position between her legs and put his hand near her entrance. She opened her legs for him. Perhaps she lacked the vulgar vocabulary to ask for what she needed, but she had done well for him anyway. He started rubbing her swollen clit. She moaned.
He massaged one of her breasts while his thumb played with her clit. "Is your clit sensitive?"
"My what?"
He took his hand from her chest and began rubbing her clit faster. "Right here where I touch it. Does it feel sensitive when I play with your clit like that."
"Yes! Yes!" He did it so much faster than before that Chelsea began to scream with excitement. Her breath came in gusts. Suddenly she felt a finger stretching it.
"I love how wet your little pussy is when I stick my fingers in." her husband said, groaning at how hot she felt. He slipped another finger, then another. He fingered it faster and held it on the edge of the precipice until it began to come.
"If I let you come, you will thank me."
"Yes sir. Thank you sir." His wife's breaths were faltering.
She had thought that would be the end, but instead her husband leaned over her with his hand and asked her to open her mouth.
"Lick my hand clean."
Curiously, she obeyed his command and began licking her own juice from his fingers. He let them clean each finger individually. Her tongue circled the tip first, then licked the whole finger up for a long time. When she was done, he put her back down and pressed his clothed body against her mostly naked, wet body. She could feel his weight on her. He ran his fingers over her lips.
"Did you like it?"
"Salty, and a little bit creamy too?" She replied.
"Was it uncomfortable?"
"No."
"Good," he said. "I want you to try something now."
"Okay," she said, feeling the excitement return in anticipation of what he had planned for her.
"Open your mouth again."
She did what he said. Her husband ran his thumb over her lower lip, then put it in her mouth.
"Suck!" He growled.
She gave him a puzzled look, but obeyed anyway. This time he was the one who groaned. The noise made her wet and needy again, she wanted to please him. He started playing with her nipple as she twisted her tongue around as before.
"Yes, darling, you're doing wonderfully.” He praised her, pulled out his thumb and kissed her on the lips. "How did that feel now?"
"I like it, sir," she said honestly, feeling very embarrassed at the same time. "It's just that I'd like to please you ... I just don't know how to do it ..."
"Would you like to learn?"
"Yes!" She said excitedly. "Please sir, show me how to please you?"
He said, "Give me your hand."
She did, and he put her firmly on his cock. She could feel him pulsing through the fabric of his pants. His hand held hers in place.
"Do you feel how firm it is?" He asked, and when she nodded he continued, "When I'm aroused, my body gets as hard as yours."
With that he stroked her nipple and made it hard again. "Do you see how my touch can make you hard?"
"Yes, sir."
"Yours does the same to me." He continued. "And now unbutton my pants."
She hesitated, but she did. He pulled down his underwear to reveal his erection. Then he put a hand on the back of her head. She looked up at him. Her doe-eyed face and her innocent demeanor told him that he had to be gentle with her.
"Do you remember how you licked my fingers?"
"Yes..."
"Good," he said, pulling her to her knees to face his throbbing cock. "That's what I want you to do with my cock right now. Do you think you can do that, dear?"
Chelsea nodded and looked up at him. She started licking his shaft. It seemed very big, she was grateful that he had not yet asked to be pushed into her body, she was sure that it would tear her apart. She felt his hand on the back of her head, guiding her mouth. She liked the feeling that he was controlling her that way.
"Stick out your tongue. Make it soft and flat.” He said and let his cock slide over her tongue one more time before he pushed himself into her. "That's good. You're doing very well."
"Now try to relax your throat for me." He gripped her tighter and pushed himself down her tiny throat. She choked and stuttered, but he held her in place. "You are doing so well, darling. You make me feel so good, little one."
Chelsea was so confused. She knelt in the barn, her eyes watered, her hair disheveled, and yet she had never felt so desirable. Her husband's fat member pulsed in her mouth. The way it pounded against her tongue was amazing. As he pushed deeper, she could even feel him hog her throat.
As uncomfortable as the event seemed, it only made her more humid. She started moving her tongue more, which made him moan and she praised it. She loved getting his admiration. She loved the feeling that she was serving him.
"That's good, my darling," he groaned, his voice sounding hoarse and choking. "So it is good."
Suddenly he buried his cock even deeper in his wife's throat and pressed her nose against him. He let out something like a growl, and she felt warm, thick liquid begin to drip into her.
When he pulled his cock out of her mouth, she gasped and looked up at him. Before she could say anything, he pressed his mouth over hers and kissed her gently. Carefully he picked her up and brought her inside.
On the way to the house, she leaned her head against his strong chest and listened to the sound of his heartbeat. She felt small and precious in his arms. Once inside, he sat her on a chair and gave her one of the cookies. He left for a moment and when he came back he was holding the milk pail in his hand. He poured her a glass. When he was done, he picked her up again, this time sitting quietly with her in his lap while she leaned against him. He stroked her hair and held her until she sat up again and began to eat.
"You did wonderfully, my dear," he said, turning her face to his. His eyes were piercing. Her cheeks flushed a little.
"Were you satisfied?" She asked, her eyes breaking away from his at the last moment.
He kissed her warmly on the forehead. "I couldn't have been happier, Chelsea."
"James?” She asked for his attention, her gaze returned to him, "I really liked that too."
He gently took her hand: "Thank you for telling me that."




Chapter 3

Chelsea stood in the kitchen kneading the dough before putting it in the oven. Baking has always been a relaxing activity for her. Each measure had to be exactly right and put together in the right order so that it turned out as planned. It was comforting for her to follow the instructions carefully. Then, when she did everything right, she came out with a delicious blueberry pie or a sweet loaf of cinnamon and banana bread. There was nothing in the world as comforting as the smell of bread baking in an oven she grew up with.
She went over to the bookcase to get the book she had been working on and her pen and papers. It was strange that she wore nothing under her dress. She'd done exactly what her husband said, giving him every pair she owned. It was exciting for her to know that under the skirt of her dress was nothing but her bare skin. She often felt that the area between her legs was hot and damp. He only allowed her to wear panties when they were out. Even then, he picked the pair for her. Chelsea enjoyed being told what to wear.
She sat down in her husband's royal blue, upholstered armchair and began to read. It was a simple children's book filled with fables, but since her parents had never taught her to read, she still struggled with vocabulary. Chelsea wrote down the words she didn't know on a piece of paper to ask her husband about the definitions. She found it strange that her husband could read complex books to her and she understood what he had said. Whenever she tried to do it herself, she was easily frustrated because the letters often did not match the sound they were supposed to make.
She had managed a few pages before she got up to take the bread out of the oven. She put it out to cool and started setting the table. Her husband would be coming to work soon and she knew he would be tired. Most likely, he would want to go to bed as early as possible.
He had got up before sunrise and had left her a note with instructions for the day. They had outlined their goals for the day. She should clean the floors, feed the chickens, clean and dress. Then she should bake or cook whatever she wanted and also work on her studies.
When James walked in the door, he was carrying more firewood for the stove. He put it down and went over to his wife. His hands were dirty from his work outside. Without touching her, he kissed his wife on the check and went to clean up. He sat down at the table. It was quiet in the room.
"Have you put any new words on your list today?" he asked when he was finished.
"Yes," replied Chelsea and got up quickly.
She brought him the list and sat at the other end of the table. He looked through them. "Your handwriting has become much tidier. I can see that you've practiced."
She beamed at his praise, but said nothing. She loved it when he complimented her. It made her feel proud and appreciated for her work. Even if the praise was small, she was always grateful for it.
As he continued to explain the words on her list, Chelsea felt her chest tighten. There were so many rules to remember. She felt herself getting frustrated. Memorizing all the letter combinations that make up sounds seemed overwhelming, especially when sometimes they followed the rules and sometimes they didn't. She began to wonder what idiot had come up with this system in the first place. Why should you make it difficult for yourself, she thought bitterly at her own inability to understand.
"Did you make that up?" Chelsea rolled her eyes: "Damn it. I mean, what's the point of having all these rules if there is still another rule and everything is always a special case."
"I beg your pardon?" He interrupted her. He looked up from the list and scowled. The stern expression on his face revealed to Chelsea that she had disappointed him: "What did you just say?"
Chelsea blushed, embarrassed by her outburst. She wriggled in her chair: "I didn't mean ..."
"I'm sure." He got up and went over to Chelsea. Standing next to her now, his hand on her cheek, his thumb rubbing her lower lip, he said, "But if you can't learn to control that mouth, I'll help you find a better use for it. You see? "
Chelsea was aware that her remark was inappropriate. He had never said that to her when he was irritable. She owed him the same respect. Sometimes it was hard because she didn't want to blurt out profanity or step out of line. Swear words were so common in her home and with the others she knew when she was growing up. Still, it wasn't an excuse. This was her husband's house and she had to obey the rules he had given her.
"Yes, sir."
"Good," he replied with a lustful look in his eyes. "Now pull up your dress for me."
Surprised, she hesitated. "What?"
"Now, immediately," he said, and although it sounded polite, Chelsea blushed at the look in his eyes: "Spread your legs."
She obeyed and bared her naked body in front of him. Showing her body in this way for him made Chelsea very hot. The need for him to touch her involuntarily came back. Instead of giving her the desired relief, he put his hand on the chair. His palm was firmly between her open legs as he leaned down to her. His lips touched hers lightly. She leaned against him, but he pulled back and looked her in the eye.
"I do not tolerate this language in my house," he said sternly. "Is that clear?"
Chelsea nodded, her eyes still fixed on his. When he spoke to her in this way, it was impossible not to be drawn to him. His words were like a lightning rod sending waves of electricity through her body. It was instantly damp.
"Very good," he said.
At that moment Chelsea felt his fingers. She closed her eyes as he started playing with her clit. Her whole body tingled when he touched her this way. She moaned in the chair, but suddenly he stopped.
"Please, James. I want you to keep doing this," she said shyly, trying to be good and ask for what she needed, as he had told her before. James grinned, but he gave her not what she asked for.
"Go to the bathroom," he said abruptly.
She looked confused but did as she was told. She wanted to close the door, but he held it open with his hand. She was surprised, but gave in and let him hold the door open. He stood ajar in the door frame. The way he looked at her made her feel like her legs were giving out. The place between her legs began to throb more now.
"Come here first," he ordered her in a stern voice.
Chelsea stepped up to him and he put a hand around her waist as he began to kiss her neck. His other hand went to her chest, squeezing and pinching her nipple as she moaned again.
"Take off your clothes for me," he growled in her ear.
She looked at him, nervous yet excited. She began to unbutton her dress and pull it off her shoulders. Her breasts were full, but not too big for her petite stature. Her pale pink nipples were the smallest he'd ever seen. The dress fell around her waist, her hips and buttocks preventing it from falling any further. Chelsea felt incredibly desirable while her husband watched her lustfully undress. As she pulled the dress down over her hips, she noticed his hand on his erection.
Still clothed himself, James asked his wife to get into the bathtub. She followed his instructions. As soon as the tub was filled with warm water, he told her to lie back. He rolled up his sleeves and put a hand on the back of her head to keep her from feeling uncomfortable. He put the other hand between her legs. His fingers gently brushed her inner thighs as he looked down at her.
"Chelsea, there is something I would like to ask you."
She nodded. Her eyes darted back up from his hand to his face. He had a serious expression on his face. She quietly waited for him to continue.
"I want you to tell me the truth ..." he began.
"Naturally." She had never given him a reason to think otherwise.
"How do you feel when I touch you?"
She was a little baffled. She knew that she adored his touch and that she longed for more of him every time he was in the room with her. Nothing pleased her more than his fingers on her body or his mouth on top of her. Sometimes she dreamed of how he satisfied her while she was at home. She wanted to touch him too. But her lack of experience made her nervous about trying. But she was embarrassed to admit such things. Still, she thought, he'd asked her to be honest.
"I like it a lot. It's like nothing I've ever felt before," she said softly. "I think about it sometimes, even when you're not there."
He smiled warmly at her answer. Being able to evoke these thoughts made him feel proud and strong. His hand got closer and closer to its sweet spot, but he didn't want to touch it. Chelsea began to feel frustrated. But her teasing aroused her too. She could feel her sensitive areas begin to pulsate with anticipation. His strong hands were so close to her.
"Have you ever tried to touch yourself there?" He asked. "While I'm gone?"
Chelsea shook her head. Though she'd thought about it, she'd been too nervous to try it on her own. She liked having him with her. His hands always knew exactly what to do to make her feel good.
"No way?"
"No."
"Don't you want it?"
"Not really."
"Why not?" He asked, hoping she wasn't afraid to do it. Maybe she thought it was some kind of sin. James had no objection to his wife touching herself when she liked. However, he wanted to give her every pleasure. It was presumptuous of him, but it made him feel incredible at the thought that he might be the only one who made her feel alive in that special way.
"I don't think it would be the same ..." she said, looking up at her husband. "I like it when you do it."
He started touching his wife's clit again, giving her electric shocks. "I want to be the only one who touches you this way. I want to be the only one who makes you feel so good."
Chelsea nodded, then closed her eyes because the pleasure flowed through her.
"Do you want that too? Do you want me to make you feel so good?" He asked gently.
She groaned and nodded her head.
"Look at me when I talk to you, Chelsea."
Her eyes opened and her gaze stayed on his. "Yes, sir."
"Very good," he smiled and continued to play with her body.
She whimpered as he continued to play with her. Her clit was so sensitive in the warm water that it felt even better than she had imagined. He loved the noises she made when he touched her sensitive areas. Their broken whimpers, their little cries of excitement, every enjoyable sound their mouth made only made him swell even more.
"Tell me that you like it when I touch you."
"I just like it when you touch me there, sir," she said, writhing under his hand in pleasure.
He admired her obedient manner, her attempts to please him were always charming. He loved it when she called him 'sir'. It made him feel responsible for her and also rank above her.
Chelsea was in complete ecstasy. The way her husband touched her clit made her feel like her whole body was buzzing with arousal. Suddenly it was as if her clit was becoming even more sensitive than before. She tried to pull away, but he wouldn't let her. He took his hand from under her head and forced her legs open again.
"Keep your legs open," he ordered, moving his finger faster over her swollen, pink clit.
Her hands went to the bottom of the tub and tried to push up. But he put a hand on her stomach to keep her from moving any further. Somehow, it was like her husband was prolonging the feeling she had just before coming. He held her there, in that state of anticipation. She could hardly take anything anymore. She let out an excited cry as he continued rubbing her.
"That's it. Talk to me. Tell me you like this."
She shook her head: "James, I have to come."
Her husband's face was devilish: "Then you have to ask politely."
"Please?" She asked through clenched teeth, confused at how long he had kept her waiting. She dragged out her words: "Please, may I come, sir?"
"Tell me something first ..." he said and began to finger her with the other hand. "Who are you going to come for, dear?"
"I come because of you."
"For who else?" He teased.
"For no one else, sir," she gasped. "I'm only coming for you."
"That's right. From now on you come for me and only for me."
Her husband spoke in a hoarse voice and finally sent his wife's orgasm over the edge. She was in a haze of sexual bliss when the sensation rolled through her body like a wave. His wife's legs trembled as she got down from the exhilaration, but he wasn't finished with her. He undressed and got into the tub with her. He held her from behind and kissed her tenderly.
"You did so well, darling," he told her while holding her. "I know that was a lot for you, but you did wonderfully."
She said nothing, but let him wash her until she was clean. She leaned against him, allowing herself to feel the warm skin and hard, muscular chest of her husband. His embrace was so comforting that she could have fallen asleep right there in the tub. Every time they were together, their connection with him and their orgasms seemed to intensify. She loved how he could control her body; she longed for it.
When he had finished washing, he got up, dried himself off, and got her a towel. After drying her, he carried her to the bed and gently laid her down. He put the wet towels down to dry and came back to the bed. His wife lay on her back with her elbows on her back as she watched him.
He was still naked, his body muscular and tanned from hours of work outdoors. His forearms were veined and strong. His hands were wide. She could see every contour of his body. His chiseled belly and V-shaped muscles drew her eyes to his manhood. The sight made her wet again. Her husband's cock also began to swell again at the sight of Chelsea.
He climbed into bed with her. Their naked bodies, still hot from the bath, pressed against each other. He looked her in the eye and kissed her sensually. He parted her lips with his own and allowed her to slowly open to him. It bloomed under him as she moved so that no part of her was covered or hidden from him. He could feel her naked body beneath his and his hands reached up to gently caress her face. He pulled back to look at her again and find her eyes.
"Chelsea.” The way he pronounced her name, was gentle and commanding at the same time. "Are you nervous?"
She knew what he meant. This was the moment when he would claim her as his property. She was very nervous. Its cock was large, not in length, but in scope. She was sure it would be painful. She nodded and looked a little paler than before.
"We don't have to do it yet," her husband said gently. "I don't mind waiting until you're ready."
"I'm ready," she said truthfully. She had dreamed of being with her husband since that morning in the barn.
"Are you sure?" He asked to make sure that she wasn't just agreeing to make him happy, "I won't be pleased if you lie to me, Chelsea."
"I'm not lying ..." she began. "I'm nervous, but only because of the pain."
"I promise it won't be painful, darling," he said. "All right?"
She nodded again. "Okay."
This time she leaned over to kiss him to assure him that she wanted to. He kissed her back, first gently, then more and more urgently. His tongue wandered the delicate skin of her neck and collarbone. He nibbled her ear gently. His mouth wandered to her breasts, kissing and slowly licking each one.
She sighed and moaned in pleasure as his mouth worked its way over her body. He used his knee to spread her legs and ran a trail of kisses down her stomach to her sensitive areas. He teased her again, skipping her pussy and kissing her right thigh instead, then her left. He kissed her knee and then licked all the way up her thigh.
Finally his mouth rested on her wet pussy. He used his fingers to part her delicate lips and pressed his mouth over her. He could feel her warmth on his own lips. James's flat, soft, wet tongue against his wife's clit made her head spin around. He pressed his face closer to her, taking in her scent and licking her juices. He used his fingers to rub it, making sure it was damp. When he was sure she was ready for him, he moved up to her lips.
He put a hand behind her head and gave her a reassuring look. With the other hand, he grabbed his cock and began teasing his wife, moving the tip up and down her soaked slit.
"Do you remember the first time I penetrated you with my fingers?"
"Yes."
"When I penetrate you, it will feel like I'm stretching you. But I want you to relax. Can you do this for me?"
Chelsea nodded.
He started to press his cock against her, when he felt resistance, he knew she was still nervous. He kissed her and started rubbing her clit for her. Soon it opened up to him, her muscles wet and relaxed and very hot. Her walls were so tight and hot that he immediately groaned and felt her contract. She liked hearing his pleasure too.
"Chelsea, do you like it when you hear me moan?"
"Very much, sir," she said as he continued to penetrate her virgin pussy.
He groaned at how good it felt to finally be in his wife. He started kissing her neck again, and for a moment he stayed inside her, not moving, just allowing her to adjust to him.
"You will feel how I move inside you now, Chelsea."
She nodded and immediately felt the thick, hot, pulsating staff begin to move inside her. As he penetrated her it felt like he was stretching her, but it didn't hurt. He moved so slowly that all she could feel was the heat of his cock inside her and the pressure against her own body.
Now he was moving inside her and she could feel herself getting more and more aroused. That felt so right. His cock rubbed her body in a way that was eerily arousing. Suddenly he began to move a little faster. She liked the feel of it moving back and forth.
"James?" She asked timidly.
He paused to look at her, wondering if he'd hurt her in any way.
"That feels really good," she said, stretching her words: "Could you please make it any faster?"
Her husband smiled as his speed increased. He used his arms to hold her legs up while holding onto the headboard. He started thrusting into his wife. She started moaning in pleasure and closed her eyes to savor it.
"Look at me," demanded her husband, his eyes dark with lust and power.
Obediently, she opened her eyes and looked up at him. He looked so powerful, standing over her and holding her tight. He kept pushing his hardness into her waiting pussy. Chelsea began to whimper and suddenly felt the need to come when he pumped faster. He could feel his wife getting closer.
"Tell me who you're coming for," he almost growled through his thrusts.
"I'm coming for you," she said. "Only for you."
He moved and played with her clit again with one hand. Chelsea almost screamed with pleasure. Her back arched and her eyes squeezed together while her legs trembled. He watched the beautiful orgasmic spectacle in front of him. When he saw her coming, he came with her, his hot sticky semen flooding her virgin pussy.
He stayed inside her for a moment. He propped himself up on his arms so he wouldn't crush her with his weight and looked into her eyes. He couldn't help but bend down and kiss her. Her face was flushed and her lips were pink and full. She looked up at him again with wide eyes and smiled.
"I didn't know it was going to feel like this."




Chapter 4

The next day James wanted to take his wife out to a special place. To remind her how much she meant to him.
Chelsea looked around the town square. She could smell the bread from the bakery. The sweet, cinnamon smell wafted towards her from across the street. Each shop was built of brick or gray stone, with steps leading to the door and large shop windows. There was a fabric shop next to the bakery. Its shop windows showed beautiful patterns and colors. She thought about how fine the fabrics would feel. By the texture she could tell they were silky smooth and would likely be very expensive.
She looked at the other stores. Each looked familiar to her. The hat shop sold both plain bonnets and large, bright, wide-brimmed hats. There were clothing stores selling fancy pleated dresses and fur coats. A small jewelry store had a black pearl necklace on display in its window next to a large emerald ring.
There was a butcher across the cobblestone street who sold many different types of meat. A small shop selling soaps and linen, as well as a variety of housewares, was next. Chelsea and her husband stood in front of a large furniture and custom woodwork shop. However, they went to the right and passed under the signs for various boutiques, hairdressers, and grocery stores. Finally they reached the shop he had headed for.
Hidden in the corner of the town square was a door that led directly to a staircase. Chelsea followed her husband up the steps and held his hand until they reached the top. Once there, they went through a narrow door frame into a large square room. The room was dark and dusty. Every wall was filled with shelves with books on them. The smell of old paper and leather filled the air. In the center of the room were padded chairs and small tables just big enough to support the lamps that rested on them.
"Sit on one of the chairs while I choose something," her husband said to her.
Chelsea sat down in a large faded pink armchair. It was missing a button on the backrest, but otherwise it was fine and very comfortable. She rested and looked at all the books in front of her. The shelves were so crammed with books that some of them were stacked on top of each other. There was one shelf, however, that caught their attention.
Chelsea came into this bookstore by chance once when she was a young girl and saw a man in sailor clothes. He had reached for the shelf and pulled out a scroll, not a book. When he unrolled the scroll, she caught a glimpse of what was inside. Various colored blobs as well as strokes and lines. Words were written over each stain, but she couldn't have read them even if she wanted to.
Before she had a chance to ask what the man was holding, the shopkeeper chased her out of his shop. When she was back outside, her mother reprimanded her for running away and reminded her that there was nothing for a girl in this bookstore. The women's shops are all in the other direction, her mother said, pointing to the various fabric and clothing shops.
Soon afterwards James came with a book in hand. The cover was new. The brown leather hardly looked like it had ever been touched. He motioned for her to get up and follow him to the shopkeeper's desk. The shopkeeper was an elderly man. He wore thick glasses and a large hat. He shakily put the books on the shelves and dusted them off.
"James?" She tentatively put a hand on his. He looked at her and waited for her to continue.
"What is that?" She asked, pointing to the scrolls.
"Come here, I'll show you."
Her husband handed her the book for her to hold while carefully removing a scroll from the shelf. He blew away the dust and unrolled it to reveal a strange kind of drawing, with symbols and dashed lines over strange, large, gray shapes. Chelsea looked curious and tried to understand what it meant.
"These are all cards."
"Are they all the same?"
"No, they all show different areas," explained her husband.
"What is this showing?" She asked seriously.
He smiled at her and looked down at the card. "This one is a representation of our city."
Chelsea laughed. "How can this be our city?" She asked, waving her hand over the jumble of symbols and strange shapes.
Her husband explained to her what each of the symbols meant, as the words said about where different places were. He explained that maps are used to tell how far one place is from another and that maps can be used to say different things, such as the type of terrain in an area or the location of streets or rivers. Chelsea looked at the paper with a confused look on her face. She looked up at him again.
He asked her to hold the card in her free hand so that he could explain it to her better. He mentioned the compass in the corner of the map. Each letter indicated a direction, north, south, east and west.
"Knowing the direction helps us orientate ourselves and use the map to get from one place to another. If I had a compass with me, we'd match it with the one printed here so we know we're each other." move in the right direction. "
Chelsea nodded and was a little ashamed of her own ignorance. James went on to tell her that her house was three miles northwest of the town square. The church was one kilometer south of the town square. Chelsea's family's house was near the river on the edge of the city limits. Their farmland stretched over a large piece of land. She didn't need a card to see that. There were little dots all over the map marking the other houses that were scattered across the country. At the top of the northwest corner of the map, he indicated that there was a large forest, the one he used for logging. Below that, the trees were tapering to make way for farmland like her family's.
"Would you like to know more about these cards, Chelsea?"
"Yes, sir, I would," she replied, surprised but grateful for his willingness to teach her.
"Mr. Miller," said the old shopkeeper, ignoring Chelsea. "Is that all for you today?"
"Yes, my wife and I have only added a little to our collection.” James smiled and looked over at Chelsea, who was standing directly behind him so as not to be in the way.
"Well, then you are in the right place," said the old man, pushed up his glasses and nodded to Chelsea. "Ma'am."
They left the store that day with a new book and a map. When they got back to their house, James handed his wife the book and the map.
"I want you to put that on the table and wait for me. I have to get some firewood and then I'll come back to you.” James said.
Chelsea nodded and took the things inside with her, she put them down exactly as he had asked and waited at the table. She stared out the window until his figure, shrinking in the distance, finally disappeared into the forest. She thought about the distance between the forest and her house and the distance between her house and the town square. She wondered what other places there might be on a map. She knew there were men who traveled the seas, but she had never given it much thought. There was always so much work to do, so little time to brood.
When she opened the door for her husband, he went in and put the firewood in its place. He put a couple of logs in the stove and turned to her.
"I enjoy teaching you things, darling. I am glad to know that you are a woman interested in learning. This is one of the things I admired most about you."
He got up and walked over to her, guiding her with one hand on her back until they reached the table. Neither of them sat down. Instead, he opened the card and started asking her questions to see if she understood what he had told her so far. Her answers were quiet and shy, but correct nonetheless. After half an hour or so, he kissed her forehead and rolled the scroll back up.
"You did very well today. Clean up and go to bed," he said to her while putting his things on a shelf for safekeeping.
When she was finished with her bath, Chelsea came out in her nightgown. She curled up in bed, the scratchy sheets rubbing against her smooth, pale skin. Her husband, still holding a book, left his chair and followed her. She could feel his warmth and moved closer to him. He put an arm around her and kissed her cheek.
"Did you like your new book, sir?" Asked Chelsea when she saw that he still hadn't put it down.
"Actually, I got it for you."
Chelsea smiled and looked inside. The letters were very small and crowded on the page. She was discouraged when she found that she only recognized a few of the words. Her gaze wandered to her husband, who looked at her disappointed.
"I don't think I can read this," she said, the sadness about it being evident in her voice.
"I figured I'd just read it to you. If that's okay?"
Chelsea smiled, nodded and snuggled into the bedspread next to her husband. He began. His voice was deep and gentle and relaxing. Listening to him read made her feel like she was getting into a warm bath or basking in the sun on a fine day. Her eyes were heavy and her body was warm next to his. She could feel her muscles relax as he spoke. The story was interesting, but as hard as she tried to stay awake, sleep was beginning to overtake her.
She thought about how lucky she was to be married to James. He was everything she could have asked for. She longed to please and satisfy him in every way. Tomorrow, she thought, would be a wonderful opportunity to show him her devotion. Maybe she would try to do it in a new way. For the moment, however, she was content to hear his voice as she fell asleep next to him.
When he looked down at his wife, James could see that she was asleep. Her lips were parted, just slightly. Her breathing was slow and deep. He kissed her forehead and set the book down on the bedside table. He turned and held his wife in his arms. Her body was small and delicate. Her long hair was soft against his fingertips. James blew out the candle and laid his head on the pillow to think about the day.
He could see that his wife was still struggling with her confidence. But she made great strides. She was a quick learner, and she deserved to be rewarded; he had thought she would enjoy hearing a new story. Still, he was glad that his voice could lull her to sleep. She deserved a peaceful rest, she always worked so hard for him.
He loved the thought of being responsible for her. So he had tried to give her tools to help her improve. James liked women who were intelligent and skilled. He also admired how she submitted to him more and more the more comfortable he felt in their relationship. He loved feeling worthy of her trust. Her innocent demeanor and the sincerity of her actions were refreshing to him. So many girls only played the role of submissive wives. But it really was Chelsea.
The next morning he woke Chelsea with a kiss. He put a tray of food on her lap and sat down next to her. She blinked. She rubbed her eyes and looked from her husband to the tray of food. There was a small porcelain cup there, filled with steaming, dark brown tea. Next to it was a small plate with fruits from the garden and a glass of milk. A small leftover cookie filled with her favorite jam rested on a towel in the corner of the tray. The sunlight coming in through the window hit the frosted glass in a way that made a small rainbow appear over Chelsea's food. She smiled at how magical it all looked.
"Is that all for me?"
"Yes, of course," he said, kissing her cheek again. "I thought I could do something nice for you."
"Well, that's very nice," said Chelsea, reaching for the tea. "Thank you."
"You should eat something," he said with a sly grin. "You're going to need your energy today."




Chapter 5

Chelsea was with her husband. The night air made little goosebumps appear on her skin. She snuggled closer to him and let his warm arms wrap around her. She always felt so safe with him. He was their protector, their teacher, and their provider. She loved to feel his heartbeat while she lay with her head on his chest.
So they lay there under the stars. Chelsea listened attentively when her husband spoke. He told her about the constellations and how to find this or that star. It was fascinating to her. She felt so lucky to have married such a knowledgeable man as James. Every time he started teaching her new things, she felt a wonderful sense of pride. She had married a man who knew that her intelligence was not limited to aspects of the home, as most men thought. Chelsea knew that her husband saw her as competent and smart. That fact only made her more eager to please him.
"Chelsea, I have to leave before sunrise tomorrow. I want you to sleep in so you have enough energy to do everything. I'll give you a list of things to do tomorrow, and I want you to follow exactly. " Her husband said he sat up and looked at her.
"All right," replied Chelsea soberly.
The next morning, just like he said, James left early. Chelsea woke up alone in her bed. She lay under the warm blanket until she was wide awake. Finally she pushed the covers off her bare body and pulled her husband's dressing gown from one of the bed posts. The red fabric was soft and warm, and it smelled of pines. She walked across the creaky wooden floor to the old table. True to James’s words, he had left his wife with a long list of things to do.
Make breakfast
Do the housework and cleaning,
Freshen up and put on your new smock,
Read another chapter and also practice writing,
Prepare dinner and put it on the table,
Wait for me on the bed, you should be positioned so that you are on your knees, bent over so your face is facing the mattress. Your arms should be outstretched so that it looks like you are bowing. When you are in this position, do not move or speak until I tell you. "
Chelsea could feel the place between her legs getting warmer as she read the instructions. She knew she didn't have much time to do everything. She ate quickly and did the rest of her housework. After that she was sweaty and tired and grateful that he told her to bathe. She washed herself carefully, then got out and put on the new smock he had left for her. She had been eyeing it all day, wondering where he had kept it until now.
The dress was made of a transparent white fabric. It reminded her of something an angel could wear. The dress was long enough to drag on the floor. The sheer fabric didn't hide her hard nipples. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her long hair was braided so that it fell over one shoulder. The light, gauzy fabric of the dress made her feel vulnerable and sexy at the same time. The dress had a deep V-neckline that accented her breasts and collarbones. She saw her blush in the mirror as she wondered what her husband had planned for her tonight.
Then she turned and walked out of the bathroom. It was very difficult for her to focus on any of her studies. She kept thinking about her husband. She wanted to feel his strong hands on her, guiding her and showing her how to satisfy him. She tried to distract herself from the thoughts of his tongue on her, but couldn't. Halfway through her chapter, she had to stop. She could feel her body longing for him.
Before she even realized what she was doing, she put her hand on her clit. She started rubbing, as her husband had done many times. Her pussy was getting wetter. She could feel it dripping. Suddenly she stopped. Her heart was beating very quickly when she realized what she was doing. She had given her word that her husband was the only one who would touch her like that. He was the only one who could make her feel good. What would he do if he found out, she guiltily wondered.
She pulled her hand away and instead picked up the book and read with concentration. She tried not to think about what she had just done. When she finished both reading and writing, she began to make dinner. The guilt weighed heavily on her heart. She wanted so much to please her husband. And she meant it when she said he was in control of her orgasms. She wanted to be obsessed with him that way, to know that he was the only one who could make her feel good. Being controlled often made her feel like she was valuable to him. Knowing that she had tried to take away her own pleasure without him only made her feel unfulfilled and guilty.
She put the plates on the table and went to position herself over the bed, just as he had said. As the sun began to set she wondered how long it would be. She knew she shouldn't speak to him when he got back, but she urgently needed to go to confession.
When the door opened, she heard his footsteps approaching. He turned up her dress and stuck two fingers into his wife's pussy without warning.
"You remember what I said not to speak. Correct?"
Chelsea nodded.
"Good," he said, adding a playful pat on her bum. "Stand up."
Chelsea stood in front of him, but she didn't look him in the eye. When she saw her avoid his gaze, her husband grabbed her chin and forced her to look at him.
"If you want to speak now, before we start, you can."
"I touched without your permission! I'm so sorry, sir." She hid her face in her hands and was close to tears.
"Is that so?" Asked her husband, a little surprised at his wife's behavior.
"Yes ..."
"Did you let yourself come?"
"No sir. I quit before."
He nodded and gave her a stern look. "Why did you feel the need to touch yourself, Chelsea?"
"I've been thinking about what you could do when you get back, sir," she said quietly.
"What could I do?"
"Yes. Touch me?"
James's eyes moved over his wife's body. He wanted to touch her, make her beg and plead to come after keeping her busy for hours. But he wasn't going to reward her wrongdoing, not even a little wrongdoing like this. Nor did he want to be so hard on her that she would try to hide future misdeeds. It wasn't about instilling fear, it was about instilling devotion. To punish and reward accordingly.
James reached behind his wife's head with his hand, gripped her hair tightly and brought her lips to his. Her lips parted in a kiss.
"I really wish you hadn't, my dear," he said instead.
James took her hand and led her into the bathroom. There he took out his razor. Chelsea felt a shiver of fear and looked up at him. A worried expression crossed her face.
"I'm just going to shave you, my darling," he said calmly. "Get in the tub and spread your legs."
Though his voice sounded so reassuring, it was still unsettling that her husband held a knife so close to her most sensitive spot. She stayed still and kept very still for him. When he finished, her pussy was hairless. He reached down with one hand to touch her, and Chelsea immediately noticed a difference in how sensitive she was. She wanted to feel his warm lips and his wet tongue.
"Now go to the table."
Chelsea nodded and began to reach for her dress.
"I didn't tell you to wear this," he said, gently taking the dress back and folding it. "I said go to the table."
Chelsea left the bathroom naked and wet from where he had rinsed her off. James took a seat at the other end of the table. Chelsea followed him, but just as she was about to sit down, James stopped her.
"No." he said sternly, while his wife hovered over the chair she was about to sit on. "Take your plate and your drink and put it over there," he ordered, pointing to the kitchen counter.
When she had done what he asked, James continued. "Now sit down on the table."
"What?" She asked, unable to hold back.
"Chelsea. Let me get that straight," he said as he stood up again and stood in front of her so that she was reminded of how tall he was compared to her. "I don't appreciate your disobedience. But the fact that you didn't come and tell me right away shows me that you are sorry. So I'm not going to punish you so harshly. But you will be quiet tonight and everything do what I tell you. Now lie down on the table. "
Chelsea moved to the wooden table, surprised at her husband's request. She sat down on the table, completely naked, and looked at him curiously.
"Stand like you were on the bed earlier," he said and crossed his arms.
She did what he asked, being careful not to knock over any dishes. James took a seat. There he could look at his wife's freshly shaved pussy. He wasn't surprised to see it wet and shiny. He could smell her excitement as he ate. He thought of bending over to her and tasting her too, letting her wetness drip into his mouth and hearing her moan, but he wanted her to beg for it first.
Chelsea listened to her husband taking his time with the meal. Her stomach growled, but determined to be obedient, she said nothing. Even the air around her pussy felt like it was irritating her. Finally her husband got up and put his dishes in the sink. When he walked over to her, he could see every curve of her body. Her chin rested on the edge of the table. Her hands clung to the back of her chair. She was beautiful.
"Open your mouth," he said, pushing the chair aside and crossing her arms behind her back with one hand.
Chelsea did as she was told. She saw how he unzipped his pants and his hard cock came free. He shoved it roughly into her mouth. Chelsea choked and withdrew, but her husband grabbed her hair and forced her to keep his thick cock in her throat. Chelsea's eyes started to water. James groaned as he roughly fucked his wife's pretty face.
After shooting streams of semen down his wife's throat, he pulled himself out of her. She coughed and stuttered and took a deep breath from the lack of oxygen. After she got her breath back, James switched sides and began to roughly fuck her pussy from behind. He thrust into her, each thrust faster than the last, until he came back and squirted his cum into his wife's hot pussy.
He returned a plate to its place on the table. "You can eat now."
Chelsea wanted to sit up and reach for the plate, but felt a little slap on the wrist.
"I said you can eat. I didn't tell you to move."
Chelsea looked at him curiously again and bent down to eat as if she were a dog. She began to eat as politely as she could, her face in her food. Suddenly she felt a mouth on her. His tongue teased her clit for just a moment. When she finished eating he took away her plate and looked at her.
"I like it when you bend over like that, love. It makes me hard. So I'll keep you here for as long as I like. And when I'm done, I'll give you as much pleasure as you need . "
Chelsea waited for him to start fucking her again. Instead, he just sat there and admired her while slowly stroking his cock. He seemed to do it forever. Chelsea's muscles ached and her pleading eyes met his, begging him to move her into a more comfortable position.
He leaned his head back and groaned. "You are so stunning, my darling. I could do this for hours and would never get tired of looking at you."
When he felt that she was at her limit, he walked over to her and came on her face. Hot semen dripped down her forehead and down her nose. He had tried to keep it from getting into her eyes.
"Just when I thought you couldn't possibly be more beautiful," he smiled teasingly. He loved seeing his innocent wife covered in his sperm. He looked at her for a moment, then went to get a towel from the bathroom. He cleaned her face and told her to move to the bed.
Chelsea sank gratefully into the mattress. She closed her eyes and let all of her muscles relax. Suddenly she could feel his hands on her, even better than she had imagined. It was like lightning shot right through her body. Her wet pussy throbbed. When his tongue licked over her, it came almost instantly.
"What do you say when I let you come, dear?"
"Thanks."
"Good," he said, reaching for her breast and rolling her hard nipples in his fingers. She groaned and he silenced her with a kiss. Suddenly his tongue was on her other chest. His hand was between her thighs. His thumb was on her clit. He started rubbing it until it came back.
"Thanks," she sighed.
His mouth was on her clit now. She fidgeted. She tried to push him away, but he pulled her hands away and squeezed them tight. She bucked under him and whimpered helplessly as she enjoyed coming one more time.
That night her husband made her come again and again until she cried with pleasure and thanked him profusely. Seeing his sweet, innocent wife moan with pleasure was James’s greatest pleasure. He smiled proudly as he fingered, licked, and sucked on her nipples.
"Please, sir?" Asked Chelsea, breathing heavily. "May I speak?"
"You can.” He replied and fingered her tighter.
"Please, I can't go on," said Chelsea, breathlessly.
"You want me to stop?"
She groaned again as he fingered her G-spot.
"Do you want me to stop?" He repeated.
"No ..." she moaned and shivered. Her desperate hands clung to the sheets. Her hair was messy and her cheeks were pink. "Please let me come back, sir."
He played with her swollen, sensitive clit. "Tell me again, Chelsea, who are you coming for?"
"I'm coming for you, sir."
"That's right," he said, still arousing her. "And you will come when I say so. So if I want to keep you here all night, that's exactly what I'll do. You see?"
"Yes, sir," said Chelsea desperately.
"And if I want to make sure that you can no longer touch yourself without permission, that's my right too. Isn't that so?"
"Yes sir," she replied. Her voice sounded needy and torn.
He let her come one last time, then took her trembling body in his arms. She clung to him while he held her. She whispered another thank you as she rested her head on his chest.
"You did well, my darling."
"Am I forgiven?"
"Yes, but now I have something for you." He kissed her forehead and left the room. When he came back she sat up. Her eyes were wide open. She stared at the metallic belt she had seen on his first day.
"You will wear it from now on." He paused to let his words sink in. "I have the key and you will only be allowed to take it off in my presence, if I think it is right. Do we agree?"
Chelsea felt her excitement, as it always was when he told her what to do. "Yes, sir."
He put the belt on her. It was so tight it was impossible to touch her clit or pussy. There was a hole for her butt, however. It was padded and not as uncomfortable as she had imagined. She liked the way he snuggled up around her, he made her feel safe, protected and valued. She saw her husband fasten his belt and put the key in his pocket. She prayed he wouldn't lose him.




Chapter 6

Chelsea's knees began to hurt, but she remained kneeling on the hard wooden floor of her husband's house. She dipped the rag back into the bucket of lukewarm soapy water and continued scrubbing the floor. She felt a breeze coming in from the window. The cold gave her goose bumps and made her bare nipples hard.
Her husband had ordered her not to wear anything but her chastity belt that day, and she had obeyed his request. Chelsea felt nervous at the thought of being exposed, even when she was in her own house. The nervousness made her excited. She wanted nothing more than to please her husband. When she did what he asked, she always felt warm and damp between her legs.
When she finished scrubbing the floors, she began her other chores for the day. She sat curled up in her husband's armchair and read. Then she practiced writing just as he had asked. This time he had asked her to write anything she liked. James knew that his wife was smart and creative. Although she needed practice, he didn't want her to get bored with the chores he gave her. He wanted to stimulate her mind, inspire her, and help her grow.
He had given her a notebook to keep track of her progress. Sometimes she wrote lists of new words or things to do in it. Sometimes she wrote little stories or questions about the books she had read. When James read through her work, he always praised her for working so hard. He loved how hardworking and thoughtful his wife was.
Chelsea wrote, her delicate fingers wrapped around the pen and formed words that had previously only been incomprehensible symbols. Her husband had given her some liberties by teaching her. She always wanted to be able to read and write. As a child, Chelsea had often come up with imaginative and complex stories to pass the time, but she had never been able to write them down. Now she could. And her husband was responsible for it.
Whenever Chelsea thought of James, she thought of how lucky she was to have a man like him. So many of her friends had married into rich families or had married quickly. Yet none of them seemed as happy and fulfilled as she was. When the other girls talked about their husbands, they sounded tired and angry. But Chelsea never felt that way with James. He gave her both attention and correction. He taught her and made her laugh. Most of all, he always made sure that she was taken care of.
Sometimes she felt sad thinking about her husband. He was a lot nicer than she deserved. Maybe that was why she had such a strong loyalty to James. The way he looked after her and cared for her made her all the more ready to obey him. She had a deep admiration for her husband. She wanted to obey his orders. It was a calling for her, this deep longing to serve him. She loved how tender he was to her. It was the knowledge that made it so difficult for her now. She knew how good he was making her feel, and now she was unable to feel anything. He had kept her locked in her chastity belt for over a week and she was starting to feel desperation creeping into her.
She began to put away her notebook and pen and put them on the shelf next to her husband's things when she heard the door open.
From the other side of the house, Chelsea heard her husband's deep, hoarse voice.
She turned from the bookcase to greet him. She walked over to the door, where he was taking off his shoes and putting some wood down. When he straightened up again, Chelsea knelt in front of him. Her innocent big eyes looked up at him. She put her hands on her back.
"May I please ...” she said and looked at the growing bulge in his pants.
He smiled down at her and unbuttoned his pants. Chelsea kissed him through his pants and then took the buttons with her teeth and pulled the pants down. Her eyes flashed at him.
"That's good," said her husband and praised her while his hand brushed her cheek. He took out his cock and reached into her hair with one hand and started filling her mouth and throat with his cock. Chelsea felt her need growing with each of his thrusts. She really wanted to feel it between her legs.
James's thick cock pulsed in her throat and against her tongue as she gagged. Her eyes watered. James groaned, leaning his back against the front door. The sounds of his lust were like a refrain for Chelsea. She could feel the warmth growing in her own body. She took her hands off her back and started playing with her husband's eggs.
"That's it," he groaned.
Chelsea was determined to make him come. She felt incredibly brave. Despite the slight embarrassment she felt about her brazen actions, Chelsea felt a wave of excitement surge through her inside.
James came deep in his wife's throat and when he was finished he helped her up and carried her to the chair. He wrapped an arm around her waist and put a hand on her head so she could rest on his shoulder for a moment.
After a moment, his hands began to wander over her shoulders and down her back to the delicate skin of her collarbone and neck. He distributed gentle kisses along her neck and breasts. His other hand spread her thighs apart. His fingertips barely touched the sensitive skin of her inner thighs when Chelsea leaned her head back and enjoyed the feeling. He pressed his lips to hers, briefly. Then he raised his hand again and played with her nipple. Chelsea let out a groan when he touched her.
"Please ..." she whimpered. Her eyes pleaded with him as her hands went down to the belt, trying in vain to push him away. "Please open it ..."
Instead James leaned forward for another kiss and pinched her nipple even more. He nibbled her ear and stroked her soft, round bottom. Chelsea felt how he playfully spanked her. Her eyes shot open.
"Set the table for us while I wash," he said with another kiss.
Chelsea wanted to linger, but she got up and did what he told her to. She heard the water running in the bathroom as she prepared his place at the table. She put the cutlery, the plate and the cup ready. Then she pulled out his chair and stood next to it, waiting until he came out of the bathroom. She stood upright with her hands clasped in front of her. As her husband took his place at the table, he kissed her and thanked her for the meal.
"Kneel down," her husband asked.
Chelsea obeyed curiously. Her knees pressed uncomfortably into the wooden floor. James reached down with one hand and stroked her hair as he looked down at his wife.
"You look so pretty on your knees," he told her while his hand brushed her cheek. "Close your eyes, darling."
She closed her eyes to him.
"Open your mouth."
His wife followed his instruction and opened her mouth. Her puffy pink lips parted delicately. Her soft, moist tongue waited to taste it again. Instead, she was surprised to taste her own food. She closed her lips around the fork and allowed herself to enjoy the meal she had prepared for him. He ate like that for a while, then told her to rest her head on his leg while he finished the rest of the meal.
Chelsea's knees were sore at the end. Her eyes were still closed, just as he had asked. She felt his chair move and heard him get up. Suddenly a glass of water was on her lips. James asked her to drink, and she did.
"Are you still hungry, Chelsea?"
"No sir."
"Very good," James said and picked her up from her place on the floor. "I liked you very much tonight, my darling."
Her eyes flashed. "Do I have that? Does that mean, please take ...?"
His hand covered her mouth. James's eyes were all penetrating. "You'll come when I say so. Not a moment earlier. So stop asking. Have I made myself clear?"
She stared up at him, completely moved by how imperious he was to her. She nodded under his hand. It was painfully damp and hot now. She needed him to take control of her body and to shove herself into her. Her body longed to feel it pulsing inside her, filling her with his semen.
"Good," he said, his hand still covering her mouth. "Now, when I take my hand away, you open your mouth and take my cock again. Nod for me, Chelsea."
Chelsea nodded. She smiled briefly when he removed his hand. Then her mouth opened wide as James maneuvered so that his legs were on either side of his wife's face. His thick, veined cock hung over her head while she waited to taste it again.
✽✽✽
Another week passed and Chelsea began to feel that she was at the end of her strength. Her attempts to orgasm her husband became more and more shameless and desperate. Every time she satisfied him, she silently begged him to take off her belt. She constantly felt the pain inside. It was all she could think of.
James was pleased with his wife's indulgence. He knew full well that she couldn't take another day of agony. He could smell her excitement whenever he entered the room. When he woke up that morning, James undid his wife's belt and snuggled naked next to her. He loved the soft feel of her delicate skin and her slow, sleeping breaths. She was so precious to him. Today he would give back every ounce of pleasure she had given him.
When the light of the morning sun woke her, Chelsea began to stir. She felt her husband's arms go around her. She felt how he held her and pulled her to his chest. Suddenly she felt his erection pressing against her.
"Good morning," he whispered in her ear when she noticed that her chastity belt was gone.
She turned to thank him with a kiss. Instead, he covered her mouth and kissed her neck.
"You were very good," he growled in Chelsea's ear as she began to squirm with excitement under him. With one hand he drew a line along her jaw and kissed her again lightly. Her eyes begged him not to drag it out any longer. Her body felt like it was on fire. His fingers brushed the skin of her collarbone, between her breasts and down her stomach. Finally he touched the sensitive area between her legs. When James played with her clit, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling she had longed for.
"No." James said roughly to her when he stopped playing with her. "I want you to look at me when you come."
Chelsea nodded again. James started rubbing them again. It was hard for her to keep her eyes open. She wanted to close her eyes and indulge in the bliss he gave her, but she was determined not to give him another reason to stop. He started rubbing faster. Her neglected clit was now swollen. He could see that she was very close.
"Come for me," he said, enjoying the feeling of control he now had over her. He was so happy that she allowed him to control her that way. It made James feel strong and powerful when he saw his wife's orgasm take over her magnificent body because of him. Her muffled moans under his hand and her body bulging with pleasure made his cock even harder.
He took his hand away so that Chelsea could catch her breath again. She looked up at him with gratitude in her eyes.
"Thank you, sir," she said breathlessly.
"Save your breath," he said, leaning forward to kiss her gently. "I'm just getting started."
She felt his fingers slide into her wet pussy. His other hand held her head and pulled her close so that their foreheads touched. He fingered her roughly, making it difficult for her to keep eye contact with him. She tilted her head back with relish as she moaned, but he kissed her again.
"This time I want you to ask me if you feel like you're about to come."
Chelsea blinked, unsure whether she would find out before it was too late: "Yes, sir."
He kept fingering her, watching her get closer to her climax. He could see her muscles tense and he knew she was coming. Her mouth started to open.
"Sir, please, can I come?" She begged in a hoarse voice.
"No, not yet," he said as he started playing with her clit again.
"Please! Please!" She pleaded again. More desperate this time.
Her husband silently shook his head as he got faster and faster. Chelsea began to squirm and tried to move away.
"Please, sir," she said desperately. "I can't stop it! I'll come."
"You won't," said James. His voice was dark and serious as he slowed down and kept her busy.
Chelsea felt as if her body was buzzing. The feeling persisted, but did not let her slip over to bliss. It was incredible and annoying at the same time. She felt as if she was about to dissolve as her eyes began to fill with tears, she pleaded with him again.
"James, please," she cried.
James was surprised by her reaction and started to bring her over the edge. "Come on for me now, my darling."
When she did, it was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was almost like the first time, when she could already have known then what to expect. Her body felt like every nerve was filled with electricity. She trembled at the feeling. Her eyes closed as she let the pleasure flow through her. When she looked up again, her husband brushed the tear from her cheek.
"I didn't mean to make you cry, baby," he said with a regretful look as he pulled her close.
"No.” replied Chelsea. "That was wonderful. Thank you very much. Really."
"Still, let's take a break," he said, kissed her forehead and got out of bed. "Stay here. I'll make you something to drink."




Chapter 7

Outside, it was pouring. It hadn't rained that hard in a long time. The plants needed it, thought Chelsea. But it was a dreary day for her. She sat quietly in her husband's armchair and stared out of the glass. The drops of water raced to the ground.
Beyond the house she could see that the sky was filled with dark gray and blue clouds. Thunder could be heard in the distance, but she had seen no lightning. She waited patiently for it. In a strange way, Chelsea had always found lightning both beautiful and frightening. It was strange that something so powerful could be so short-lived. Even more interesting was its unpredictability, no one knew where lightning would strike.
She heard her husband's voice behind her, muffled by the sound of her own thoughts. She turned and saw him standing right behind her with a cup of tea. The teacup rested on a delicate saucer. She picked it up and placed the drink on her lap, then looked up at James again.
"Drink this. You look like you are not feeling well," he said and kissed her forehead.
Chelsea sipped the hot liquid. It tasted like vanilla and chamomile. There was a hint of mint in it too. When she had finished drinking, her husband handed her a small book. He told her that he had saved it as a surprise and thought now would be a good time to read.
She picked up the book, put her tea on the bookshelf, and opened the book. It smelled of new leather. The cover was beautiful, she thought. Her husband was lying comfortably on the bed in front of her and looked up at the ceiling.
"Chelsea?"
"Yes?"
"I would prefer you read aloud," he said, crossing his arms behind his head.
"Oh.” Chelsea stated nervously.
She flipped back to the first page of the book and started over. This time she read with more eagerness. Her sentences were slow and she stumbled over the words. It felt unnatural to read aloud. The sound of her voice tripping over syllables made her uneasy. She felt stupid, like flaunting her ineptitude, like abandoning her husband. She wanted to stop. James had tried so hard to help her, but Chelsea continued to stammer like a child about sentences that she would understand perfectly if they were only read to her. It made her heart heavy.
After a few more pages, she closed the book and turned back to the window. The rain was still falling outside. It was loud on the roof above. For a moment she let her disappointment distract her. But she could only hold back the feelings for a while.
She internally reproached herself for learning so slowly. If only her parents had thought it wise to teach her when she was young, she thought. Perhaps then her husband would not have had to make up the deficit on his own. A subdued anger at her parents was felt in her heart. Why didn't they think it was important that she could read? Had they doubted their intelligence? She wondered.
Chelsea had often wondered why so little was expected of her. Maybe that was really all she was capable of. She felt a twinge of disappointment and regret at the thought. She had told herself many times that she wasn't worth much. She could think of many reasons why she was insignificant. Instead of following her usual path of self-pity, her husband's voice pulled her away from these thoughts.
"How come you stopped reading, dear?" Asked James, turning to his wife.
Chelsea shrugged her shoulders in response.
"Weren't you interested in the story?"
"It's not that," she said softly. There was another pause during which her husband waited for her to continue. He had wanted her to work on telling him when she was desperate so that he could try to help her. He stayed silent until she was ready to speak again. He could see that her eyes were filled with disappointment and shame.
"I prefer not to read aloud," she said with a touch of finality.
"And why not? You did well," he tried to cheer her up.
She rolled her eyes and didn't believe a word he said. Of course, he would never admit that his wife was moronic. Her voice sounded edgy: "That's not true at all. Did you even listen?"
James paused for a moment. Then he got up from the bed and walked over to Chelsea, his face serious. He took her jaw roughly, but not painfully, and forced her to make eye contact as he spoke.
"Don't roll your eyes, Chelsea.” His voice was stern. "Your tone of voice right now is unacceptable. Do you understand me?"
Chelsea hated that phrase. Do you understand me? She couldn't think of anything more condescending than saying something to someone when they were reprimanded. She turned her head away from him and broke the grip his hand was on her. She crossed her arms, remained silent, and refused to look at him. It was hard to look at him when she knew she was wrong. She just couldn't help but feel defensive around him. He was so much smarter than she was. He was so much stronger, and wiser, and more patient. He never tripped over his words or looked foolish. Why was it always so easy for him? She wondered jealously.
"Chelsea, that is enough.” Said her husband and did not tolerate arguing, then his voice became lower: "Tell me what's going on? You are not acting like yourself at all.”
Her eyes were full of tears when she turned to look at him. She knew she was being rude. She had expected him to slap her in the face for her behavior. That would have happened in her family home. Instead, he spoke to her gently. The gentleness in his voice broke her heart. She knew she didn't deserve to be treated so tenderly, it would have been a lot easier if he'd just started hurting her. At least then she would know that she deserved his answer.
"Chelsea what is that?" He repeated and pulled her back into the moment. He caressed her cheek and wiped her tear with his thumb: "Please don't cry, darling.”
"I cannot."
"You did well. I told you that.”
"No, I can't make you happy. You always have to teach me everything and I can't offer you anything in return," said Chelsea, who couldn't look him in the eye. "You need someone smart."
James had a worried look on his face. He shook his head and thought. He knew he had to encourage his wife to think positively about herself. There were so many things about her that he found charming, so many things that he valued.
"Chelsea ..." he said finally. "Look at me.”
Her eyes joined his, and he continued to speak to her in his authoritarian tone. "You won't talk like that. Is that clear? You shouldn't talk badly of yourself.”
Chelsea nodded timidly. Suddenly she felt her husband's lips pressed gently against her own. Perhaps if he combined her physical lust with these positive ideas, it could help her see herself differently. His thumb was on her clit. Despite what she had thought, the feeling got the better of her and she let out a small moan.
"Did that feel good?" Asked James.
Chelsea nodded again, this time looking at him.
"Do you want me to make you feel good, Chelsea?"
"Yes, please."
"Then tell me something good about yourself."
Chelsea paused for a moment and thought about what to say. It was so much easier to list the things she didn't like about herself. Those things, she thought, were the most pronounced and obvious. It was difficult to think of some good things. She thought for another moment.
"I'm really hardworking?" She said uncertainly.
"Sorry ..." James said, still not touching her. "Was that a question? I asked you to tell me something that you know is one of your strengths."
"I am hardworking." This time Chelsea said it more confidently.
As soon as she uttered the phrase, she felt her husband start playing with her clit. But it was again short-lived. She looked up at him again and silently asked him to touch her again.
"I have to hear that you tell me something else that you like about yourself.”
"I like ..." Her voice fell silent in thought, "my voice when I sing."
He started teasing her clit again. Meanwhile the space between her legs was getting warmer. But just as she started to close her eyes and indulge in lust, he stopped. Chelsea blinked with open eyes. She knew she had to come up with something else good so he could move on.
"I am resourceful."
She moaned, feeling her pussy start to get wet and hot. Like clockwork, it stopped as soon as she began to really enjoy the feeling. Chelsea racked her mind about another good quality she possessed.
"I am obedient and selfless."
"Two. Well done, darling," her husband encouraged her. "Go on."
Chelsea listed as many good qualities as she could. She was cute. She was curious. She was loving. She wanted him to keep touching her, but eventually she ran out of things to say.
"Chelsea, if you want to come, you have to tell me more about your good qualities. You hardly mentioned any of them."
"What for example?"
"No, I want you to say it, not me. I need to see that you can highlight it. I don't want you to think it is true just because I say it. He paused," If you are for today If you want to stop in the evening so you can think more, then we can do that. But believe me, you won't come until I hear a much longer list.
A tense silence filled the room as Chelsea thought about something else she wanted to say, but it was very difficult for her. She felt strange listing these qualities on herself as if they were sexy. Many of them seemed very insignificant, unimportant things. Still, she kept trying to think of something to say.
"I'm good at cooking," she said shyly.
"That's good," praised her husband, who still didn't touch her pussy. "But I want to hear about your character. You can do so many things well, Chelsea, but that's not what you are."
Chelsea was discouraged by his answer: "I'm not sure what you want to hear from me then."
With that, her husband took his hand from her and put her dress back over her legs. He gently cupped her face and kissed her gently.
"Then you have your work in front of you." He smiled, "I'll tell you something. I'll keep a list for you. Every time you think of something you like about yourself, tell me and I'll write it down. I'll hang the list on the wall, somewhere Where it's easy to see, you'll always have it with you to remind you. You can practice writing these words while I'm gone. And if you think of something new, I might even let you come. "
Chelsea accepted his challenge. The next day she stared at the list on the wall. The letters were neatly displayed, in her husband's handwriting. Chelsea looked at her own handwriting. She had practiced writing her list for two days and was still having trouble adding to the list.
"Hardworking worker,
resourceful,
obedience,
selfless,
sweet,
curious,
loving "
Surely she could imagine many beautiful qualities for a woman. She could have added something to the list at any time, whenever she wanted. Smart, fun, important, lively, or attractive might have been nice additions. But none of them felt real. She couldn't write anything that she felt was a lie.
"Honestly," she whispered loudly. She smiled and thought how happy James would be when he got home. In the past two days he had looked so discouraged when she couldn't add anything to the list and his disappointment only served to make Chelsea feel even more worthless. But this time she would make him proud.
When he came through the door that evening, he looked tired and dirty from his work. Chelsea sat at the table. Her demeanor looked different to him, but before he could ask his wife about her day, she spoke of herself.
"I'm honest," she said with a smile.
The initially confused look turned to pride. When he went to his wife, James kissed her. His lips were soft at first, then penetrating. His wife's soft tongue moved against his so that his cock twitched. It tasted sweet. All he could think about was how he would give her an orgasm tonight.
"Very good," he said when he parted from her. "I'll add this to your list."




Chapter 8

" Tell me what you are, Chelsea," he growled.
"I'm your good girl," she replied, her voice twisting as she tried not to come without permission. "Please, can I come now?"
"No." he said sternly.
"I'm pretty and smart," she said through her moans.
He fingered her harder. "I like to hear that. Tell me more.”
Chelsea groaned again. The feeling of her husband's strong fingers moving inside her was breathtaking. She could feel herself just starting to spray with pleasure as he carried on.
"Concentrate. Go on," he said, holding her right on the edge of her climax. She knew he wouldn't allow her to come until she said more. She felt all her nerves buzz with anticipation. But Chelsea had saved a few words in the back of her mind in case she couldn't think of anything else to add.
"I'm important," she said, her voice almost a scream. "I am loved and I am important."
Eventually her husband decided she deserved her pleasure. He pressed his lips to her and licked her puffy, pink clit. He could taste her sweet dripping pussy while he stroked his hard cock with the other hand. Chelsea's muscles began to tighten around his fingers as she arched her back and thanked him. The sound of her moaning made his cock twitch as he squirted a thick load of creamy-white cum all over her stomach. When he was done with her, he told her to lie still.
Chelsea was waiting when he went into the bathroom and came out with a small towel. She felt the towel was warm and wet when he started cleaning her. He put the towel down and lay down next to his naked wife. Her skin was warm against his own, her body soft and comfortable. Her back was arched, her knees pulled up to make room for him. He loved how they fit together. His strong arms, which he wrapped around her, made her look small. He wanted to protect her. It was extremely precious. Most of all, she was his.
Chelsea had improved step by step. She had more than doubled her list in the past few months. The initial time took some work, but it seemed that every time she was able to add a good word it got easier to add another. She had gained some momentum. James had even started to notice a difference in the way she talked not only about herself, but also in the way she acted in daily conversations.
She was still calm, sometimes still reluctant. He wondered why he'd ever thought she was sociable. It wasn't her. But his misconception about her didn't make her any less valuable to him. Instead, like many other husbands, James had found that he would have to get to know his wife all over again after his marriage. So much about her character and her idiosyncrasies and habits had been a mystery. Still, Chelsea had changed since they made this list. When she spoke, she was clear. She didn't mumble or stutter. She made eye contact more often. He could see that her confidence was positive and he felt pride for her.
Still, there was a negative side to all of this, he thought. With her newfound self-confidence, Chelsea had sometimes spoken inappropriately or used crude language. This bothered James very much because he was getting very tired not to interrupt her or to speak in a rude manner. He thought he deserved the same respect. He was reluctant to mention her behavior because it was usually unusual. Besides, he didn't want to violate her newfound and fragile trust. He was really proud of her progress.
"I love you, you know," he said, hugging her tighter.
"I love you too," replied Chelsea and grabbed his hand. She loved holding her husband's hand. It made her feel safe and protected.
"Can we go into town tomorrow?" She asked, turning to him. "I would like to look around the bookstore. Maybe I can find a new book for myself."
"We can do that," replied James. "Do you have something in mind?
"Not really," she said casually. "I just wanted something new."
The next day Chelsea was rummaging through the shelves of her favorite shop when she got a strange feeling. The shop was usually empty, but this time it was like someone was watching her. She just got up and turned to see if anyone was there. Her husband was sitting and reading on a large juice sofa. Chelsea noticed that there was another man there. When she caught him staring at her, he immediately looked down and started sweeping the floor with the old broom he was holding. The man was younger than the shopkeeper, but older than herself or James. He was very tall and stocky with a square jaw. His eyes were blue and soft, but the look he gave her was far from innocent.
Maybe he was related to the shopkeeper, thought Chelsea, but she didn't recognize him anywhere. Chelsea noticed the look in his eyes when he looked up at her again. She felt uncomfortable with it. She shouldn't have stared that long anyway, but it was strange to see a new face in such a small town. She went up to her husband and sat down next to him. She grabbed his hand and he turned away from his book.
"Did you find what you were looking for?"
Chelsea shook her head. "Maybe you could help me find something interesting?"
James got up and helped his wife to her feet. He put a hand on her lower back, "I know exactly the right thing," he said and strolled to one of the smaller corner shelves.
There he bent down and searched the shelves. His hand hovered over the titles until he found what he was looking for. Dust sprayed into the air as he plucked the old leather book with the cracked cover off the shelf. He brushed the cover with his sleeve. He knew it might be too hard for her to read at this point, but he wanted to push her. She was smart enough. She just needed more practice. She had to read something that would help her to tie her up, to get her out of her everyday life. Books had always done that for James.
"It's not new ..." he began. "But I think you'd like it. I've seen this here before and thought it might be interesting for you. I think since you've practiced it might not be too difficult to master either. But, if you do want me to read it ... "
"I can do it.” Chelsea cut him off.
He smiled. "Why don't you sit down with the book for a while," he said gesticulating to a chair nearby, "see if you like it."
Chelsea took the book to the chair and sat down. She opened the old lid carefully so as not to damage it any more than it already was. The pages were thin and faded. The pressure was small.
On the first page there were already a few words that she didn't know. She felt herself starting to get discouraged, before that she felt foolish in her trust. But, she tried her best to read it anyway. She looked up in thought as she tried to remember the meaning of another long word and caught the man staring again. This time he didn't look away until she called for her husband.
"James?" She asked.
He turned from the shelf he'd been leafing through, book in hand, and waited for her to continue.
"I think I'm ready to go now."
James looked at her in surprise. He knew his wife loved this place. She could often spend the whole day here with him, and today they had barely spent an hour here. Besides, it was her idea to come here. Why was she in such a hurry now? He wondered.
"Are you sure?"
"I might need some help with this one, but I think it would be good to have a challenge."
James looked around for the older shopkeeper who was dusting one of the shelves.
"Sorry? We'd like to buy some of your books."
The man looked at James and then his wife and turned back to the shelves to dust off some more. James gave his wife a puzzled look. She shrugged. He went closer to the man. When he heard James's footsteps, the man answered before James could speak.
The shopkeeper spoke without turning his face to James: "Maybe I should ask you to leave the girl outside next time you plan to buy something here. I think you may have got the wrong impression of our facility here. We don't sell to women. " Finally he looked down at James: "Although I could never have imagined that I would have to explain any of this to another man."
James's brow furrowed. Chelsea knew that he was calculating his answer. Chelsea's parents had never liked teaching their children to read, but they didn't think it was evil to teach their girls, just inconvenient. However, some of her family thought differently. It wasn't the first time she'd heard an argument like his.
James was about to speak when Chelsea rolled her eyes: "One might think that you would be inclined to let women read if that means selling more of your books."
The man went over to Chelsea: "Look here, Miss. I don't want some loudmouthed girl in my shop to cause trouble. You will just chase away all my good, clear-thinking customers."
"That's enough," James said as he stepped between the two. His hand was pressed firmly against the old man's chest. "Your cousin has sold to us many times, so what's the problem?"
"The problem ..." the man said mockingly as he confiscated the books from James. "Is that my cousin is no longer able to run this place. He's too forgetful. Sometimes he can't even remember his own name. So from now on I run the place in his absence. Not that it concerns you. " The man looked sternly at James, "What you have to worry about is teaching your wife how to behave. He turned to Chelsea and said," Otherwise she'll get you into even more trouble. "
"Don't threaten me," said James, his posture upright when he met the man face to face. His voice was deep and serious: "I better not catch you looking at my wife the way you just did. Otherwise there will actually be trouble."
James turned around and put his hand on Chelsea's little back and led her out of the shop. When they had gone down the stairs, he turned to Chelsea.
"Don't shame me like that again.” The severity of his voice surprised her.
"I thought you'd take pride in my standing up for myself?"
"You didn't stand up for yourself. You talked back and rolled your eyes at a man whose ideals are misguided. No argument would have changed his mind, Chelsea. You know that," James said emphatically: "Confidence is more than just talking. Knowing when to be quiet and let the ignorant be ignorant without being dragged down by them. "
Chelsea was quiet now. She looked at her feet. Her toes pointed inward as she leaned against the wall of the shop, hands behind her back. She could feel a sinking in her chest. She could have chosen to be quiet.
Perhaps the man would have considered her silence a virtue and let James buy the books if he had said they were for himself. Even if he hadn't sold the books to her, Chelsea her husband would have looked good in this man's eyes if she had kept her mouth shut. As it was, she would have made him appear incompetent and foolish in front of the man. Even if she was right in what she said, even if James agreed with her, there was no point in saying these things to this man.
"I'm sorry if what that man said hurt you," James said, gently placing a hand on her shoulder. He used the other hand to tilt her chin up to look at him, "He was thinking all wrong. But we didn't accomplish anything by making him angry today. So we're trying not to repeat that. Okay? "
Chelsea nodded and still felt ashamed and immature. James took her hand and walked down the street. They went to a candy store and he got her some lollipops. Chelsea felt sick. Her family never had money for sweets. The small, dark brown squares didn't look very appetizing. But the inside of the store smelled sweet and tasty.
They ran around and stared in the windows at the chic hats, gloves and dresses. Down the street they passed other townspeople in nice suits and dresses. Chelsea wondered what it would be like to be one of them. To live in apartments nearby or above their own businesses.
When they got home, Chelsea went in and put the chocolates in the ice box. She turned to her husband. She looked at him briefly. She hadn't spoken about the entire drive home. Instead, she had rehearsed what she was going to say. She cleared her throat.
"I didn't know you didn't want me to answer the way I did at the store. I thought you were trying to make me stronger. I thought you wanted me to speak out loud. But I guess I did don't know how to do this yet because I haven't had that much practice with it. When you reprimanded me for getting out of line, it just seemed like you might have agreed. "
Her husband raised his eyebrows.
"Do you want?" Her voice was shy now.
"Chelsea, this man was completely wrong. But the argument with him was no use other than making you look immature and making me look stupid and making him even angrier. You see? Sometimes it just has to be enough to know that you are right without having to convince everyone. If it is impossible to change your mind, and usually it is with these things, it is better to walk with your head held high and not fight with them. "
Chelsea was hurt by his comment. She felt like he blamed her for everything and didn't understand that she was trying to do what he wanted. She was frustrated with herself that she didn't know what to do in such a situation. She felt incompetent and small.
"That's the way the world is and I wanted you to learn from it," he said.
"You think I don't already know? So, I should just lie down and take it as it is, right? I should just let men talk to me however they want because I shouldn't want you embarrasses someone? What about me? You don't think I was embarrassed? The guy was a complete bully and you didn't even stand up for me. "
"Chelsea, I shouldn't have been so hard on you in front of the store. I shouldn't have said that I was embarrassed. You make me proud every day, but you're right. You have to know how to stand up for yourself And that passive-aggressive stuff, that eye roll back there? I'm sorry, but that's not standing up for yourself. "
Her husband continued in a cautionary tone, "Well, I know I told you about using bad language in my house. Did I tell you that I changed my mind? Did I tell you that you so. Did I tell you that I changed my mind?" can talk? "
"No.” said Chelsea and looked at her shoes.
"'No what?"
"No sir."
"Your mouth is out of control today. So, you'll think before you speak again," he said as he walked closer to her. "You will think long and hard. Now take off your clothes."
She started to take off her dress and underwear. Her warm skin grew cold. The nipples hardened and she bent down to remove her panties for him. She could feel herself getting wet. She started to take off her shoes, but he stopped her.
"Let them lie," he said to her.
She stood there in front of him, only in her stockings and shoes. He took the panties out of her hands.
"Open your mouth."
She hesitated, but she did. James put the panties in her mouth. Her doe eyes looked up at him innocently. But he just picked her up and pressed her against the wall when he started to roughly fuck her. When she started whimpering and moaning, he covered her mouth with one hand and sternly looked into her eyes.
"Not a word until I'm through with you."
Chelsea nodded under his hand. The cock inside felt so good. She could feel her approach. She begged her to come as best she could without saying a word.
"No, you won't come," he said. "Not yet.”
He picked her up and put her at the table. He spread her buttocks apart and thrust a finger into her. Chelsea yelped. Her husband took off one of her stockings and used it to tie it around her mouth so that her wet panties stayed firmly in place.
"No sound, Chelsea."
He pulled off the other stocking and used it to tie her arms back. When they were locked behind her back, James pushed her legs apart. Chelsea had her husband tie her legs to the legs of the table. She could feel herself getting warm as he teased her pussy. His fingers were covered in her wetness when he played with her.
Then she felt him stick a finger in her bottom. After a minute it felt strangely comfortable. She leaned into his hand and tried to let him in deeper. She heard her husband give a small laugh. He kissed her back and sent shivers down her spine. A groan escaped through her gag. He stopped. He bent his body over hers and used his other hand to cover her mouth and whispered in her ear. "If I hear you moan again," he said menacingly. "Then you'll get a slap on your ass. Is that clear?"
Chelsea nodded. She had never felt so excited before. She could feel his stiff cock being placed right against her vulnerable ass. He was harder than usual, and she could feel his strong, veined, throbbing cock behind her.
"Do you like to feel my cock just before it enters you?"
Chelsea nodded again, her husband's hand still covering her mouth and reminding her to be quiet. Strangely, she liked it when he made her keep quiet. It wasn't like someone else telling her to be quiet. It made her feel very submissive. Hunched over the table, her husband ready to mount her, she could feel his cock move away from her pussy and toward her ass. Chelsea turned her head to look at him again with wide eyes. She knew her hole was way too small for him. At first it barely took his finger.
"Don't worry," he kissed her nose. "I know we've never done this before, so I'll be very gentle with you. I'm not doing this to hurt you. You just have to know who's in charge."
He pressed himself sensitively into her body. Chelsea could feel how he stretched her poor tight asshole with his massive cock. It felt even bigger now. She tried desperately to be calm. He was moving so slowly it was excruciating. She could feel herself getting wet as he pulled her back so he could caress her clit. She felt herself begin to relax after a while and felt him slide deeper inward. He stayed there for a minute without moving, just pulsing in her tight, hot hole.
After he felt her begin to relax more, he began to move again. She could feel him push slowly as he grunted. He took his hand from her mouth and instead grabbed her hips and picked up the pace. Chelsea couldn't help but let out a groan.
As promised, he hit her on the bottom. It was more playful than painful. Chelsea liked the feeling a little. She liked to know that her husband wanted to keep her going. She kept poking him in her ass while trying her best to stay calm. She felt his cock begin to twitch and she knew it was about to come.
Curious if it would help him, Chelsea began to move against him and allowed him to go deeper into her body. She heard her husband moan with pleasure.
"Good girl," he growled from behind as he playfully patted her ass again. "Keep doing that."
Her breasts pressed against the table, her legs spread apart, Chelsea doing her best to do the job for her husband. She moved so that his cock could go in and out of her ass without him having to do anything. He slapped her ass again, then wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her up off the table. Chelsea stood like this, her feet tied to the table, while her husband touched her breasts and pinched her nipples. He put a hand over her mouth again as he shoved his cock as deep as possible into his wife. She could feel him pounding in her ass and filling her with his coming.
Then he untied her and took off her shoes. Chelsea was grateful to be rid of the heels. She could still feel her husband’s cum inside her. James did not remove his wife's gag or untied her arms. Instead, he told her to go to bed. She did as she was told. She was lying on her stomach.
"No." said her husband. "Kneel together. Ass up. So wait for me."
Chelsea changed her position and heard her husband go into the bathroom. She could hear him cleaning up. The midday sun lit the small bedroom. When he came out she was still in the position he had told her to be in.
"Chelsea, I want to go through a few rules for today," he said sternly as he removed the gag. "Today I'm going to use you. If we do anything that makes you feel bad, you should tell me right away. There won't be any consequences. But if you're feeling really bad today and hiding it from me, I have to tell you hold chastity for a month until you can be honest. It is very important that you understand why I am doing this. You are a good woman, but I need to know that you can control your mouth. Today you will be "Yes sir" or "no sir.” That's all. Otherwise you will only speak when spoken to and only use your mouth to please me. Is that clear? "
"Yes, sir," said Chelsea, starting to feel hot and excited, expecting to please her husband all day.




Chapter 9

Chelsea watched her husband talk, unsure of what he was saying. James explained to her, for the third or fourth time, how the poems he had just read to her worked. Chelsea hadn't the faintest idea what he was talking about. Rhyme, alliteration, iambic pentameter, none of them really made her sit up and take notice.
A discouraging voice rose in Chelsea's head, like some eerie kind of thought. Chelsea was reminded, rather painfully, that her husband was simply trying to make her the woman he needed. For her husband it was a blank canvas to be made beautiful and important by his hand. She had none of these qualities on her own. She couldn't reach any kind of height without her husband's help, and the small voice reminded her of that.
These thoughts used to feel like a punch in the stomach. Now they felt normal. They felt right. And they were correct, thought Chelsea. It was her husband who urged her to learn to read when her parents failed. It was her husband who chose to shape her in whatever way he found most appropriate. It was his work of art and he worked tirelessly to improve it. But it brought her no joy.
It was true that the list had helped for a while. Chelsea could see her best qualities written in her husband's hand and hung on the wall. She read the list often and felt encouraged. Slowly, however, it became easier to deny what had been written. There were times when Chelsea fell short on her list. She wasn't always obedient, kind, or selfless. There were times when she felt like a liar saying this.
Chelsea felt discouraged by the fact that her husband was always trying to show her new things. He would take her to a new place and tell her the names of trees and flowers. He would buy her a book and read a story she had never heard before. He would ask her what she was thinking. And that was always when she was most discouraged. When she had nothing good to offer. Any comment from her would have been of little importance, of little value.
She often avoided answering such open questions for fear of saying something unintelligent or embarrassing. She wished so much to be intellectually engaged with him that sometimes the need stifled. Nevertheless, from the moment she became his wife, Chelsea had always felt the impossibility of such a wish, as if it were tangible. Her heart ached at the thought of her own incompetence and inability to please her husband.
"Chelsea, are you even listening to me?" Asked James and put the book down to look into her eyes.
Chelsea stared at the table in front of her. She shook her head. There were tears in her eyes. The only way to keep them at bay was to get up and focus on something else, preferably something she was good at. When she cleared her throat, she spoke softly.
"I'm not feeling well," she lied and pressed a hand to her stomach. "I think I'll go outside and sit in the fresh air for a moment. Could we finish this lesson tomorrow?"
James nodded in agreement and watched his wife leave the house. Something was wrong with her. Her confidence had improved a lot, and then it seemed to suddenly go back. He wondered if he had put too much pressure on. He only gave her what he believed she could understand. His wife was very intelligent, there were subjects she struggled with, but overall she was quick to learn.
Before she left, James noticed the look on her face. It was a mixture of shame and embarrassment. Maybe he was pushing too hard. He didn't want to discourage her, on the contrary. He wanted to challenge her. Providing them with new and stimulating materials was his favorite pastime. Maybe he had to take a step back and ask her what she really wanted.
James put the book on the bookshelf before leaving the house. The fresh morning air was colder than he'd thought. It was just autumn. The leaves hadn't changed color yet, and most of the grass was still green. The flower beds that Chelsea had planted near the garden began to appear as if they were about to die. The petals had already started to turn stiff and brown around the edges. Others began to wither.
Chelsea was sitting with one in her hand. She wondered if there would be a time when she would be able to be content with herself. Pulling on the petals of her flower, she thought of how pleasant it would be for her to know that it was worth everything that had been given to her. A beautiful house that she would call her own. A big piece of land. A good husband. Money, food and clothes. Lots of books and other gifts. She didn't deserve a little of it.
James saw her sniff and wipe her nose on her sleeve. She took a deep breath as she sat crouched away from the house. He stepped closer to her. When he heard him, Chelsea sat up straight and turned to look behind her. James took a seat on the lawn next to her and without asking, pulled her onto his lap. He caressed her face gently while hugging her tightly.
"Why are you crying?" He asked gently.
She just shook her head and didn't want to talk to him about all the thoughts that were floating around in her head.
"Darling please tell me if it's something I did?"
"No, it's not because of you.” She said quietly, without looking at him: "It's up to me. I'm not good at understanding anything.”
"What? Of course you are."
"No, I'm not. I never understand what you mean when you tell me about new things. And on top of that, I ruin the fun you have when you explain things to me by being upset about what exactly it is. Reason is why I got out of here. "
"All of this is because of this poem?"
"No." Chelsea went on quietly: "I am just sad sometimes, especially when I remember all the bad things."
"What bad things?"
"The bad things about myself," she said, as if it were painfully obvious.
"For example, what is that supposed to be?"
"Like being stupid."
"You are not stupid."
"Yes, I am. And it doesn't matter how many times you tell me to say I'm smart, eventually it will feel like a lie if I keep doing it."
James's eyes shifted from hers and he took her off her lap. In silence he thought about getting up and going back inside. Instead, he stopped and looked his wife in the eye. It was the look in Chelsea's eyes that made him stay. The sadness pulled at him like a taut rope struggling to hold them together.
"Is that really what you are thinking?"
Chelsea nodded, avoiding eye contact.
Curious about the inner workings of her mind, he asked another time: "What else are you thinking?"
Her eyes turned to him. The pounding in her chest got faster and faster than she imagined confessing all her thoughts to him. She waited before continuing.
"What else?" She repeated, trying to give herself more time to think about how to answer him.
"Yes," he said while still looking at her. "What other thoughts do you have about yourself?"
This time Chelsea met his gaze. Her eyes were cold and her gaze was hard. "That I am incompetent. That no matter what I do, I will not lead to anything because I am worthless. And nothing will change that. That I deserve bad things to happen to me because I don't deserve someone loves. "
"Chelsea ...” her husband sighed, deeply hurt. "What are you talking about? You absolutely deserve someone to love you. I love you. I thought you feel better about things like this. What do you mean when you think you deserve to do bad things to you happen? What bad things are you talking about? "
"To be punished if I misbehave or if I make a lot of mistakes. I think that ..." She paused and looked at him nervously. "Someone should hold me accountable for it. That way I can learn my lesson. And sometimes, even if I'm not doing anything wrong, someone might discipline me."
"Why?" Asked James. He was afraid for her. But he was also angry that his attempts to help her had been unsuccessful. Perhaps he even accidentally worsened her thoughts about herself.
"Just to be able to remind myself, physically or mentally, that I shouldn't be treated with respect. Or with any kind of love at all for that matter."
"That's enough. Get up and go in now." James could feel himself getting angrier second by second. What was the matter with his wife that she would say such things? How could she not see that she was fully worthy of both his love and his respect? She deserved respect from everyone. And many people loved her.
He stayed outside for a moment and tried to cool off. He knew how angry he was and didn't want to give her what she seemed to ask for. Usually, if she had told him what she wanted, he would have been obliged to do it for her. This time it was different. He could never hurt her. Even when he punished her with chastity, the goal was never to get her in pain, just to divert her mind. It was just a tool to be used to help his wife tap into her goal-oriented selves. When Chelsea was locked in chastity, she began to concentrate on serving him. He knew that serving brought her both sexual pleasure and personal pride.
He couldn't imagine ever hurting her the way she'd described it. She didn't deserve that. No, James thought, this time he wouldn't allow her to decide what would please or please. He would decide what was best for her. And pain and humiliation weren't what Chelsea needed.
She was already inside when he entered the house. "You shouldn't talk like that again. Did I make myself clear?"
There was something in his voice that startled Chelsea and made her feel guilty. She said nothing while waiting for him to continue.
"The only time I'll ever listen to conversations like this is when you come to me and tell me you're sorry for thinking these things. Those are bad thoughts, Chelsea. They are lies. You are worth loving and should be treated with kindness and respect. You should always be treated like this. I'm sorry if I've ever made you believe otherwise. "
Something in Chelsea collapsed. She didn't like hearing him say these things. She knew in her heart that they weren't true. Chelsea knew that women should be protected and loved and valued by their husbands. She knew that as a person she had the right to be treated properly by others. But those facts felt grossly out of context when she considered herself being treated that way. Moreover, Chelsea was frustrated with her inability to explain how she was feeling. She tried again.
"James ..." she began hesitantly when she saw the expression on his face being left. "I've always felt this way. It has nothing to do with you." She paused and said, "I just feel guilty that you are treating me well. Sometimes I want you to be mean to me so that I feel like you are giving me what I deserve. Another time have I'm afraid that you will notice that I am not very good and that you will go away completely. "
"Then you mustn't have a very high opinion of me," he said gruffly. "When you think I'm the type to hurt a woman or just run away."
"I thought you wanted me to tell you when I feel like this," she said and started to cry nervously. "You always said that you honestly wanted to know what I thought. That also means that I tell you when I feel worthless. Why are you angry with me now?"
"Because after all ..." her husband said now with a softer, visibly hurt expression. "Still think I'm going to hurt you. Chelsea, I don't want to hurt you. I want to help you. I don't want you to feel this way, but I don't know how to change your thoughts. I thought I would help when we made this list. "
"The list was good."
"Apparently not."
"It has helped me see good things about myself. But, some days it's harder to believe. I'm sorry. I can't always see any point in it."
He was calm. For a moment he just looked at her. Then he took a step towards her and hugged her. His arms enveloped her. His hand rested on the back of her head, he brought her close to his chest.
The thought gnawed at James's mind. He was even disgusted by it. Perhaps that was not in his hands. His wife's thoughts were her own and he couldn't monitor her like he could monitor her words or actions. The only thing he could do was keep the lines of communication open and hope that she thought he was trustworthy enough. Chelsea was the only one who could change her mind about these negative thoughts. Even so, James convinced himself that he would do everything in his power to set her on the path to success. He needed his wife to see her true worth. It killed him to know that she had no idea that she was utterly irreplaceable.
James's head was floating in a sea of uncertainty. Usually he always had a plan. He always knew what to do and what to say when others needed help. This news had shaken its entire foundation.
"If I tell you what to do ..." he began. "Does that make your negative thoughts worse in any way?"
"No.” replied Chelsea truthfully. "Sometimes when you do things for me, I feel bad. But if you tell me to do something myself, then I know that you consider me competent. So it helps."
"Good. What about the chastity belt? Are there any negative thoughts when we use it?"
Chelsea laughed and blushed. She replied, "Usually I'm so fixated on needing pleasure that I don't really think about it. But, we never did it for long. I suppose if we committed ourselves to a longer period of chastity I might start feeling that I deserve no pleasure, or that I have let you down in some way because I am not being rewarded. "
Later that night James lay awake. His wife slept comfortably next to him. Her breaths were shallow and relaxed. James sat up. As he went to the table, he picked up a notebook and pencil and began to write. Smiling, he made a series of rules for Chelsea. Carefully considering how each rule would affect them, he wrote only five. They were simple and hopefully would help their self-esteem. Each rule corresponded to a word from their list. That way she could help prove to herself that the words were true and that he thought they were competent. These rules would give her a way to hold herself accountable and feel good about doing it. It was exactly what she needed.
Chelsea's rules:
1. Honesty - Chelsea will always share when she feels negative about herself. She won't hide bad thoughts.
2. Self-respect - Chelsea will treat herself with kindness by not building on mistakes after learning her lessons. She won't speak rude about herself.
3. Pretty - Chelsea will spend a set amount of time in front of the mirror to remind herself why she is attractive.
4. Education - Chelsea will spend 2-3 hours studying or reading. She'll tell me what she's done over dinner.
5. Obedience - Chelsea will always follow these rules to the best of her knowledge and belief and admit if she has made a mistake.
In addition, James has also written down penalties. But, the punishments were neither physical nor mental. Helping Chelsea control her negative thoughts was James's goal. He had to avoid interfering with her desire to be hurt without taking away the consequences. He now knew that his wife's desire to be inflicted on pain stemmed from her low self-esteem, so engaging in this type of behavior was not a good idea. Even if Chelsea said she wanted it, James would never allow it. Because of this, he allowed her to have 'consequences' that would not give her a feeling of twisted pleasure. Since she could choose whether to abide by a rule or to break it, each rule would have positive and negative consequences.
Her reward for her honesty was that she got to come as often as possible. James hoped that she would associate the feeling of pleasure with what she was doing and would therefore not be afraid to tell him when she felt down.
The reward for her kindness was that Chelsea's time was subtracted from her chastity period (if applicable). If she wasn't locked in chastity, Chelsea would be rewarded for her kindness with a surprise meeting with her husband. He wanted to pamper her because she worked so hard. He concluded that it might be difficult to measure her progress here because it was basically measuring something she wasn't doing. But he decided that if she didn't say bad things about herself for a week, she would be rewarded.
For remembering her beauty and taking care of her body, Chelsea would be rewarded with new clothes, jewelry or other beautiful things. James hoped this would remind her how beautiful and precious she was to him. For studying and reading, she would be rewarded with new books and writing materials to keep her motivated and inspired.
For her obedience, Chelsea would be allowed one day a month on which her husband could serve her. James wanted her to know how he saw her. In his eyes she was a radiant queen. Although he loved to lead, protect, and control her, he believed that domination also required humility on his part. Though he didn't take much pleasure in serving her as she served him, he thought it would remind her of the worth she had.
The negative consequences were less costly. If Chelsea wasn't being honest, she would write lines. If Chelsea was unkind to herself, she would write lines. If Chelsea deliberately neglected her appearance or her hygiene, she had to bathe and go to bed early. If she neglected her studies, she would have to read twice as much the next day. Every time she disregarded a rule, she had to write it down fifty times so as not to forget it again.
James smiled as he looked at his work. He was proud of his solution and hoped it would help his wife. Yawning, he stretched and went back to bed. The bedspreads shifted next to him and his wife came closer sleepily. She wrapped her arms around his arm and rested her head on his shoulder as he straightened up.
"Why are you up?" She asked sleepily.
He answered her with a kiss. He could feel her body opening up to him. The way her shoulders relaxed, the way her mouth parted so her tongue could move gently against his. He held her cheek in one hand and pulled back the covers with the other as he crawled into bed next to her.
His hands felt her body. They caressed the soft skin of her legs as he pulled her nightgown up around her waist. His fingertips brushed her hips, then made their way down. He paused.
"Chelsea?"
"Yes?"
"Tonight I want to show you how much you are worth to me." His warm hand caressed her cheek as he spoke.
Before anything else could be said, he pressed his lips to hers and began rubbing her clit with his thumb. Soon she was moaning under his weight. He licked a trace on her neck and nibbled on her ear.
"You deserve to feel so good all the time, Chelsea."
Her face turned to his. The look on her face was enough to make his cock swell even more. He kissed her again as he stuck a finger into her. Chelsea groaned, a helpless, fragile, beautiful sound. The way her voice cracked when she whimpered made him all the more excited to see her orgasm.
When she was about to topple over the ledge to climax, James stopped. He slowly spread her legs and made more room for him. His eyes were piercing. His wife under him was breathtaking. Her hair was messy and tangled, her cheeks and lips were like soft rose petals. He loved that he could take it and that he was the only one who could ever see that radiant look. He leaned close to her and waited at her entrance while covering her face with tender kisses.
"I love you," he said. "Chelsea, you are my dearest person in the world."
Chelsea opened her mouth to speak, but James only kissed her one more time when he pressed his cock against her wet mouth. She was moaning in his ear now. His favorite sound, her breathless sigh.
Chelsea felt the electricity all over her body. She felt her heart pumping and flowing through her veins as her husband reclaimed her body. She clung to him, writhing in pleasure as he continued to give her his cock. It was pulsing hard now and she knew it was coming. She, too, felt that she was about to do so.
He bent to suck on one of her nipples and as he did, Chelsea's body exploded with pleasure. She shivered as the feeling washed over her. It was as if her whole body, every nerve was vibrating with excitement. She couldn't help but scream.
Her husband had a devilish grin on his face as he watched his wife dissolve in her bed. When she finally got down enough to open her eyes, she saw the look with which he was watching her. His expression was in awe as he looked down at his beautiful, honest, kind and intelligent wife. He could never have wished for a better and more beautiful partner than his Chelsea.
He was completely happy and satisfied with her, and looked forward to spending the rest of his days with Chelsea.
The End.
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Is It Always That Long?: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Is It Always That Thick?: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Ganged At The Free Use Hotel Part 2: MMMF Free Use Ganging Story



Billionaire Milking Island: Hucow Milking Erotic Story



Ganged At The Free Use Hotel: MMMF Free Use Ganging Story



Elle Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Milked And Ganged: Used And Shared For Her Milk Fertile Short Story



Futa Needs Felicity: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Used For Her Milk: Lesbian Milking Teacher Student Short Story



Futa Needs Edie: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Futa Needs Delia: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Futa Needs Collection: A Rough Futa-on-Female Short Story Collection



Cook, Clean, Get Dominated: First Time BDSM Older Man Younger Woman Maid Forbidden Short Story



Allison Gets Dominated By Her Professor: First Time Older Man Younger Woman Teacher Student Forbidden Short Story



Impregnated By My Husband's Best Friend: A Fertile Wife Using Short Story 



Futa Needs Lacie: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Impregnated At The Nightclub: MF Forbidden Pregnancy Short Story



Lesbian Wife-Swap With The Priest: Foursome Wifeswap MMFF Erotic Short Story



Begging To Be Milked By The Doctors: MMF First Time Doctor Medical Exam Milking Short Story



Futa Needs Amelia: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Lesbian Housewife Submission



Futa Needs Shauna: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Going Straight-to-Lesbian To Save The Deal: FFM Threesome Erotic Short Story



Futa Love Collection: A Multiple Futas-on-Female Short Story Collection



Triple-Teamed And Milked By The Doctors: MMMF First Time Doctor Medical Exam Milking Short Story



Anna Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Gender-Swapped At The Futa Factory: A Gender Reversal Futa-on-Female Short Story



Milked By My Boss: MF First Time Milking Short Story



Joining The Hucow Factory: A Hucow Milking Short Story



Brittany Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Futa's Bratty Princess: A Fertile Futa-on-Female Short Story



Milked By The Cowboys: MMMF First Time Milking Ganging Short Story



Learning From The Lesbian Professor: FF Lesbian First-Time Short Story



Clair Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Earning Her Grades The Hard Way: First Time Older Man Younger Woman Teacher Student Forbidden Short Story



Pounded In The Confessional Booth: FFM Threesome Forbidden Short Story



Fertile Futa Double Feature: Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy 2 Short Story Collection



Milked By The Lesbian Art Teacher: FFF First Time Lesbian Milking Short Story



Katelyn Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Straight-to-Lesbian Lesson For Professor: FF Lesbian First-Time Short Story



Futa Love Triangle: A Multiple Futas-on-Female Fertile Short Story



My Straight-to-Lesbian Transformation: FF Lesbian First-Time Short Story



Nicole Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Deep Futa Double-Team Love: A Multiple Futas-on-Female Fertile Short Story



Lesbian Au Pair Seduction: FF Lesbian First-Time Short Story



Valentine's Day Futa Double-Team: A Multiple Futas-on-Female Short Story



Sidney Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Milking The Billionaire's Daughter: FF First Time Lesbian Milking Short Story



Carrie’s Bossy Futa Bulge: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Lisa Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Stranded With My Futa Friend: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Monica Gets Examined And Used: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story



Becky's Big Futa Secret: A First-Time Futa-on-Female Story



Futa-Claus's Naughty List: A Festive Futa-on-Female Short Story



Futa Fitness Routine: A Fertile Futa-on-Female Short Story



First Time Strapped By A Lesbian: FF Lesbian First-Time Short Story



Bossy Futa Babymaker: A Fertile Futa-on-Female Short Story



Will I Get Pregnant?: A Fertile Futa-on-Female Short Story



Futa Friend Claims Me: A Naughty Futa-on-Female Short Story



Futa Baby Surprise: A Fertile Futa-on-Female Short Story



The Babysitter's Camshow Surprise: MF Babysitter Older Man Younger Woman Forbidden Short Story



Becoming My Lesbian Professor's Milk Maid: FF First Time Lesbian Milking Short Story



Compilations
Big, Thick, and Hard Futa-on-Female 24 Story Bundle
Six Sexy Futa Stories Volume 1
Six Sexy Futa Stories Volume 2
My Big Futa Bulge Compilation #1
Big Bulging Futas of the Faith Collection
Longer, Thicker, Harder Futa Collection: Intense Fertile Futa-on-Female Encounters
Thick and Veiny Futa Collection
Creamy Milky Delights: Hucow Sharing Collection
Used By The Futa Collection
Her Innocent And Fertile First Ganging Collection
Hard At Work Futa Collection
Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection Volume 1
Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection Volume 2
Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection Volume 3
Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection Volume 4
Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection Volume 5
Double-Teamed By The Futas Collection
Fertile And Insatiable Futa-on-Female Pregnancy Collection
Ganged Collection Volume 1
Straight to Lesbian Collection Volume 1
Babysitter Temptation Collection
Lesbian Milking Collection
Futa Baby Bundle: Fertile Futa-on-Female Pregnancy 3 Short Story Collection
Examined And Used Collection Volume 1: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story Bundle



Examined And Used Collection Volume 2: A Doctor Medical Exam Erotica Short Story Bundle



Check out the rest of my books on Amazon!
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