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Heather

Part of me knew I shouldn’t be driving when I was so fucking angry. But the rest of me just wanted to get home and get the fuck out of this horrible training underwear. Ryan was at work, so he wouldn’t know. I could calm myself down, play with myself in the shower to soothe away the anger into a quick orgasm, then put the training underwear back on to welcome him home the way he liked. Even if I had turned out to be pretty much worthless at household chores like cleaning and laundry, I knew Ryan loved it when I looked nice and handed him a drink as he came through the door after a hard day at the construction site.

I pressed harder on the accelerator, my face burning as I remembered yesterday evening. Ryan had been standing by the kitchen counter, holding the awful garment in his hands like it might bite him. His voice had been so quiet when he’d explained what the New Modesty Authority website suggested, how wives who couldn’t manage their household duties sometimes needed ‘gentle reminders’ of their role.

“I think… I think maybe we should try this, Heather,” he’d said, not quite meeting my eyes. “Just for a day. To help you remember.”

God, the way my body had responded to that moment of authority—even as hesitant as it was—had been mortifying. I’d actually felt myself getting wet as he’d fumbled through the explanation, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment. But then I’d seen how his hands were shaking slightly, how he kept apologizing even as he asked me to put it on, and the spell had broken. How was I supposed to feel properly disciplined when he seemed more uncomfortable with the whole thing than I was?

At the grocery store this morning, I’d been hyperaware of every other woman in the aisles. Did Mrs. Patterson from down the street know what I was wearing under my sundress? Could the young mother with the screaming toddler somehow sense that I was being punished like a child myself? I’d caught myself walking differently, standing straighter, as if the constant reminder between my legs might somehow show on my face.

The speedometer crept past forty-five in the thirty-five zone, but I didn’t care. All I wanted was to get home and tear the damn things off, to prove to myself that I still had some control over my own body.

The worst part had been putting it on this morning. I’d stood in front of our bedroom mirror, staring at how the snug fabric clung to every curve, how it seemed designed to draw attention to the auburn curls between my legs that Ryan had never asked me to remove. The New Modesty Authority recommended that wives keep themselves bare down there—I’d read it in the pamphlets they’d sent after our wedding—but Ryan had never brought it up. Maybe he was too embarrassed, or maybe he actually liked me this way. Either way, the training underwear made those curls impossible to ignore, framing them like some kind of perverted display.

And the bra—God, the bra had been even worse. It pushed my breasts up and forward in a way that made me feel like I was presenting myself for inspection. At breakfast, I’d caught Ryan’s eyes drifting down repeatedly, his face flushing each time he realized I’d noticed. He’d tried to make normal conversation about his day, but I could see the effect the sight of me was having on him, could see him struggling between his natural gentleness and whatever new resolve the NMA materials had given him.

My phone buzzed against the passenger seat. A text from Salon Verde: “Confirming your appointment tomorrow at two p.m. with Jessica. Reply YES to confirm or call to reschedule.”

Perfect. At least I could get my hair done, maybe feel a little more like myself again. I reached for the phone, thumb hovering over the keyboard as I tried to type while keeping one eye on the road.

“Y-E-S,” I tapped out, then looked up just in time to see the telephone pole rushing toward my windshield.

The impact threw me forward against the seatbelt, my phone flying somewhere into the wreckage as metal screamed and glass exploded around me. Then everything went black.

I woke up in the hospital. The first thing I saw was Ryan’s face, handsome, serious, caring. The love that filled my heart and radiated out into my sore limbs brought first an irresistible happiness that I had somehow found this man I didn’t deserve, and then, an instant later, shame at how shitty a wife I had been to him so far.

“Hey,” he said softly, his blue eyes searching my face. “How are you feeling?”

I tried to sit up, wincing as pain shot through my ribs. “I’m okay, I think. What happened? How long was I out?”

“About two hours. The paramedics said you might have a concussion, but the CT scan came back clear.” His hand found mine, fingers intertwining gently. “Heather, what happened out there? The police said you hit that pole going nearly fifty in a residential zone.”

The lie came automatically, self-preservation kicking in before I could think. “I thought… I think I… I… I saw a kid… a little girl… run into the street. I swerved and lost control.” I looked up at him with what I hoped were appropriately frightened eyes. “I’m so sorry about the car, Ryan. I know we can’t afford⁠—”

“Forget the car.” His voice was firmer than I expected, cutting through my practiced apology. “Cars can be replaced. You can’t.”

But there was something different in his tone, something that made my stomach flutter with the same mixture of distressing arousal and unease I’d felt the night before. His thumb traced over my knuckles, and I became suddenly, acutely aware that I was still wearing the training underwear beneath the thin hospital gown someone had replaced my probably ruined dress with. The accident hadn’t changed that humiliating fact.

“The thing is,” he continued, his voice dropping lower, “I spoke with someone from the New Modesty Authority while you were unconscious. They have a counselor here, Mrs. Chen. She asked me some questions about… about how things have been at home.”

My heart began to race. “What kind of questions?”

“About whether you’ve been struggling with your responsibilities. About whether I’ve been providing adequate guidance.” His eyes met mine directly now, and I saw something there I’d never seen before—a quiet resolution that made my breath catch. “I told her the truth, Heather. About the housework, about how I’ve been too gentle with you, about how we both know you need more structure than I’ve been giving you.”

“Ryan—”

“She made some recommendations. We’re going to discuss them when we get home, after the doctor clears you for discharge.” He squeezed my hand, but it felt less like comfort and more like a promise.

“But…” I protested, my heart starting to beat wildly. “It was… it was totally an accident. It didn’t have anything to do with… that stuff.”

Something in Ryan’s face told me I wasn’t standing on firm ground with my lie—that he suspected I might be trying to get out of responsibility for totaling the car. I swallowed hard.

“We’ll talk about it when we get home,” he said.

“But…” I felt much too much happening in my mind, my heart, and my body even to begin to find words for it—even if I wanted to find words for it, of which I felt by no means sure. Worse, Ryan’s eyes now definitely seemed to have a warning in them. “But…” I repeated, “what are you… I mean… what are you going to do?”

I watched my gorgeous husband take a deep breath through his nose, as if he were trying to keep something in check—some scary, aggressive part of him that I had scarcely ever glimpsed before except maybe when I had watched him play basketball with his friends.

“Babe,” he said slowly. “What did I say?”

I swallowed again.

“That we’d talk about it when we get home,” I said meekly, not enjoying at all how the sound of my own soft voice stirred happiness and anger in me simultaneously.

On the way home, clad in sweats Ryan had bought me at the big box store next to the hospital, at first I tried not to think about how I had ended up here. Unfortunately, that made me think about what would happen when we got home, an even less inviting prospect. My mind sought refuge in the past after all—in the stuff I had never been able to tell Ryan.

The dirty, shameful stuff that had led me to the Midwestern town of Scipio, and to Ryan Montgomery, the man who had offered me another chance. Who had said the past didn’t matter, when I had tried to confess to him everything Chad had done to me, and made me do, in the year between my eighteenth and nineteenth birthdays.

Chad. Even thinking his name made my stomach twist with a mixture of shame and unwanted arousal. I stared out the passenger window as Ryan drove us home, trying to push down the memories that always seemed to surface when I felt most vulnerable.

I’d been so young when I met him—barely eighteen, fresh out of high school and working at the mall food court. He’d been twenty-four, confident in a way that made my knees weak. The way he’d looked at me across the pretzel counter, like he could see right through my clothes, had made me feel powerful and terrified at the same time.

“You’re too pretty to be working in a place like this,” he’d said, leaning against the counter with that crooked smile that had made my heart race. “Let me take you somewhere nice.”

What followed had been a year of education I’d never gotten in any classroom. Chad had introduced me to things I’d never imagined—rough hands in my hair, his cock forced so deep down my throat I’d gagged and tears had streamed down my face. He’d praised me for taking it, called me his good girl when I’d let him bend me over his couch and take my ass while his friends watched from the kitchen.

“You love this, don’t you?” he’d whispered in my ear during one of those sessions, his hand wrapped around my throat as he fucked me from behind. “You love being used like the little slut you are.”

And God help me, I had loved it. My body had responded to every degrading word, every rough touch, every moment when he’d made me feel like nothing more than holes for his pleasure. I’d told myself it was love, that the way my pussy got wet when he called me names meant we were meant to be together.

But then he’d disappeared. No explanation, no goodbye—just empty silence where his texts used to be. When I’d shown up at his apartment, his roommate had told me he’d moved to California for work. Hadn’t mentioned me at all.

The desperation that followed had been unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I’d felt hollow, broken, like some essential part of myself had been ripped away. That’s when I’d found the New Modesty Authority’s website, with its promises of structure and purpose for lost young women. Their intake counselor had been so kind, so understanding when I’d sobbed out my story in her office.

“You’re not broken, dear,” she’d said gently. “You just need the right kind of guidance. The kind that comes from love, not exploitation.”

They’d helped me see the difference between what Chad had done to me and what a real marriage could offer. Traditional discipline administered by a loving husband who wanted what was best for me, not degradation from a man who saw me as disposable.

That’s what had brought me to Scipio, to the community mixer where I’d met Ryan. Sweet, gentle Ryan who’d blushed when he’d asked me to dance, who’d opened doors and pulled out chairs and treated me like I was a princess.

Who, here in his truck, looked ahead at the road with a determination that made my tummy flip.


CHAPTER 2
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Heather

“Babe,” I said, when we had turned onto our street. “I’m so⁠—”

“Sir,” Ryan replied, his eyes darting from the road to me for a moment, his brow so dark that it made my heart race and my face get hot.

“What?” I asked, suddenly sure of what he meant, but absolutely not wanting to show it.

“Sir,” he repeated. “From now on, you’ll call me sir.”

The word hit me like a bludgeon, sending heat straight between my legs even as my mind recoiled from what it meant. This wasn’t the hesitant, apologetic Ryan I’d married. This was someone else entirely—someone who made decisions and expected them to be followed.

“Ryan, I—” I started, but the look he gave me made the words die in my throat.

“What did I just say?” His voice was quiet, but there was steel underneath it that I’d never heard before.

My mouth went dry. The training underwear suddenly felt even more restrictive, more present, as if it were broadcasting my body’s treacherous response to his authority. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t let him see how much his command affected me, how it made me think of things I’d sworn I’d left behind.

“Sir,” I whispered, the word tasting foreign and dangerous on my tongue. “I’m so sorry, sir.”

“Better.” He pulled into our driveway, the truck’s engine ticking as it cooled. “And what are you sorry for, exactly?”

This was it—the moment I could tell him the truth about the accident, about why I’d really been driving angry, about the phone. But the lies felt safer, more familiar than the vulnerability of confession.

“For… for crashing the car, sir. For not being more careful.” I kept my eyes down, playing the part of the contrite wife even as my heart hammered against my ribs.

Ryan was quiet for a long moment. When he finally spoke, his voice carried a certainty that made my stomach drop.

“We’ll see about that.” He looked at me directly. “Go inside. Living room. Stand in the middle of the rug with your hands on top of your head and your eyes down. Wait for me there.”

The casual authority in his tone made my breath catch. This wasn’t a request—it was a command, delivered with the kind of confidence I’d never seen from him before. Part of me wanted to argue, to push back against this new version of my husband, but a larger part—the part I’d been trying so hard to suppress—wanted nothing more than to obey.

“Yes, sir,” I heard myself say, and climbed out of the truck on shaking legs.

The walk to the front door felt like miles. My legs shook with each step, and I found myself desperately trying to think of anything except what was about to happen. Whatever Ryan had learned from that NMA counselor, whatever he was planning to do, I couldn’t let it involve the kind of discipline they promoted. The bare-bottom spankings, the ritual humiliation—I couldn’t. I wouldn’t think about why the very idea made panic rise in my throat, why my body’s response to the thought terrified me more than the punishment itself.

Inside, I moved to the living room like I was walking underwater. The familiar space looked different somehow—the leather couch where we watched movies, the coffee table I’d failed to dust properly so many times, the Persian rug Ryan’s mother had given us as a wedding gift. Now it felt like a stage set for something I wasn’t ready for.

I positioned myself in the center of the rug, raising my hands to clasp behind my head. The position thrust my breasts forward in the training bra, and I felt heat flood my cheeks as I stared down at the intricate patterns beneath my feet. My training panties were already damp, clinging to me in ways that made my shame complete.

Ryan’s footsteps echoed in the hallway, slow and deliberate. When he entered the room, I could feel his presence like a physical weight, though I kept my eyes fixed downward as instructed.

“The car has a data system,” he said without preamble. “It records everything—speed, braking, steering input.” His voice was matter-of-fact, almost conversational. “It also records when the driver is distracted. When they’re looking at their phone instead of the road.”

My heart stopped. The lie I’d built so carefully crumbled in an instant, leaving me exposed and trembling.

“There was no little girl, was there, Heather?”

“Sir, I⁠—”

“Answer me.”

The command cut through my desperate scrambling for another excuse. “No, sir,” I whispered. “There wasn’t.”

“You were texting. Going fifty in a residential zone because you were angry about the training underwear, and you were too busy with your phone to pay attention to where you were going.”

Each word landed like a physical blow. He knew. He knew everything, and I was standing here like a fool, caught in my own web of lies.

“Look at me.”

I raised my eyes reluctantly, meeting his gaze. The Ryan I saw there was still my husband, but transformed. The gentle uncertainty was gone, replaced by something that made my knees weak.

“Why have you been avoiding sex with me?”

The question came out of nowhere, hitting me like a slap. My mouth opened and closed uselessly as my mind raced. It was true—I had been avoiding intimacy, finding excuses, feigning sleep. But how could I explain why?

“I… I haven’t been⁠—”

“Don’t lie to me again, Heather. There’s another data system I should tell you about: the one in this house, provided by the NMA.”

A wave of terror crashed over me as I realized what he was about to say. The shower. Oh, God, the shower. My daily ritual of relief, the only way I could function in this perfect little life we’d built. They’d been watching. Recording.

“I can explain,” I blurted out, the words tumbling over each other in my desperation. “Sir, I can explain, it’s not⁠—”

But I couldn’t explain. How could I tell him that every morning I stood under the hot spray and thought about things that would horrify him? That I touched myself while imagining scenarios that had nothing to do with the gentle, loving husband he was trying to be?

The fantasy from yesterday morning flooded back unbidden—Ryan’s hands rough on my hips, bending me over the bar at the country club while my so-called friends watched. His voice harsh in my ear, calling me names that would make the real Ryan blush, taking my ass while I begged him to stop, to continue, to let everyone see what a slut I really was.

“Explain what, exactly?” Ryan’s voice cut through my spiraling thoughts. “What do you think about when you’re in there, Heather? What makes you come so hard you have to bite your hand to keep from screaming?”

The blood drained from my face. He knew. He knew everything.

“Tell me what you fantasize about.”

“I can’t.” The words came out as barely a whisper. “Sir, please, I can’t.”

“You can, and you will.”

“No.” I shook my head frantically, still staring at the floor. “I won’t. I can’t tell you that.”

Ryan was quiet for a long moment. Then I heard him move, settling onto the couch with a soft exhale.

“Come here.”

My feet moved before my brain could engage, carrying me the few steps to where he sat. His hands were gentle but firm as he guided me across his lap, positioning me so my hips rested over his thighs.

“Since you won’t tell me,” he said, his palm resting lightly on my lower back, “maybe this will help you find your voice.”

The first slap landed across my ass with a sharp crack that made me gasp. Even through the thick sweatpants, I could feel the heat blooming across my skin.

“Ryan—sir—please—” I didn’t know why I hadn’t started to struggle yet. I didn’t want to think about it. Something inside me wanted it to happen, maybe just out of guilt about the car—the feeling that I should have to pay some price for my stupidity and my carelessness. For the moment the rest of me had apparently decided just to let it happen.

Another slap, harder this time. “What do you think about?”

“I can’t—” The third slap cut off my protest, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

He established a rhythm, his hand falling in measured strokes across my backside. The sweatpants provided some cushioning, but I could feel each impact sending waves of sensation through my body. Worse, I could feel myself getting wetter, my treasonous body responding exactly the way it shouldn’t.

“These need to come down,” Ryan said, his fingers finding the waistband of my sweatpants.

“No,” I whispered, but my body betrayed me, lifting slightly to make it easier for him to slide the fabric down over my hips. The cool air hit my skin, and I was acutely aware of how the training underwear clung to me, displaying me in ways that made my cheeks burn.

His hand came down again, the sharp crack echoing through the room. Without the buffer of the sweatpants, the sting was immediate and intense, radiating across my skin in surges that made me squirm against his lap.

“Better,” he murmured, his voice thick with something I’d never heard before. “Now, what do you think about in the shower?”

“I don’t—” Another slap cut me off, and I couldn’t suppress the small cry that escaped my lips.

“Don’t lie to me.” His hand rubbed the spot he’d just struck, the gentle touch somehow more overwhelming than the pain. “Tell me what makes you so desperate you can’t wait for your husband.”

The spanking continued, each stroke building on the last until my entire backside felt like it was on fire. I gripped the couch cushions, trying to focus on anything except the way my body was responding, the way each impact sent jolts of sensation straight to my core.

“These are soaked,” Ryan said suddenly, his fingers tracing the edge of my training underwear. “Jesus, Heather, you’re completely wet.”

Shame flooded through me as he hooked his fingers in the waistband and slowly pulled the panties down, exposing me completely. I felt his sharp intake of breath as he saw the evidence of my arousal, the way my body had betrayed every protest I’d made.

“I don’t understand,” he said, his voice softer now, confused. “If this is what you want, why won’t you tell me? Why do you keep running from me?”

His hand came down again, skin against skin this time, and I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped. The sound horrified me, revealing everything I’d been trying to hide.

“I don’t know what the problem is,” Ryan continued, his palm resting against my heated flesh, “but I’m going to do everything I can to figure it out.”

“It’s not—I’m not—” I stammered, unable to form a coherent thought. “Sir, please, I’m not aroused, I’m just⁠—”

“You’re just what?” His hand moved lower, fingers trailing along my inner thigh. “Just so wet you’re dripping onto my pants?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, refusing to acknowledge what my body was doing, what it was begging for. “I don’t fantasize about anything,” I lied desperately. “I think about… about grocery lists and laundry and⁠—”

“Liar.” His fingers found my center, and I gasped at the contact. “Tell me what you really think about.”

“I can’t—” I gasped as his fingers circled my clit, sending shockwaves through my entire body. The spanking had stopped, but this was so much worse. So much more dangerous.

“You’re going to come for me,” Ryan said, his voice low and commanding in a way that made my toes curl. “And then you’re going to tell me exactly what you think about when you touch yourself.”

His fingers worked me with a skill I hadn’t known he possessed, finding every sensitive spot with maddening precision. I could feel his erection pressing hard against my stomach, could hear the change in his breathing as he watched me fall apart under his touch.

“That’s it,” he murmured as I began to tremble. “Let go, Heather. Show me what you really want.”

And God help me, I wanted to. I wanted to beg him to flip me over and fuck me right there on the couch. I wanted to tell him about every filthy fantasy that had haunted my showers, every degrading scenario that made me come so hard I saw stars. I wanted him to use me, to take me, to make me his in ways that would horrify the good girl I was supposed to be.

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t be that person again.

“Stop,” I gasped, my whole body shaking as I fought against the pleasure building inside me. “Sir, please, you have to stop.”


CHAPTER 3
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Heather

“You don’t want me to stop,” Ryan said, his fingers never pausing. “Your body is telling me exactly what you need.”

“No.” I struggled against his hold, panic rising in my throat. “I can’t… this isn’t who I am anymore. Please, just stop.”

Before he could respond, I twisted away from him, stumbling off his lap and nearly falling as my legs gave out. The training underwear and the sweats were still tangled around my ankles, and I kicked frantically to free myself as I backed toward the dining room.

“Heather, wait⁠—”

“No!” I turned and ran, my bare feet slipping on the hardwood as I fled to the far corner of the dining room. I sank down against the wall, pulling my knees to my chest, trying to make myself as small as possible.

“Just leave me alone,” I whispered, tears streaming down my face. “I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll clean the house and do the laundry and I won’t crash the car again. I’ll be the perfect wife, just please don’t make me⁠—”

“Don’t make you what?” Ryan’s voice came from the doorway, gentle but insistent.

“Don’t make me want things I can’t have,” I sobbed. “Don’t make me be someone I’m not supposed to be.”

The look of incomprehension on my husband’s gorgeous face wrenched my heart.

“Babe,” he said. “I don’t want you to be anyone other than yourself.”

I couldn’t do it. I knew whatever I did I would only make things worse. The instinct to protect myself, to keep my sanity, took over. It made no sense at all, and I could see that even as I headed down the worst possible path. My mind grasped at some abstract level that sanity would never come, let alone stay, if I acted so irrationally, but it didn’t matter. I had to make this stop.

“Bullshit!” I yelled, surprising myself with the loudness of my own voice, the rawness of my tone. God help me, I knew I could do a convincing impression of a fucking bitch if I had to. “You’ve done nothing but try to change me since we met.”

Ryan’s brow furled. I watched him work hard to keep the absolutely appropriate expression of bemused disbelief off his face.

“This isn’t working!” I screamed. “I’m… I’m out of here. Don’t…”

I stood up, one hand out in front of me in a stop gesture, the other down between my thighs to cover my pussy, as if I could retain some shred of dignity that way.

“Don’t follow me,” I finished, my voice cracking. “I’m going to pack my things and figure out how to get out of this fucking town.”

Ryan took a step toward me, his face a mixture of hurt and confusion. “Heather, you don’t mean that. You’re upset, but we can work through this⁠—”

“No, we can’t!” I backed further into the corner, my hand still pressed between my legs. “This was a mistake. All of it. The marriage, moving here, pretending I could be what you need. I can’t do this anymore.”

“What are you talking about?” His voice was softer now, almost pleading. “I love you exactly as you are. I don’t want to change you⁠—”

“Then why the training underwear?” I shot back. “Why the spanking? Why are you suddenly acting like some kind of… of dominant husband when that’s not who you are?”

The words hung in the air between us, and I saw something flicker across his face—doubt, maybe, or recognition.

“Because,” he said slowly, “I thought it was what you needed. What we both needed.”

“Well, you thought wrong.” I grabbed my sweatpants from the floor, trying to pull them on with shaking hands while keeping myself covered. “I don’t need anything from you except for you to let me leave.”

“I’m not letting you leave.” The firmness in his voice made me freeze. “Not like this. Not when you’re running from something that could help us both.”

“Help us?” I laughed bitterly. “How is this helping? How is any of this helping?”

But even as I said it, I could feel the lie in my bones. My body was still humming with unfulfilled need, still craving the very thing I was running from. The training underwear lay discarded on the living room floor like evidence of my surrender, and I couldn’t bring myself to look at them.

“I need to go upstairs,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need to pack.”

Ryan stepped aside, and I bolted past him, taking the stairs two at a time. Behind me, I heard him sigh heavily, then the sound of his footsteps moving toward the kitchen.

In our bedroom, I pulled my suitcase from the closet and began throwing clothes into it haphazardly. Where would I go? I had no family nearby, no friends outside of Scipio. The NMA had helped me start over once, but going back to them now felt impossible. They’d want explanations, and I couldn’t—wouldn’t—tell them the truth about why I was leaving.

I was folding a sweater when I heard the doorbell ring downstairs. My hands stilled as I listened to Ryan’s footsteps crossing the foyer, the sound of the front door opening.

“Thank you for coming,” I heard him say, his voice carrying up the stairs. “She’s gone upstairs.”

My blood turned to ice. He’d called someone. While I’d been upstairs frantically packing, he’d been making phone calls. I crept to the top of the stairs, my heart hammering as I tried to see who was at the door without being spotted.

“Heather?” A woman’s voice called up, calm and professional. “My name is Mrs. Chen. I’m here to help. Could you come down, please?”

I pressed myself against the wall, barely breathing. Through the banister rails, I caught a glimpse of a large man in some kind of uniform stepping into view. The sight of him made my stomach drop.

“Babe.” Ryan’s voice carried up the stairs, and there was something in his tone that made me want to run. “I think this is for the best. I asked for help.”

Help. The word echoed in my mind as I backed away from the stairs. What kind of ‘help’ required a man in uniform? What had Ryan told them? My legs felt like water as I stumbled back toward the bedroom, my mind racing with possibilities, none of them good.

I made it to the bedroom door and slammed it shut, turning the lock with trembling fingers. The click seemed impossibly loud in the sudden silence. I leaned against the door, my chest heaving as I tried to think, tried to figure out what was happening.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs made me freeze. Slow, measured steps that seemed to echo my heartbeat. Then Mrs. Chen’s voice again, closer now, just outside the door.

“Heather, I understand you’re frightened. But we really do need to talk. Your husband is concerned about you, and frankly, so am I after what he’s told me.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer. My throat felt closed, my whole body shaking as I pressed myself against the door.

“I’m going to count to three,” the woman continued, her voice still calm, but with an edge of authority that made my skin crawl. “If you don’t open the door, Officer Martinez will open it for you. One.”

My eyes darted around the room, looking for escape, for anything. The windows were too high, and even if I could get out, where would I go barefoot in nothing but sweatpants and a t-shirt?

“Two.”

The sound of metal on metal made me step back from the door. A key. They had a key to my own bedroom.

“Three.”

The lock clicked open, and I watched in horror as the door swung inward. The large man in uniform filled the doorway, his presence making the room feel impossibly small. Behind him, I could see Mrs. Chen—a middle-aged Asian woman in a crisp business suit—and beyond her, Ryan’s stricken face.

“Heather,” Mrs. Chen said, stepping into the room with the confidence of someone who belonged there. “I’m Mrs. Chen from Selecta Solutions. Your husband has enrolled you in one of our programs designed to help couples work through communication difficulties.”

“I don’t want your help,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I just want to leave.”

“I understand that’s how you feel right now,” Mrs. Chen replied, her tone infuriatingly patient. “But sometimes we need outside intervention to break through the barriers we’ve created for ourselves. Would you prefer to come with us quietly, or will it be necessary for Officer Martinez to assist you?”

My eyes darted between the uniformed man and the woman, then past them to Ryan’s face. He had seemed bewildered just a few minutes ago, but now he looked so certain, so calm, like this was just another problem that could be solved with the right approach. The betrayal cut deeper than any physical pain.

“You can’t do this,” I said, my voice growing stronger. “I’m an adult. I can leave if I want to.”

“Actually,” Mrs. Chen said, consulting a tablet in her hands, “your husband has legal authority to make decisions regarding your mental health care under the New Modesty marriage contract you both signed. And given the circumstances—the reckless driving, the lies, the self-destructive behavior—I think intervention is clearly warranted.”

Officer Martinez took a step forward, his hand moving to something on his belt. “Ma’am, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. Your choice.”

The room felt like it was spinning. I looked wildly around, but there was nowhere to go. The window was too high, and I’d never make it past the officer to get through the door. My suitcase sat half-packed on the bed, a pathetic reminder of my failed escape attempt.

“Ryan,” I said, trying to put all of my heart into my voice, all of my love and desperation. “Please don’t do this. Just let me go. Please.”

But when I looked at his face, I still didn’t see the confusion or guilt I’d expected. Instead, I saw that steadiness again, and suddenly it made my knees weak—his quiet certainty that this was the right thing to do, that with a little professional help we could work through our problems and learn to communicate properly.

That look broke something inside me. He really believed this would help us. He had no idea what he was doing to me, what memories this was stirring up, what doors he was opening that I’d fought so hard to keep closed.

I broke down sobbing, my legs giving out as I slumped against the wall. “Please,” I whispered through my tears. “Please don’t make me do this.”

Officer Martinez moved forward, pulling something from his belt. Handcuffs. The metal caught the light as he approached, and I felt the last of my resistance crumble.

“I’m sorry it has to work this way,” I heard Ryan say from the doorway, his voice so firm it drew a whimper from my chest. “I really am sorry, babe, but I think this is what you need.”

The officer’s hands were surprisingly gentle as he helped me to my feet and turned me around. The metal was cold against my wrists as he secured them behind my back, and I found myself staring at the pale yellow walls of our bedroom, memorizing every detail as if I might never see them again. The framed photo of our wedding day on the dresser. The book I’d been reading, still open to page forty-three on the nightstand. The indent in Ryan’s pillow where his head had rested just this morning when everything had still been normal.

Officer Martinez guided me toward the door, his grip firm but not painful. My legs felt disconnected from my body, moving without my conscious direction.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked as we started down the stairs, my voice sounding hollow and strange.

“To a Selecta Solutions facility,” Mrs. Chen replied from behind us. “It’s a comfortable environment where you’ll receive the support you need to work through these issues.”

The front door stood open, and beyond it I could see a white van parked in our driveway. The red SELECTA logo on the side seemed to pulse in my peripheral vision, corporate and threatening. Our neighbors’ houses looked so normal, so peaceful. Mrs. Patterson was watering her garden next door, apparently oblivious to the drama unfolding twenty feet away.

“The program typically lasts a few days,” Mrs. Chen continued as we walked toward the van. “Your husband will visit you at appropriate times, and he’ll be kept informed of your progress.”

Officer Martinez opened the van’s rear door, revealing a bench seat with built-in restraints. The casual efficiency of it all made my stomach turn. This wasn’t some one-off emergency intervention—this was a system, a process they’d clearly used before.

“Ryan,” I said, turning to look at him one last time. “I don’t understand. Why are you doing this to me?”

He stepped closer, his blue eyes soft with what looked like genuine concern. “Because I love you,” he said simply. “And because I think you’re in pain, and I don’t know how to help you any other way.”

The sincerity in his voice was almost worse than anger would have been. He really believed this was an act of love, not betrayal.

Officer Martinez helped me into the van, securing additional restraints around my waist and ankles. The bench was surprisingly comfortable, upholstered in soft gray fabric that felt expensive. Through the tinted windows, I watched Ryan and Mrs. Chen talking in low voices on our front porch.

“There are some preferences you’ll need to indicate online regarding Heather’s training program,” I heard Mrs. Chen say. “As soon as you fill those out, our staff can begin working with her.”

Training program. The words sent a chill down my spine. This wasn’t just couples therapy. Between my thighs, I felt a treasonous warmth that drew a sob of humiliation from my chest. Chad had said that, sometimes—that he wanted to train me to be his perfect little fuck toy.

Never, I swore to myself. Even if… even if this had something to do with that…

Never.


CHAPTER 4
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Ryan

The van pulled out of our driveway, and I stood there watching until it disappeared around the corner. A little to my surprise, after what had just gone down, my hands were steady as I got my phone out of my pocket, Mrs. Chen’s business card already feeling worn from the strength of my grip on it over the past hour or so.

I walked back into the house, the silence hitting me like a physical weight. Heather’s training underwear still lay crumpled on the living room floor where she’d kicked them off, and I found myself staring at them with a mixture of arousal and uncertainty that made my heart beat faster. Had I done the right thing? The certainty I’d felt in the moment had faded a bit.

The laptop sat open on the kitchen table, and I pulled up the Selecta Solutions portal. The preferences form was surprisingly to-the-point.

As a husband, you have complete control over your wife’s training at Selecta Solutions. We do have several recommendations that may strike you at first as unexpected and unusual, and we emphasize that our training programs are based on decades of meticulously collected and carefully analyzed data from the submissive women Selecta and the Institute have helped find happiness.

Submissive. The word sent a jolt through me—one that went straight to my cock, reminding me of how hard I had gotten while spanking Heather. Could I have gotten this so wrong for so long? Surely Heather didn’t have any interest in such things, let alone need them—her angry reaction to the training underwear, when I’d tried to put my foot down the day before, proved that. Didn’t it?

I realized, with a flash of anger at myself, that I’d made a foolish decision that had led me here. I’d chosen to basically ignore all the stuff about traditional gender roles in the New Modesty program I’d joined for the sake of the generous subsidy for young couples. I knew I wasn’t alone, at least; plenty of the other guys I’d met as I’d started the courting process had been laughing at what we called that bullshit right along with me. It didn’t fit with what we saw in the media, anyway.

We’d all been wrong. I didn’t like feeling grateful to Selecta for helping me figure out my mistake and take charge of my wife the way I should have from the start. I couldn’t deny, though, that I owed them one. A very big one.

My eyes traveled down to the first of three questions.

Do you give permission for a Selecta trainer to discipline your wife in the nude, using a strap, a paddle, or a cane as the trainer decides is appropriate?

I swallowed hard. It seemed like a lot—but then I looked a little further down.

Do you give permission for a Selecta trainer to discipline your wife around toileting, including forbidding your wife to use the toilet and/or commanding her to urinate in front of others?

What the hell? I couldn’t stop now; I read the third question.

Do you give permission for a Selecta trainer, or trainers, to have oral, vaginal, and/or anal intercourse with your wife?

I closed my eyes, remembering the data Mrs. Chen had shown me from the house monitoring system, and the recordings she’d played for me. The surveillance from our bathroom wasn’t video—thank God—but the audio had been damning enough. Heather’s desperate moans, the way she’d whispered words I’d never heard her use. Words that had made my cock hard even as they’d struck at my heart.

Fuck me harder. Please, I need it rough. Make me take it.

I took a deep breath, and started to answer the questions.
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Heather

Mrs. Chen climbed into the van’s passenger seat, turning to face me with that same professional smile that made my skin crawl. “The drive to our facility will take a little while,” she said, consulting her tablet. “I’d like to use that time to help you understand what to expect.”

I stared out the tinted window as we pulled away from my neighborhood, watching the familiar houses blur past. “I don’t want to understand anything,” I said. “I want to go home.”

“I know this feels overwhelming,” Mrs. Chen replied, her voice maddeningly calm. “But I think you’ll find that our program addresses needs you may not even realize you have. Tell me, Heather, when was the last time you felt truly satisfied in your marriage?”

The question hit like a slap. I turned to glare at her, but she was watching me with genuine curiosity, not judgment. “My marriage is fine,” I said. “Or it was, until Ryan decided to have me kidnapped.”

“Kidnapped is a strong word. Your husband has legal authority⁠—”

“I don’t care about legal authority!” The words came out louder than I’d intended, echoing in the van’s confined space. “He’s my husband, not my owner.”

Mrs. Chen made a note on her tablet. “Interesting. And yet the monitoring data suggests you fantasize quite regularly about being owned. Being controlled. Being used.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. “That’s not—those are just fantasies. They don’t mean anything.”

“Don’t they?” She leaned forward slightly. “Heather, in my experience, the things we think about when we’re most vulnerable, most unguarded, reveal our deepest truths. What did you think about this morning in the shower?”

I pressed my lips together, staring fixedly out the window. The suburbs were giving way to industrial areas now, warehouses and office parks that looked increasingly anonymous.

“Was it Ryan?” Mrs. Chen continued. “Was it your husband taking you the way you really wanted to be taken?”

My breath caught. How could she know?

“Or was it someone else? Someone from your past, perhaps?”

Chad’s face flashed through my mind—his cruel smile, the way he’d looked at me like I was nothing more than a collection of holes for his pleasure. My body’s traitorous response to the memory made me squeeze my thighs together.

“I can see from your expression that I’m getting warmer,” Mrs. Chen said. “The intake counselor noted elements in your data that might indicate a search to reawaken previous sexual responses.”

“That’s over,” I said quickly. “That’s in the past. I’m married now. I’m different.”

“Are you?” She tilted her head. “Because from where I’m sitting, it looks like you’re a young woman who’s been trying very hard to be someone she’s not. Someone who’s been denying herself what she truly needs. We don’t have the kind of data from your life before you enrolled in the New Modesty that we’d really like to have, but our assessors’ guesses tend to be on target. At the very least, I think I can assure you that whatever it was, it’s very definitely not merely in your past. It’s still very much part of your life.”

The van turned onto a highway, the industrial landscape streaming past in a blur of gray concrete and chain-link fencing. My heart hammered against my ribs as Mrs. Chen’s words sank in. She knew. Somehow, she knew about Chad, about the things he’d done to me, about how my body had responded to his rough treatment.

“I don’t know what you think you know about me,” I said, my voice barely steady, “but you’re wrong. I love my husband. I want to be a good wife.”

“I’m sure you do,” Mrs. Chen replied, making another note. “But wanting to be good and needing to be controlled are not mutually exclusive. In fact, in our experience, they often go hand in hand. The women who benefit most from our programs are exactly like you—intelligent, strong-willed, desperately trying to be perfect while fighting against their own nature.”

“My nature?” I laughed bitterly. “You don’t know anything about my nature.”

“Don’t I?” She consulted her tablet again. “Let me tell you what I see. A nineteen-year-old woman who married quickly after a period of sexual experimentation she now views as shameful. A young woman who avoids intimacy with her husband because she’s afraid of what she might reveal about herself. A young woman who lies compulsively to avoid consequences, then punishes herself through reckless behavior when the guilt becomes too much.”

Each word felt like a thrown stone. I wanted to argue, to deny everything, but the accuracy of her assessment left me speechless.

“Most telling of all,” Mrs. Chen continued, “a woman whose body responds with arousal to discipline, even as her mind rejects it. Ryan showed remarkable intuition when he spanked you today. Your physical response was quite dramatic, wasn’t it?”

“Stop,” I whispered, tears pricking at my eyes. “Please just stop.”

“Everything will be much easier if you’re honest with yourself, Heather. And with your trainers.”

The word hit me like ice water. “Trainers? You keep saying that word. What kind of training are you talking about?”

Mrs. Chen smiled, and for the first time, there was something almost maternal in her expression. “The kind that will help you stop running from who you really are. The kind that will teach you to embrace your submissive nature instead of fighting it. The kind that will make you the wife Ryan needs you to be.”

“I don’t have a submissive nature,” I said desperately. “I’m not like that. I’m not⁠—”

“Heather.” Mrs. Chen’s voice was gentle but firm. “Did you ask to be here?”

The question was so unexpected that I answered it automatically. “What? No, of course not. I don’t want to be here.”

“And yet here you are, in restraints, being taken to a facility where you’ll be trained whether you consent or not. How does that make you feel?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but the words died in my throat. Because the truth was Mrs. Chen was right. The helplessness, the lack of control, the way I was being taken somewhere against my will—it was making me wet. My body was responding to the situation in ways that horrified me, in ways that reminded me of things I’d sworn I’d forgotten.

For a moment, I considered telling her. Admitting that the idea of being trained for Ryan’s pleasure sent heat coursing through my veins. That part of me wanted to surrender to whatever they had planned, to stop fighting against urges I’d been suppressing for months.

But then I thought about what that would mean. About having to explain to Ryan why I was this way. About having to tell him about Chad… about Chad’s friends… about the ones whose name I didn’t even know, and the way they and Chad had used me like a piece of meat while I begged for more.

About how I’d come so hard with a stranger’s cock in my mouth and Chad’s cock in my ass that I’d nearly passed out. About how they’d high-fived over my back while I was still twitching from the orgasm.

About how I’d loved every degrading second of it.

“Look at this little slut,” Chad said to his friend. “Heather even comes when she’s getting it in the ass.”

“Can I try?”

“Nah. I keep the ass for myself. Gotta have some boundaries. You want to try her pussy, though?”

And I… I had clenched and whimpered around the friend’s hardness as he held my head in place and fucked my face, at the prospect of my ‘boyfriend’ sharing my pussy with a man whose name I didn’t know.

No. I couldn’t tell anyone that. Not even Ryan—let alone this awful woman. I wouldn’t. Some doors had to stay closed.

“I feel outraged,” I said, my voice stronger than I’d expected. “I feel like my rights are being violated.” I leaned forward as much as the restraints would allow, meeting Mrs. Chen’s eyes directly. “Did my husband consent to this? Did Ryan actually agree to have me… trained… like some kind of animal?”

Mrs. Chen’s smile didn’t waver. “Of course he did. In fact, he’s completing his training preferences as we speak. He’ll be specifying exactly what kind of discipline you’ll receive, what methods will be used, what boundaries exist—if any.”

The blood drained from my face. “What do you mean, if any?”

“Well, that depends on what Ryan decides you need. Some husbands prefer their wives to maintain certain limits during training. Others feel that complete surrender is necessary for true growth.” She glanced at her tablet. “Given what I observed between you two today, I suspect Ryan is beginning to understand that you need a very firm hand indeed.”

The van slowed, turning into what looked like a business park. Through the tinted windows, I could see a cluster of low, modern buildings surrounded by manicured lawns and high fencing. A discreet sign read SELECTA Solutions in sleek corporate lettering.

“Here we are,” Mrs. Chen announced. “Your new home for the next few days.”


CHAPTER 5
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Heather

The building looked so normal from the outside—just another corporate office complex with glass and steel facades that could have housed any number of legitimate businesses. But as we pulled into the parking area, I noticed details that made my stomach clench. The fence was higher than I’d first thought, topped with something that might have been decorative, but looked suspiciously like razor wire. The windows were all tinted dark enough that I couldn’t see inside. And there were security cameras everywhere, their black lenses tracking our van as we approached.

Officer Martinez parked near a side entrance and climbed out to open my door. The late afternoon air was cooler than I’d expected, and I shivered as he helped me out of the van, my legs unsteady after the drive and my arms stiff from the handcuffs.

“This way,” Mrs. Chen said, gesturing toward a glass door marked ‘Private Intake.’ A woman in scrubs was already waiting for us, her blonde hair pulled back in a severe bun that somehow made her look both professional and intimidating.

“I’m Nurse Simmons,” she said as we approached, her voice crisp and efficient. “I’ll be handling your intake processing, Heather.”

I wanted to refuse to respond, to maintain some shred of dignity, but the words tumbled out anyway. “I don’t want to be processed. I want to call a lawyer.”

Nurse Simmons exchanged a look with Mrs. Chen, and I caught the slight smile that passed between them. “I’m afraid that’s not possible at this time,” she said. “But I promise you’ll be much more comfortable once we get you settled in.”

The intake area was sterile and clinical, all white walls and fluorescent lighting that made everything feel exposed and harsh. Nurse Simmons led us through a set of doors that locked behind us with an electronic beep that made my heart race faster.

“Officer Martinez,” she said once we were inside the entrance, “would you remove the handcuffs, please?”

I felt a moment of relief as the metal restraints clicked open, my shoulders aching as I brought my arms forward. I rubbed my wrists, trying to restore circulation, but the freedom was short-lived.

“Now then, Heather,” Nurse Simmons said, turning to face me with that same professional smile, “Go ahead and remove your clothes. All of them. Wives in this facility must be naked except when allowed clothing for specific training activities.”

I stared at her, my mouth falling open. “What?”

“Your clothes,” she repeated patiently. “Please remove them and place them in this bin.” She gestured to a plastic container next to the doors.

I just stood there, frozen. Strip? Here? In front of these strangers? My mind reeled, trying to process what was happening. This was supposed to be some kind of counseling program, not… whatever this was.

“Heather?” Nurse Simmons prompted when I didn’t move. “I’m waiting.”

“I… I’m not taking my clothes off,” I stammered, wrapping my arms around myself. “This is insane. You can’t make me⁠—”

“Officer Martinez,” the nurse said without taking her eyes off me, “would you assist Mrs. Montgomery, please?”

“No!” I screamed as the large man stepped toward me, his hands reaching for the hem of my t-shirt. “Get away from me! Don’t touch me!”

I tried to back away, but there was nowhere to go in the small room. His hands were surprisingly gentle, but completely implacable as he grasped my shirt.

“Everything will be much easier if you remain calm, Heather,” Mrs. Chen said from her position by the doors, her voice maddeningly patient. “Fighting will only make this more difficult for everyone.”

“Stop!” I thrashed against Officer Martinez’s hold, but he was so much stronger than me. The fabric of my shirt tore as he pulled it over my head, and I felt tears streaming down my face as the cool air hit my bare skin. “Please, I’ll do it myself! Just stop!”

But he didn’t stop. His hands moved to my sweatpants next, and I sobbed as he pulled them down my legs, leaving me standing in nothing but my bra in front of these strangers.

“The bra too,” Nurse Simmons said calmly, as if she were discussing the weather.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Please don’t make me do this.”

Officer Martinez’s hands moved to my bra clasp, and I felt something inside me shatter as the last of my clothing was removed. I stood there completely naked in the entrance of this sterile, corporate building—white walls, fluorescent lighting, and the kind of industrial carpeting that belonged in an office.

Nurse Simmons led the way down a corridor. After a helpless glance at Officer Martinez’s calm but stern face, I followed. As we walked I noticed subtle things, differences from an ordinary office building, that made my skin crawl. The hallways seemed wider than necessary, with reinforced doors that looked like they belonged in a medical facility. And there was something about the way our footsteps echoed that suggested the walls were thicker than they appeared, as if to muffle women’s cries of distress.

We stopped at a reception desk where a young woman with perfectly styled hair and a too-bright smile checked something on her computer. “Mrs. Ryan Montgomery,” she said, as if I were checking into a hotel, and it struck her as quite an ordinary thing that I should do it in the nude. “We’ve been expecting you. Dr. Hamelin is ready for your intake examination.”

The word examination sent a chill through me. “What kind of examination?”

“Just routine,” Nurse Simmons said, taking my arm with surprising gentleness. “We need to establish baseline measurements and ensure you’re in good health before we begin your program.”

Mrs. Chen stepped forward, placing a hand on my shoulder that felt more like a claim of ownership than comfort. “Officer Martinez and I will be leaving you in Nurse Simmons’ capable hands now,” she said, her voice carrying that same professional warmth that had made me want to scream during the entire van ride. “I have complete confidence that within a few days, you’ll be thanking Ryan for having the wisdom to enroll you in our program.”

“I’ll never thank him for this,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “Never.”

“Oh, honey,” Mrs. Chen chuckled, the sound somehow both maternal and predatory. “I’ve heard that from dozens of young women over the years. They all say the same thing when they arrive. But you’d be surprised how quickly perspectives can change when you’re finally getting what you truly need.”

She turned to Nurse Simmons. “Her husband’s preferences should already be uploaded to the system. I suspect he’ll be quite thorough—he struck me as the type who takes his responsibilities seriously once he understands them.”

My stomach dropped. Ryan’s preferences. What had he agreed to? What had he authorized them to do to me?

“Excellent,” Nurse Simmons replied, making a note on her tablet. “Dr. Hamelin will be grateful for the free rein.”

Free rein. My heart started to race. What did free rein mean, here?

Mrs. Chen tapped something on her handheld, then looked up at me. “Remember, Heather,” she said, fixing me with those calculating eyes one last time, “resistance only makes the process more difficult. The sooner you accept what you are, the sooner you can begin to make progress.”

With that, she was gone, clicking away down the hallway in her sensible heels with Officer Martinez walking beside her, leaving me alone with Nurse Simmons and the too-bright receptionist who was still typing away at her computer as if nothing unusual was happening.

“Shall we?” Nurse Simmons asked, gesturing toward a hallway that led deeper into the building.

I didn’t move. I couldn’t. My legs felt like they were made of lead, and every instinct I had was screaming at me to run, even though I knew there was nowhere to go.

“I understand this is overwhelming,” Nurse Simmons said, her voice gentler now. “But I promise you, fighting it will only make it harder on yourself. We’re here to help you, Heather. To help you become the woman your husband needs you to be.”

“What if I don’t want to be that woman?” I asked, hating how small my voice sounded.

“Then we’ll help you understand why you do,” she replied, and there was something in her tone that made my blood run cold. “Come along now. Dr. Hamelin is waiting.”

I followed Nurse Simmons down the hallway with hesitant steps, my bare feet silent against the cold linoleum. I was no longer restrained, and Officer Martinez had left, but even if I hadn’t been naked and defenseless I would have understood that escape wasn’t an option.

The room Nurse Simmons led me to looked like something from a normal doctor’s office, complete with an examination table covered in white paper and the familiar smell of antiseptic. But there were differences that made my pulse quicken—what looked like restraints built into the table, cabinets that looked like they contained more than just medical supplies, and cameras mounted in every corner.

“Please have a seat on the examination table,” Nurse Simmons said, patting the white paper covering. “Dr. Hamelin will be with you shortly.”

I hesitated, my arms crossed over my breasts in a futile attempt at modesty. The paper crinkled as I climbed onto the table, and I tried to position myself to hide as much as possible, but there was no dignity to be found in my nakedness.

Nurse Simmons busied herself with something at a computer terminal, her fingers clicking across the keyboard with practiced efficiency. “I’m just reviewing your husband’s preferences now,” she said conversationally, as if we were discussing the weather rather than my impending humiliation.

“What did he say?” I asked, hating how desperate I sounded. “What did Ryan agree to?”

She glanced up from the screen, her expression unreadable. “Your husband agreed to everything, Heather.” She turned back to the computer.

Everything. I swallowed so hard I could hear the gulp.

Before I could work up the courage to ask what that meant, the door opened and a man in a white coat entered. He was younger than I’d expected, maybe mid-thirties, with sharp features and calculating dark eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. His blond hair was perfectly styled, and everything about him radiated the kind of clinical authority that made my stomach clench.

“Good afternoon, Heather,” he said, his voice smooth and professional. “I’m Dr. Hamelin. I’ll be overseeing your intake examination and some of your training program.”

Training program. There was that phrase again. I pulled my knees up to my chest, trying to make myself smaller. “I don’t want to be trained. I want to go home.”

Dr. Hamelin exchanged a look with Nurse Simmons. “I’m sure you do,” he said, moving to wash his hands at a small sink. “But what you want and what you need are often very different things, aren’t they?”

He turned back to me, drying his hands with methodical precision. “I’ve reviewed your case file, Heather. Your history, your marriage, the incident that brought you here. I’ve also reviewed the monitoring data from your home.” His eyes met mine directly. “I know exactly what kind of woman you are, even if you’re not ready to admit it to yourself.”

My face burned with shame. The shower recordings. The fantasies I’d thought were private. “Those were just… I didn’t mean…”

“You didn’t mean to reveal your true nature?” Dr. Hamelin moved closer, and I could smell his cologne, something expensive and masculine that made my traitorous body respond despite my fear. “You didn’t mean to show us how desperately you need to be controlled and enjoyed?”

“No,” I whispered.

Dr. Hamelin smiled, a cold expression that didn’t reach his eyes. “But you needn’t bother saying anything at all, Heather. I know you’ll only lie.”

His casual dismissal hit me like a physical blow. I opened my mouth to protest, to defend myself, but he held up a hand to stop me.

“Every word that comes out of your mouth will be calculated to protect the image you’ve created of yourself,” he continued, pulling on latex gloves with practiced efficiency. “The good wife. The reformed woman. The respectable young lady who certainly doesn’t fantasize about being used like a whore.”


CHAPTER 6
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Heather

Whore.

I flinched at the crude word, my arms tightening around my knees. “That’s not⁠—”

“See?” Dr. Hamelin gestured to Nurse Simmons, who was watching our exchange with professional interest. “Already lying. Already trying to convince us that the woman who moans ‘fuck me harder’ in the shower every morning is somehow different from the woman sitting naked on my examination table.”

The heat in my cheeks was unbearable. Were the transcripts from the recordings of me in the shower part of my medical chart, now?

Your permanent record. I hadn’t ever broken the law, but somehow the idea of a random doctor being able to read what I had said while playing with myself seemed worse than having a felony in my file.

“Your body won’t lie, though, Heather,” Nurse Simmons said, moving to a cabinet and retrieving what looked like medical equipment. “Bodies never do—they can’t, really. They tell us exactly what a woman needs, even when her mind is fighting against it.”

Dr. Hamelin nodded approvingly. “Exactly. Which is why we’re going to let your body do all the talking today, Heather. We’re going to see what it tells us about what you really are.”

I started to scramble backward on the table, but there was nowhere to go. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Nothing you don’t need,” Dr. Hamelin said, his voice maddeningly calm. “Nothing your husband hasn’t given us permission to do. Now, I need you to lie back and place your feet in the stirrups.”

The stirrups. I watched in horror as the doctor pulled them out of their recesses in the table and raised them up to either side of me. They waited there, menacingly, to spread me open and expose me completely.

“No,” I said, shaking my head frantically. “I won’t do it. You can’t make me.”

“Actually, we can,” Nurse Simmons said, approaching with her hands raised in a sort of taming gesture that brought a new surge of heat to my face. “But it would be much easier if you cooperated.”

I tried to bolt then, swinging my legs over the side of the table, but Dr. Hamelin was faster than I’d expected. His hands caught my shoulders, firm and unyielding, and the contact sent an unwanted jolt of electricity through my body.

“Nurse Simmons,” he said, his voice never losing its professional calm, “would you assist me, please?”

I fought them. I thrashed and kicked and screamed, but they were too strong, too practiced. Nurse Simmons grabbed my ankles while Dr. Hamelin’s hands pressed down on my shoulders, pinning me to the table. His grip was firm, authoritative, and to my absolute horror, my body responded instantly.

Heat flooded through me as he held me down, his strength completely overwhelming mine. The more I struggled, the more aroused I became, my pussy growing wet despite my terror. I could feel myself getting slick between my legs, my body betraying me in the most humiliating way possible.

“Stop,” I gasped, but the word came out breathless, almost pleading. The fight was draining out of me as unwanted arousal coursed through my veins. My struggles became weaker, more halfhearted, because every movement seemed to make the arousal worse.

“That’s better,” Dr. Hamelin murmured, and I could hear the satisfaction in his voice. “Just as Nurse Simmons said. Your body knows what it needs, doesn’t it?”

I went limp on the table, my chest heaving as the nurse efficiently secured my ankles in the stirrups. I felt tears of shame stream down my cheeks as she fastened webbing restraints around my wrists, and a belt around my waist. I lay there open, spread… available.

“Go ahead and shave her, now,” Dr. Hamelin said, stepping back to observe my restrained form.

“What?” I lifted my head, panic cutting through the haze of arousal. “Shave me? Why?”

Nurse Simmons was already retrieving supplies from a cabinet—shaving gel and a razor, a basin she started to fill with warm water. “Just lie still, Heather. This will be much easier if you don’t move.”

The warm cloth she pressed between my legs made me gasp, and I felt my face burn with humiliation as she began to lather the auburn curls I’d never thought I’d have to remove. “Please,” I whispered. “Why are you doing this?”

“I’m sure you can guess why,” Dr. Hamelin said, his voice clinical and detached.

The razor scraped across my sensitive skin, and with each careful stroke, understanding dawned on me like a cold slap. I had always told myself the New Modesty recommendations about wives keeping themselves bare were for hygiene—practical, medical reasons that didn’t apply to me because I kept myself clean. But now, spread open and helpless while a stranger removed my most intimate hair, I understood the truth.

It wasn’t about hygiene at all. It was about submission. About making sure the wife felt exposed, vulnerable, childlike. Ryan would get to keep his masculine hair, his adult body, while I would be laid bare for his inspection. When he pulled down my panties for discipline or fucking, there would be nothing to hide behind, nothing to preserve my dignity.

The realization hit me like a freight train, unwelcome need shooting through me, and I started to struggle again. “No,” I said, my voice rising to a panicked shriek. “Stop!”

But Nurse Simmons didn’t stop. Her hands were steady and sure as she continued her work, the razor scraping away my hair with methodical precision. I felt completely exposed, more vulnerable than I’d ever been in my life, as she worked between my legs and then—to my absolute horror—moved to shave the crack between my buttocks.

“There,” she said finally, wiping away the last of the shaving cream with a warm cloth. “Much better.”

I lay there panting, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and unwanted arousal. The air felt cold against my newly bare skin, and I was acutely aware of how exposed I was, how helpless I must look.

Dr. Hamelin moved closer, his eyes studying my naked body with clinical interest. “Perfect,” he murmured. “Now we can begin the real examination.”

“What examination?” I gasped, trying to close my legs despite the restraints.

“Could I have a speculum, please?” he asked, turning to Nurse Simmons.

I watched in horror as Nurse Simmons handed him a clear plastic device, my heart hammering against my ribs. I’d never seen that kind of speculum before, but I recognized it immediately.

“This is just a routine check, Heather,” Dr. Hamelin said, settling onto a stool between my spread legs. “We need to ensure you’re in proper health before we begin your training.”

The cold plastic pressed against the entrance to my vagina, and I gasped at the foreign sensation. “Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I don’t want this.”

“What you want is irrelevant,” he replied matter-of-factly, slowly inserting the device. “Your husband has given us complete authority over your body.”

I squeezed my eyes shut as he opened the speculum, the sensation of being stretched and exposed making me want to die of shame. I could almost feel his medical gaze studying my most intimate parts like I was nothing more than a specimen.

“Excellent vaginal health,” he announced to Nurse Simmons, who made a note on her tablet. “No signs of infection or abnormalities. The cervix appears healthy as well.”

I let out a shaky breath of relief as he removed the speculum, thinking the worst was over. But then he moved to clean the device, and my stomach dropped as I realized what would happen next.

“Now we’re going to have a look in your anus,” he said, applying lubricant to the speculum.

“No,” I gasped, trying to squirm away despite the restraints. “You can’t—not there, please⁠—”

“Hold still,” he commanded, his voice sharp with authority. “This is going to be a little uncomfortable, but it’s important we conduct a thorough exam.”

I felt the cold plastic press against the tiny opening, and I sobbed as he slowly pushed it inside. The sensation was overwhelming, humiliating beyond anything I’d ever experienced. My face burned with shame as he opened the speculum, examining me in ways that made me want to disappear.

“Interesting,” he murmured, and I heard him shift on his stool. “You’ve definitely had anal intercourse before, haven’t you, Heather?”

My blood turned to ice. “I—no, I haven’t⁠—”

“Your body tells a different story,” he said calmly. “The tissue shows clear signs of previous penetration. Does Ryan know about this?”

I wanted to die. I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole. Chad’s face flashed through my mind—the way he’d bent me over his couch, the way he’d taken my ass while his friends watched. The memory made my stomach churn with mortification and treasonous arousal.

“I can see from your expression that he doesn’t,” Dr. Hamelin continued, removing the speculum. “That’s quite a secret to keep from your husband, isn’t it?”

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I lay there exposed and violated. “It was before we were married,” I whispered.

“Before,” Dr. Hamelin repeated, his voice taking on a tone that made my stomach clench. “But your body remembers, doesn’t it? The way you responded to penetration there tells me some important things about how to bring out the best in you, here at Selecta Solutions.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out his words, but I couldn’t escape the note of evaluation in his voice.

“I’ll definitely be recommending the anal module for your training program,” he continued, making a note on his tablet. “We need to ensure Ryan has the benefit of a properly trained wife when he chooses to use you there. Your previous experience of sex in your bottom will actually make the training more efficient.”

“No,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “Please, you can’t tell him. He doesn’t know, and I don’t want⁠—”

“What you want is irrelevant,” Dr. Hamelin cut me off. “Your husband deserves to know what kind of woman he married. And more important, he deserves to have access to all of your body, properly prepared for his use.”

I heard Nurse Simmons moving around the room, opening cabinets and retrieving something. When she returned to Dr. Hamelin’s side, I saw her hand him a small white device that made my blood run cold.

“Now then,” Dr. Hamelin said, holding up the thing so I could see it clearly. “We’re going to conduct a thorough assessment of your arousal responses. I’m going to stimulate you with this vibrator until you tell me the one thing I’m most interested in hearing from you.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “What… what do you want me to say?”

His smile was cold and predatory. “I want you to beg me to fuck you, Heather. I want you to ask for exactly what your body is craving, what it’s been craving all along.”

“Never,” I gasped, trying to pull against the restraints. “I’ll never beg for that. I won’t.”

“Oh, but you will,” Dr. Hamelin said with complete certainty. “Your husband has given me explicit permission to use whatever methods I deem necessary. In fact, Ryan may very well be watching us right now through the monitoring system.”

The thought that Ryan might be seeing this, might be watching me spread open and helpless, sent a jolt of humiliation and arousal through me that I couldn’t suppress. My newly bare pussy felt impossibly exposed, and I could feel myself getting wetter despite my protests.

“He consented to let you be fucked as much as we decide you need to be fucked,” Dr. Hamelin continued, moving the vibrator closer to my exposed flesh. “So you see, Heather, this isn’t about what you want or don’t want. This is about accepting what you are.”

The vibrator touched my clit, and I cried out at the sudden sensation. It was gentle at first, almost teasing, but the effect was immediate and devastating.

“Oh… oh, God…” I whimpered. I struggled in the restraints, but the feeling of helplessness only made my hips buck, my pussy try to push against the delicious buzzing. “Oh, no.”


CHAPTER 7
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Ryan

I sat in my home office, staring at the Selecta Solutions portal on my laptop screen. The house felt impossibly quiet without Heather—no sound of her moving around upstairs, no background noise from the TV she always left on. Just silence and the weight of what I’d done.

The monitoring system dashboard showed a live feed indicator from the facility. My cursor hovered over the link. Mrs. Chen had mentioned I could observe Heather’s initial assessment if I chose to, that many husbands found it helpful to understand their wives’ true nature.

I clicked the link before I could second-guess myself.

The video feed opened to show a sterile medical examination room. My breath caught in my throat as I saw Heather on the examination table, naked and restrained, her legs spread wide in stirrups. A man in a white coat—Dr. Hamelin, according to the caption—was positioned between her legs, holding something that it took me a long moment to recognize, simply because it seemed so out of keeping with the clinical situation.

The low hum coming from that direction, easily perceptible over the excellent audio feed, made the device’s nature undeniable, though. It was a small vibrator. The doctor had begun to stimulate Heather’s pussy, which I now registered for the first time as having been shaved. My cock gave a leap along my thigh at the lewd sight of my wife’s private parts, bare and spread; the kind of view of her I’d always craved, but she’d always professed herself too modest to allow.

“Jesus,” I whispered, my hand moving instinctively to cover my mouth. This wasn’t what I’d expected. This wasn’t couples counseling or communication therapy. This was something else entirely.

I had absolutely no urge to look away, though. My rational mind had shrunk back a little, simply out of my instinctive regard for convention. The deeper, more authentic part of me—the part I’d been trying to suppress for months—was transfixed.

More, the essential rightness of Heather’s vulnerable, exposed position became more apparent to me by the second. Her lovely face had grown flushed with obvious arousal despite her clear distress at being revealed that way. I could even see the way her hips moved against the restraints, as if her shaven pussy were desperate for more.

“Tell me what you really want, Heather,” Dr. Hamelin’s voice came through the speakers, calm and authoritative. “Tell me what you think about in that shower every morning. Ask me to give it to you.”

My cock hardened further, until I had to shift in my chair, as I watched my wife struggle against the examination table. The sound she made when the vibrator touched her—a desperate, needy whimper—sent heat straight to my balls. I’d never heard her make that sound before, not in all our months of marriage.

“I don’t—” Heather’s voice was breathless, strained. “I don’t want anything.”

“Your body says otherwise,” Dr. Hamelin replied, and I watched him adjust the vibrator’s position. Heather’s back arched, a cry escaping her lips that was part protest, part pleasure.

I found myself leaning closer to the screen, my breath coming faster. A stray thought tried to work its way into my brain—that this was wrong, that I should stop watching, should call them and tell them to stop. But I didn’t move, didn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife being systematically broken in for my pleasure.

“Please,” Heather gasped, and I saw tears streaming down her face. “I can’t⁠—”

“You don’t think you can,” Dr. Hamelin said firmly. “But I know differently. Your husband wants to see who you really are, Heather. He deserves to know what kind of woman he married. And you deserve to enjoy the pleasure your body was made for.”
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Heather

I squeezed my eyes shut as tightly as I could, willing the whole scene into nonexistence. The vibrator’s insistent buzzing against my clit made it impossible to think straight. As my backside squirmed desperately, and I whimpered with helpless pleasure, I found my mind drifted back to my wedding night.

Ryan had been so gentle, so careful as he’d undressed me in the soft lamplight of our hotel room. His hands had trembled slightly as he’d traced the curves of my body, and when he’d looked into my eyes, I’d seen nothing but love and nervous anticipation.

“Have you… I mean, is this your first time?” he’d asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

It had been the perfect moment to tell him everything. About Chad, about the things I’d done, about the way my body craved rough treatment and degradation. But when I’d opened my mouth, looking at his sweet, earnest face, I’d chickened out completely.

“I’ve had sex before,” I’d said, my voice small and ashamed. “But it wasn’t… it wasn’t good. It didn’t mean anything.”

The relief in his eyes had been immediate, as if he’d been worried about hurting me or not knowing what to do. “I’ll make it good for you,” he’d promised, kissing me softly. “I’ll take care of you.”

And he had tried. God, he’d tried so hard to be gentle and kind as he’d made love to me that night. His touches had been reverent, worshipful, everything a new bride should want. But as he’d moved inside me with careful, measured strokes, I’d felt nothing but frustration building in my chest.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered now as Dr. Hamelin increased the vibrator’s intensity, the memory of that night mixing with the overwhelming sensations between my legs. I’d faked my orgasm that night, moaning and arching beneath Ryan the way I thought I should, but inside I’d been screaming for him to be rougher, to take me harder, to use me the way Chad had.

“Does that feel good, Heather?” Dr. Hamelin’s voice cut through my memories. “Your body is responding beautifully.”

I bit my lip and shook my head, trying to block out both his words and the helpless arousal building inside me. But the vibrator was relentless, and I could feel my resistance crumbling with each passing second.

On our wedding night, after Ryan had collapsed beside me with a satisfied sigh, I’d stared at the ceiling and wondered if this was what the rest of my life would be like. Gentle, loving sex that left me empty and wanting. I’d told myself I could learn to enjoy it, that I could train my body to respond to tenderness instead of domination.

But I’d been lying to myself, just like I’d been lying to Ryan. I’d wondered if maybe he was holding back, if he wanted to be more controlling with me, but was too polite to ask for that—let alone just to take it, the way Chad had done. But I’d decided I was just imagining it, projecting my own twisted desires onto my gentle husband.

I’d thought I would get used to it, that missionary position sex would eventually satisfy me. Since then we’d had sex once a week on Saturday night. I could tell Ryan definitely wanted more sex, at least in terms of quantity. I’d see the way he looked at me sometimes, the hunger in his eyes when I bent over to pick something up or when I came out of the shower. But I couldn’t bring myself to offer it, because that felt immodest, and I felt like when Ryan asked at other times, I should modestly pretend I didn’t want to.

The vibrator’s intensity increased, and I gasped as a memory from the previous month flooded back. Ryan had been getting my pussy ready for sex, his fingers gentle and careful as always, when he’d accidentally brushed against my anus. The sensation had been electric, sending shockwaves through my entire body, and I’d moaned before I could stop myself.

“Sorry,” he’d whispered, starting to pull his hand away.

“No, that’s off limits,” I’d said quickly, my face burning with shame and arousal. The words had tumbled out before I could think, because the touch had felt so good, so much like what Chad used to do to me. I’d had to shut it down before I begged him to do it again.

Ryan had looked confused and a little hurt, but he’d nodded and moved his hand away. “Of course. I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“It’s fine,” I’d lied, even as my body screamed for more. “Just… not there.”

Now, with the vibrator buzzing against my clit and my body on fire with need, I couldn’t hold back anymore. The memories, the sensations, the desperate ache between my legs—they all crashed together in a wave of overwhelming desire.

“Please,” I gasped, my hips bucking against the restraints. “Please, I need⁠—”

“What do you need, Heather?” Dr. Hamelin’s voice was steady, professional.

“I need you to fuck me.” The words tore from my throat in a desperate sob. “Please, I can’t take it anymore. I need your cock inside me. Please fuck me, please⁠—”

“No,” Dr. Hamelin said calmly, not even pausing in his ministrations with the vibrator. “That’s not what this is about.”

The rejection made searing heat flash into my cheeks. I’d finally broken, finally admitted what I truly wanted, and he was denying me. “But I begged,” I whimpered, tears streaming down my face. “I thought you said… I thought you said Ryan gave permission! I did what you wanted⁠—”

“Your husband did give permission for your trainers to fuck you, Heather,” he replied. “But that’s not what’s going to happen now. And this isn’t about what I want.”

I felt the vibrator’s position shift, and a fresh surge of sensation crashed over me. My body had begun to betray me completely, responding to his touch in ways that made me want to die of shame.

“This is about teaching you to understand yourself,” Dr. Hamelin continued, his voice maddeningly calm as I writhed against the restraints. “About helping you recognize what kind of girl you truly are, so you can be honest with your husband for the first time in your marriage.”

“I don’t understand,” I sobbed, my hips bucking desperately against the vibrator. The pleasure was building to an unbearable peak, and I could feel my orgasm approaching like a freight train. “What do you want from me?”

Dr. Hamelin didn’t answer me directly. Instead, he turned to Nurse Simmons and asked, “How are the biometric readings looking?”

“The perineal sensor I installed when I shaved her is working perfectly,” Nurse Simmons replied, consulting her tablet. “We’re getting excellent data on her arousal patterns.”

I tried to process what she’d said through the haze of sensation. “What… what perineal sensor?” I gasped, my voice barely coherent.

Then suddenly, a sharp beeping sound filled the room. Nurse Simmons looked up from her tablet with a knowing smile. “She’s about to climax,” she announced.

Before I could even register what was happening, Dr. Hamelin pulled the vibrator away from my clit. The sudden absence of stimulation left me gasping and writhing against the restraints, my body screaming for release that had been snatched away at the last possible second.

“No!” I cried out, my hips bucking desperately against nothing. “Please, I was so close…”

“I know exactly how close you were,” Dr. Hamelin said, setting the vibrator aside. “That’s the point of the sensor.”

My mind reeled as I tried to understand what he was telling me. “What sensor?” I demanded again, my voice cracking with desperation and confusion. “What did you do to me?”

Dr. Hamelin adjusted his glasses and looked at me with the same detached professionalism he might show a lab mouse. “The perineal sensor is a microscopic device we placed between your vagina and anus during your preparation. It allows us to monitor your arousal levels with perfect accuracy.”

The words hit me like ice water. They’d put something inside me. Some kind of device that could read my body’s responses, that could tell them exactly when I was about to come. The violation felt complete, total.

“We told you your body doesn’t lie, Heather,” Dr. Hamelin continued, pulling off his latex gloves. “And as we’ve also already told you, your arousal is organized around your need to submit to masculine domination. The sensor confirms what we already knew about your nature, but it also gives us a valuable, fine-grained way to help you learn to please your husband as you should.”

I stared at him in horror, my chest heaving as I tried to process what he was saying. “You can’t… you can’t just put things inside me without my consent⁠—”

“Your husband’s consent is all that’s required,” he replied matter-of-factly. “And he’s given us complete authority over your body and your training.”

Dr. Hamelin moved toward the door, and panic flooded through me. “Wait!” I called out. “You can’t just leave me like this! I need⁠—”

“You need to learn patience,” he said, pausing at the doorway. “I’ll see you soon, Heather. Your real training begins tomorrow, after you’ve settled in a little.”


CHAPTER 8
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Heather

Dr. Hamelin left the room. Nurse Simmons began to release me from the table.

“Wh-what happens now?” I asked, my breathing still ragged from the frustration of my denied orgasm.

“Now we get you settled into your room,” Nurse Simmons said, her voice taking on a gentler tone as she unfastened the restraints around my wrists. “You’ll have some time to rest before dinner.”

I sat up slowly, my legs shaking as I swung them over the side of the examination table. The absence of the vibrator left me feeling hollow and desperate, my body still humming with unfulfilled need. Between my legs, I thought I could feel the microscopic sensor they’d implanted, though I knew I must be imagining it.

“Can I… can I have my clothes back?” I asked, wrapping my arms around myself.

Nurse Simmons shook her head. “I’m afraid not. As I mentioned, wives in this facility remain naked unless clothing is required for specific training activities.”

The casual way she said it made my stomach drop. “But what about other people? What if someone sees me?”

“The only people you’ll encounter are staff members and other wives in the program,” she replied, helping me down from the table. “Everyone here understands that nudity is part of the process.”

Other wives. The phrase sent a chill through me. How many women like me were here? How many had been brought against their will, restrained and examined and fitted with sensors?

Nurse Simmons led me from the examination room back into the hallway. My bare feet were silent on the cold linoleum, and I felt hyperaware of every part of my exposed body. The air conditioning made my nipples harden, and with every step I could feel the sensitivity between my legs thanks to my pussy’s new bareness.

“Let me give you a tour of the facility,” the nurse said, guiding me down a different corridor. “It will help you understand what to expect during your stay.”

The first room we entered was a fully equipped gymnasium. Exercise bikes, treadmills, and weight machines filled the space, all looking modern and well-maintained. But what made me freeze in the doorway was the sight of another woman on one of the treadmills.

She was young, maybe my age, with dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. She wore nothing but a white sports bra, her bare legs pumping rhythmically as she ran. Her breasts bounced with each step, and I could see the flush of exertion on her face. She glanced over at us briefly, her eyes meeting mine with a look of resigned understanding before she turned back to her workout. I did everything I could not to look at her bare bottom as it moved lewdly with her exertion, but I couldn’t help seeing what looked distressingly like purple stripes across the mobile cheeks.

“Exercise is an important part of the program,” Nurse Simmons explained casually, as if the woman’s near-nudity was perfectly normal. “It helps maintain physical fitness and provides a healthy outlet for stress.”

I stared at the woman, my mind reeling. She looked so… normal. Like someone I might have gone to school with or worked beside at the mall. Yet here she was, practically naked, running on a treadmill in what was essentially a prison.

“Come along,” Nurse Simmons said, placing a gentle hand on my back.

The next room we entered made my blood run cold. It was set up like some kind of medieval torture chamber, but cleaner, more clinical. Padded benches of various heights and angles filled the space, along with what looked like wooden stocks and strange chair-like contraptions with built-in restraints.

“This is our training room,” Nurse Simmons announced, her voice maintaining that same professional tone. “Where wives learn proper discipline as well as submission techniques.”

At the far end of the room, I saw another woman. She was bent over a padded bench, her wrists and ankles secured with leather cuffs. A man in khakis and a black polo shirt stood behind her, holding what looked like a wooden paddle. As I watched in horror, he brought it down across her bare bottom with a sharp crack that echoed through the room.

The woman cried out, her body jerking against the restraints, but she didn’t try to escape. Instead, she seemed to push her hips back, presenting herself for the next blow.

“No,” I whispered, my hand flying to my mouth. “This is insane. You can’t just… you can’t do this to people.”

“She’s learning to accept correction gracefully,” Nurse Simmons explained, as if we were discussing a cooking class. “It’s an essential skill for any properly trained wife.”

The paddle fell again, and this time the woman’s moan sounded almost… grateful. My stomach churned with a mixture of revulsion and unwanted arousal.

“I think I’ve seen enough,” I said, backing toward the door.

“Just a bit more,” Nurse Simmons said, her hand guiding me firmly forward. “Understanding the full scope of the program will help you adjust more quickly.”

We passed through a set of double doors into a smaller, more intimate space. The lighting was softer here, warmer, and for a moment I almost felt relieved. Then I saw what occupied the center of the room.

A naked woman knelt prostrate on a thick cushion atop a table, her head bent submissively to the table’s surface and her bare backside raised. A man, dressed in the same polo shirt and khakis uniform as the trainer in the previous room, stood behind her. She cried out as his cock, protruding from his fly, moved forcefully in and out of her anus. My face burned with recognition. I’d cried out that same way countless times with Chad, learning to take him deep in my bottom while he praised me for being such a good little ass girl.

“This is the intimacy room, where wives learn sexual submission,” Nurse Simmons explained matter-of-factly. “They’re fundamental skills that many women need to develop or refine.”

The woman’s submission seemed flawless—I could see her back arch further as she took him deeper, her bottom pushing out obediently for the rigid shaft’s brutal invasion. The man’s hands encircled her hips, guiding her movements with the same casual authority I remembered so well.

“I can’t watch this,” I whispered, turning away. But even as I spoke, I could feel moisture gathering between my legs, my body responding to the familiar scene despite my horror.

“Come now,” Nurse Simmons said, leading me toward a final door. “Just one more room, and then we’ll get you settled.”

The dining area was mercifully normal—just tables and chairs, like any cafeteria. But the nurse made certain I couldn’t feel anything comforting about the apparent refuge from humiliation.

“Wives eat in the nude, of course,” she told me. “Meals are served at set times. Breakfast at seven, lunch at noon, dinner at six. The schedule helps maintain structure and routine.”

We left the dining room and walked down another corridor lined with doors. “These are the dormitory rooms,” she said, stopping at one marked with the number seven. “This will be yours. We have room for ten wives at a time, but right now there are only four, including you.”

The room was small, but comfortable—a single bed with clean white linens, a small desk, and a view screen mounted on the wall. Everything was spotless and institutional, but not unpleasant.

“You’ll find an orientation video queued up on the view screen,” Nurse Simmons said, gesturing toward the screen. “I recommend watching it before dinner. It will help you understand what’s expected of you here.”

She paused at the door, her expression softening slightly. “I know this is difficult, Heather. But if you allow yourself to be open to the process, you might find it’s exactly what you need.”

Then she was gone, leaving me alone in the sterile little room. I sat on the edge of the bed, my legs pressed tightly together, trying to process everything I’d seen. The images from the training room and the intimacy room kept flashing through my mind—the woman taking the paddle so obediently, the other woman being fucked in the ass while she moaned with what had sounded like pleasure. The way my body had responded to those sights terrified me almost as much as the sights themselves.

Four women, Nurse Simmons had said. Including me. Four women who had been brought here against their will, stripped naked, and subjected to… training. The word felt dirty in my mind, dehumanizing.

I looked around the small room that would be my prison for I had no idea how long. The bed was narrow, but looked comfortable enough. The desk held nothing but a small lamp and a clock. The view screen stared at me from the wall, dark and waiting.

My reflection caught my eye in the black screen, and I flinched. I looked so small sitting there naked, my auburn hair falling around my shoulders, my newly bare pussy visible between my pressed-together thighs. I looked like a child, vulnerable and exposed. Was that intentional? Was that how they wanted me to feel?

I thought about Ryan, probably back home in our kitchen, wondering if he’d made the right choice. Had he watched my examination? The thought made my stomach clench with humiliation and a heat I didn’t want to admit even to myself. What had he thought when he saw me break down and beg Dr. Hamelin to fuck me?

The memory of my own desperate pleading made me want to crawl under the bed and hide. I’d held out for so long, fought so hard against the sensations, and then I’d just… shattered. Begged like a whore for a stranger’s cock while my husband potentially watched through a camera feed.

My hand drifted toward my center almost unconsciously, my body still aching from the denied orgasm. I caught myself and jerked my hand away. They had that sensor inside me now. They could probably monitor everything I did, every response my body had. There was no privacy, no relief, no escape from their observation.

The orientation video. Nurse Simmons had said I should watch it before dinner. I glanced at the small digital clock on the desk—4:30 p.m. Maybe understanding what they planned to do to me would help me figure out how to survive this.

I walked to the view screen and pressed the power button. The device hummed to life, and text appeared on the screen: Orientation Video—Mandatory Viewing for All New Wives.

I pressed play and settled back on the bed, pulling my knees to my chest in a futile attempt at modesty.

The video began with a stark warning that made my hand freeze halfway to my face: “Warning: Do not masturbate while viewing this material. Any self-stimulation will be detected and result in immediate disciplinary action.”

The warning itself sent an unwelcome pulse of heat through my body. My hand, which had started unconsciously moving toward my thighs again, jerked away as if burned. The fact that they felt the need to warn against touching myself made it clear they expected the video to be arousing. That realization alone made my newly bare pussy clench with unwanted anticipation.

The screen faded to black, then opened on what looked like a hotel room. Soft lighting, a king-sized bed with white linens, rose petals scattered on the coverlet. A wedding night scene.

“Meet Alice and Bob,” a calm female narrator’s voice explained as a young couple appeared on screen. “They’ve just been married and are about to consummate their union.”

I watched as the couple kissed tentatively, their movements awkward and uncertain. Alice was a pretty brunette who looked about my age, while Bob was tall and broad-shouldered with kind eyes. They reminded me painfully of Ryan and me on our wedding night.

“Like many couples,” the narrator continued, “Alice and Bob struggle with communication about their intimate needs.”

The scene played out exactly as my own wedding night had. Bob’s gentle touches, Alice’s passive responses, the careful, loving way he entered her as she lay with her legs spread. Chad had made me watch real porn with him, so it all seemed pretty tame to me. I could see the frustration in Alice’s eyes, the way she bit her lip as if holding back words. Bob’s muscular butt moved up and down as he supported himself on his hands, looking into Alice’s eyes. A little growl in Bob’s throat made me wonder whether he was holding himself back. Finally he finished with a satisfied sigh, completely unaware that his new wife lay beneath him unsatisfied and yearning.

“Neither Alice nor Bob is getting what they truly need,” the narrator explained. “Alice craves dominance and control, while Bob has natural dominant instincts he’s been taught to suppress. Their marriage will suffer unless they learn to communicate honestly about their desires.”

The scene faded, and I found myself leaning forward despite my revulsion. The accuracy was unsettling. How many couples went through this exact scenario?

“Now meet Charlie and Dora,” the narrator said as a new couple appeared on screen. “They face the same challenges, but watch how differently their wedding night unfolds.”

This couple looked similar to the first, but there was something different in their body language. Charlie stood straighter, his jaw set with determination. Dora’s eyes held a spark of defiance that made my stomach flutter with recognition.

“Dora,” Charlie said, his voice firm. “You’re going to kneel and suck my cock now.”


CHAPTER 9
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Heather

The blunt command, even from this fictional character, made me gasp. Dora’s reaction was immediate—she shook her head, backing away from her new husband.

“No,” she said, but I could see the flush creeping up her neck, the way her nipples hardened beneath her silk nightgown. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

Charlie’s response was swift and decisive. In one smooth motion, he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled his struggling wife across his lap. The sound of his hand connecting with her silk-covered bottom echoed through my small room.

My own hand started to move down my thigh again before I caught myself and jerked it away. The sensor. They were watching everything, monitoring every response. But I couldn’t look away from the screen as Charlie’s hand fell again and again across Dora’s bottom.

“This is what happens to wives who don’t obey their husbands,” Charlie said, his voice calm and authoritative as Dora squirmed across his lap. “You can make this easy or difficult, but you will learn to submit.”

The silk nightgown rode up with each spank, revealing more of Dora’s reddening flesh. Her struggles grew weaker, more halfhearted, until she was simply lying across his lap accepting the discipline. When Charlie finally stopped, she was crying softly.

“Now,” he said, helping her to her feet. “Are you ready to be a good wife?”

Dora nodded, her eyes downcast. Without further protest, she sank to her knees between his legs and began to unfasten his pants. The camera angle shifted to show her face as she took his rigid penis into her mouth, and I could see the transformation there. The defiance was gone, replaced by something that looked almost like gratitude.

“Much better,” Charlie murmured, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her movements. “This is what you needed all along, isn’t it?” Soon he had both hands on her head, the way Chad had liked to do with me when he had taught me to pleasure him. Charlie began thrusting up from his chair, using Dora’s mouth as a receptacle for his enjoyment.

Charlie’s movements became more forceful, his grip tightening in Dora’s hair as he thrust deeper into her mouth. “You’re so good at this,” he said, his voice thick with pleasure. “Too good. You’ve done this before, haven’t you?”

He pulled her head up roughly, forcing her to look directly into his eyes. Dora’s lips were swollen, her makeup smeared, and I could see the fear in her expression as she realized what he was asking.

“I… I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I should have told you. I had a boyfriend before we met. He made me… he made me suck his cock. And he took me in my ass.” The words tumbled out in a rush, as if she couldn’t bear to hold them back any longer.

I held my breath, waiting for Charlie’s anger, for the punishment that would surely follow such a confession. But instead, his face broke into a satisfied smile.

“Good,” he said, stroking her tearstained cheek. “I’m glad you’re already trained. It means you can please me properly from the very beginning.”

Without another word, he guided her mouth back to his cock, and Dora accepted it eagerly now, her technique even more skilled than before. Charlie’s hands returned to her head, controlling her movements as he used her mouth for his pleasure.

“Excellent communication, Dora,” the narrator praised as Charlie’s movements became more urgent. “And notice how Charlie responds to his wife’s honesty with forgiveness rather than punishment. This is the foundation of a healthy New Modesty marriage.”

Charlie pulled Dora to her feet and guided her to the bed, positioning her on her hands and knees. “You’re going to take all of me now,” he said, his voice thick with authority. “Every inch, just like you did for him.”

I watched, transfixed, as Charlie entered Dora from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he set a punishing rhythm. Her cries of pleasure filled the room, and I could see the complete surrender in her posture, the way she pushed back against him eagerly.

“That’s my good girl,” Charlie growled, one hand tangling in her hair to pull her head back. “This is what you were made for, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Dora gasped, her voice broken with pleasure. “Yes, I need this. I need you to use me.”

The camera captured every detail as Charlie withdrew and repositioned himself, pressing against the tiny button of his bride’s anus. “And now I’m going to take what’s mine,” he announced, pushing slowly into her bottom as she cried out.

“Notice how completely Dora submits to her husband’s authority,” the narrator continued as Charlie established a steady rhythm. “Her previous experience allows her to accept this intimate act without resistance, providing Charlie with complete access to her body.”

The scene was raw, primal, and devastatingly arousing. Charlie’s dominance was absolute as he claimed every part of his wife, and Dora’s responses showed pure ecstasy. This was what I had craved with Ryan, what my body had been screaming for during all those gentle, loving encounters.

“Ask yourself,” the narrator said as the couple reached their climax together, “is your situation similar to Dora’s? Do you have secrets that prevent true intimacy with your husband? Are you denying him—and yourself—the pleasure you both deserve?”

A sharp alarm suddenly pierced the air of my room, making me jump. It took me a moment to realize what had happened—my hand was between my legs, my fingers working frantically against my clit. I hadn’t even been aware of moving, so absorbed had I been in the scene playing out before me.

“No,” I whispered, snatching my hand away as if burned. But it was too late. The sensor had detected everything.

The door to my room burst open, and a huge man I didn’t recognize strode in, dressed in the khakis and black polo I’d seen the trainers in the facility wearing.

The man was tall and powerfully built, with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing brown eyes that seemed to see right through me. His presence filled the small room completely, making me feel even smaller and more vulnerable than before.

“I’m Master Paul,” he said simply, his voice carrying an authority that made my stomach clench. “And you’ve just earned yourself a punishment.”

Before I could react, he strode to the bed and sat down beside me. His hands were on my shoulders, pulling me across his lap with an efficiency that spoke of long practice. I found myself draped over his muscular thighs, my bare bottom elevated and exposed.

“No!” I cried out, trying to twist away from him. “Let me go! I didn’t mean to⁠—”

But my struggles were useless against his strength. Where Ryan had been hesitant, uncertain, Master Paul was completely confident. His left arm wrapped around my waist, holding me firmly in place while his right hand rested on my upturned bottom. There was no negotiation, no gentleness, no apology. Just absolute control.

“Your pussy belongs to your husband,” he said calmly, his hand beginning to rub my backside in slow circles. “From now on, you’re not permitted to touch it without permission. Do you understand?”

I continued to struggle, but as his hand moved across my heated flesh, I felt a treacherous sense of relief flood through me. This was what I had needed from Ryan—not hesitation and guilt, but firm, decisive action. Master Paul wasn’t asking if this was okay or apologizing for what he was about to do. He was simply doing it.

“I said, do you understand?” His voice carried a warning that made my pussy clench despite my fear.

“Yes,” I whispered, my struggles becoming more halfhearted as arousal began to course through my body.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Master Paul.”

“Good.” His hand lifted from my bottom, and I braced myself for the first blow. When it came, it was hard and sharp, nothing like Ryan’s tentative swats. The sound echoed through the room, and I cried out at the immediate sting.

“You were warned not to touch yourself,” Master Paul continued, his hand falling again across my other cheek. “But you couldn’t help yourself, could you? You’re so desperate for stimulation that you disobeyed within hours of arriving here.”

I squirmed across his lap, my movements becoming more frantic as the spanking continued. But each struggle only seemed to send fresh waves of arousal through my body, making my pussy grow wetter despite the pain blooming across my backside.

“I can tell you’re getting turned on,” Master Paul observed, his hand pausing mid-stroke. “Your body is responding exactly as it should. But you’re being punished, and I’m going to spank this horniness right out of you.”

His hand resumed its relentless rhythm, each blow harder than the last. The spanking continued without pause, the huge, strong hand falling with mechanical precision across my burning flesh. I couldn’t stop the thought from bubbling up in my fevered brain: unlike Ryan, this man knew how to punish a naughty girl properly. No leniency, no stopping to ask if I was okay. Just the steady rhythm of punishment that my body craved even as my mind recoiled from it.

“Your husband tried to be gentle with you,” Master Paul said, his voice calm and measured as his palm connected forcefully with my sit spot. “He thought kindness would be enough. But you need firm boundaries, don’t you, Heather?”

I twisted desperately across his lap, my movements becoming more frantic with each stinging blow. But the struggling only made everything worse—or better, depending on how I looked at it. Every writhe and buck sent jolts of electricity straight to my core, my body interpreting the helplessness as arousal rather than distress.

“Stop fighting and answer me,” he commanded, his hand pausing just long enough to rub the heated flesh he’d been punishing. The gentle touch after the harsh spanking made me whimper with need.

“I don’t know,” I gasped, my voice breaking as I tried to process the conflicting sensations. “I don’t know what I need.”

“Liar.” The word was delivered with another sharp slap that made me cry out. “Your body knows exactly what it needs. Look how wet you’re getting from this.”

The humiliation of his observation made me struggle even harder, but Master Paul’s grip was unrelenting. His left arm tightened around my waist, pulling me more firmly against his thighs while his right hand continued its work. Every movement I made seemed to press my aching pussy against his leg, sending shameful pleasure through me.

“That’s it,” he murmured, and I could hear the satisfaction in his voice. “Fight all you want. It just proves my point.”

He was right, and we both knew it. The more I struggled, the more aroused I became. My body was betraying me completely, turning what should have been punishment into the most intense sexual experience I’d had since Chad. The realization made me sob with frustration and need.

“Please,” I whimpered, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for anymore. “Please, I can’t⁠—”

“What you think you can or can’t take is irrelevant.” His hand fell again, targeting the tender crease where my bottom met my thighs. “You’re going to learn to accept your husband’s authority. You’re going to learn to ask permission before touching what belongs to him.”

The spanking intensified, each blow landing on spots that made me scream.

“I could look at the data from your perineal sensor if I wanted,” Master Paul said, his voice taking on a conversational tone even as his hand continued its relentless work. “See exactly how your body is responding to this. But I like to do things the old-fashioned way.”

He said nothing more, just delivered blow after blow to my burning flesh with mechanical precision. The silence was somehow worse than his lecturing had been—just the sound of his palm connecting with my skin, my ragged breathing, and the occasional whimper that escaped my lips.

The pain built steadily, each slap landing on increasingly tender flesh. My struggles became more desperate, more frantic, as the arousal that had been building began to ebb under the relentless assault. The pleasure I’d been deriving from the helplessness started to fade, replaced by genuine distress as the spanking went on and on.

“Please!” I finally screamed, my voice cracking with desperation. “Please stop! I can’t take any more!”

But Master Paul didn’t stop. His hand fell five more times, each blow harder than the last, until I felt like all the heat and arousal had been spanked right out of me. The pain was overwhelming now, drowning out everything else. My body went limp across his lap, all fight leaving me as I sobbed into the bedsheets.

Only then did he stop.

“I want you to pay close attention to your body’s needs now,” he said, his voice gentle, but commanding. “This is a very important moment for you.”

His hand settled on my burning bottom, and the instant he began to rub the abused flesh gently, everything changed. My pussy clenched hard, and I felt myself gush with arousal so intense it made me gasp. The tender touch after the harsh punishment sent shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body, more powerful than anything I’d experienced with Ryan.

“There it is,” Master Paul murmured, his hand continuing its gentle ministrations. “Your body does know exactly what it needs, doesn’t it?”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. The contrast between the pain and the gentle touch had awakened something primal in me, something that responded to his authority with desperate hunger.

“If you tell me that your pussy belongs to Ryan and you’re sorry for playing with it without permission,” he said, his voice taking on a hypnotic quality, “I’ll reward you on Ryan’s behalf.”

For a moment, I tried to resist. Some part of me wanted to maintain dignity, to refuse to give him what he wanted. But the need coursing through my body was too strong, too overwhelming to deny.

“My pussy belongs to Ryan,” I sobbed out, the words torn from my throat. “I’m sorry for playing with it without permission. I’m so sorry.”


CHAPTER 10
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Ryan

“Good girl,” Master Paul said, his voice warm with approval. “Now let me give you what you need.”

I watched from my home office as Paul’s hand moved between Heather’s legs, his fingers finding her thrillingly bare, glistening flesh with an ease that brought a flash of jealousy to my chest. Thanks to the excellent resolution of the video feed, I could see how wet she was, how her hips immediately began to move against his touch with desperate hunger.

I could also see the bright red color of her squirming bottom. I had learned a lot from the forceful spanking the trainer had given Heather, and the way my wife had responded to it. One thing had struck me like a lightning bolt. When she had seemed to understand that Paul would punish her to his satisfaction—that she had no way of escaping the consequences of touching herself without permission—Heather had seemed to give in and to accept her correction… maybe even to learn her lesson.

Then, the moment Paul had touched her gently, my modest wife had seemed to become the kind of needy little slut I had always hoped she might be, deep down.

“That’s it,” Paul murmured, his fingers working with evident skill. “Show your husband what you really need.”

My own hand had found my rigid cock almost without conscious thought, stroking slowly as I watched my wife writhe across this stranger’s lap. The Selecta Solutions Orientation Materials for Husbands had been clear about this part of the process—husbands were encouraged to observe their wives’ training, to understand their true nature. You’ll learn more about your wife in one session than you did in months of marriage, the handbook had promised. If you feel comfortable doing so, we encourage you to masturbate as you watch. Many men find it helpful as a step toward developing their naturally dominant arousal cycle toward a more expressive relationship with their submissive wives.

They’d been right. I’d never seen Heather respond like this to anything I’d done to her. Her back arched as she ground herself against Paul’s hand, her mouth open in desperate pants. This was the woman I’d actually married, the one who’d been hiding behind gentle smiles and modest protests.

“Please,” she gasped, her hips moving frantically now. “Please, I need⁠—”

A sharp beep cut through the audio feed, and I saw Paul reach into his pocket with his free hand. “That’s the feed from your sensor,” he told her calmly. “The alarm means you’re about to come.”

A second later, Heather exploded. Her entire body convulsed as she screamed, her pussy clenching visibly around Paul’s fingers, her sweet pink bottom squirming lewdly in her ecstasy. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, endless thrills that made her shake and sob with relief.

The sound hit me hard. In all our months of marriage, I’d never heard Heather make that sound. Never seen her body respond with such raw, uncontrolled need. The quiet moans she’d given me, the gentle gasps and sighs I’d thought were satisfaction—they’d all been lies.

She’d been faking it. Every single time.

My hand moved faster on my cock as the realization sank in. My beautiful, modest wife had been performing for me, pretending to enjoy my gentle lovemaking while her body screamed for something rougher, more demanding. Something I’d been too kind to give her.

“There’s my good girl,” Paul said, his voice filled with satisfaction as Heather’s orgasm finally subsided. “That’s what you needed all along, isn’t it?”

The shame and relief on her face told me everything I needed to know. This wasn’t abuse or coercion—this was revelation. Paul had given her what her body craved, what I’d been too hesitant to provide.

I pumped my cock faster, thinking about all the times I’d held back, all the moments when I’d wanted to be rougher but had convinced myself she was too delicate, too pure. The way she’d said ‘that’s off limits’ when I’d accidentally touched her ass—now I understood. She hadn’t been protecting her modesty. She’d been protecting her secret.

Dr. Hamelin had been right. The examination had revealed that Heather had been fucked in the ass before, probably by whoever she’d been with before me. The man she’d dismissed as ‘not good’ and ‘didn’t mean anything.’

Bullshit. He’d trained her body to crave exactly what I’d been denying her.

No more.

I watched Paul help Heather to her feet, her legs shaking from the intensity of her orgasm. She was completely transformed—her modest facade stripped away to reveal the desperate, needy woman underneath. This was who she really was. This was what she’d been hiding from me.

When she came home, things would be different. No more gentle requests. No more asking permission to touch my own wife. No more letting her dictate what was ‘off limits’ in our marriage bed.

She’d spread her legs for me whenever I wanted. She’d kneel and suck my cock when I told her to. And yes—she’d bend over and take my dick in her ass, the way she’d done for her previous lover. The way her body was clearly designed to do.

The image hit me like lightning—Heather on her hands and knees on our bed, her face pressed into the pillows while I pushed into her tight little asshole for the first time. The way she’d cry out, not with pain, but with relief at finally being used properly. The way she’d push back against me, begging for more.

“Please fuck my ass harder, sir,” she’d whisper, just like she had in the shower fantasies they’d recorded. “Please use me like the slut I am.”

My hand moved rapidly on my cock as the fantasy consumed me. I grabbed some tissues with my other hand; I had no qualms about coming as I thought about the way I would dominate my bride from this point on. I’d make her admit everything—every lie she’d told, every fake orgasm, every secret she’d kept. I’d spank her ass red and then fuck it until she screamed. I’d show her what real discipline felt like, what real authority looked like.

The orgasm hit me with devastating force, my cock pulsing as I came harder than I had in months. Rope after rope of semen shot into the tissues.

When it was over, I sat there breathing hard, my laptop screen showing Heather being guided along a corridor, maybe to the cafeteria. The woman on that screen wasn’t the modest wife I’d married. She was a sexual creature who needed to be controlled, dominated, used.

And I was going to be the man to do it.
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Heather

Master Paul guided me down the corridor, his hand firm on my shoulder as my legs still trembled from the intensity of what had just happened. The aftershocks of my orgasm were still coursing through me, making every step feel unsteady. I could feel the heat radiating from my freshly spanked bottom, and the way my bare feet moved silently on the cold linoleum seemed to emphasize just how exposed and vulnerable I was.

“That was an important lesson,” Master Paul said, his voice carrying that same calm authority that had broken through my defenses so completely. “Your body doesn’t lie, Heather. It tells us exactly what you need, even when your mind fights against it.”

I wanted to argue against this umpteenth repetition of what was apparently their favorite piece of folk wisdom. I wanted to maintain some shred of dignity, but the words wouldn’t come. The truth was too devastating to deny. The way I’d responded to his dominance, the way my body had exploded under his touch after he’d spanked the arousal right out of me and then built it back up again—it had been more intense than anything I’d ever experienced with Ryan. More honest than anything I’d felt since Chad.

“The other wives will be gathering for dinner,” he continued, guiding me toward the dining area I’d seen during my tour. “You’ll meet them properly now. They’ll help you understand what this place is really about.”

The dining room looked exactly as sterile and institutional as it had earlier, but now there were other women seated at one of the two tables. Three of them, all completely naked like me, their conversations stopping as Master Paul led me inside. I felt my face burn with shame as their eyes took in my appearance—my tearstained cheeks, my swollen lips, the obvious signs of recent discipline written across my body.

“Ladies,” Master Paul announced, his voice carrying easily across the room. “This is Heather. She’s just beginning her program with us.”

The women’s expressions were a mixture of sympathy and recognition. They’d all been where I was now—stripped naked, broken down, forced to confront truths about themselves they’d tried to hide. The understanding in their eyes was almost worse than judgment would have been.

“Heather,” Master Paul said, his hand moving to the small of my back in a gesture that was both protective and possessive. “I’d like you to meet your fellow wives.”

I recognized the woman on the left immediately—she was the one I’d seen on the treadmill earlier, her dark hair still pulled back in that same ponytail. Her athletic build was more apparent now without even the sports bra, and I caught a glimpse of the end of the purple stripes across her bottom even with her seated. She looked up at me with eyes that held both defiance and resignation.

“I’m Joann,” she said simply, her voice carrying a slight edge. “Welcome to paradise.”

The woman next to her made my stomach lurch with recognition. Long black hair, striking features, athletic build—she was the one I’d seen in the intimacy room, the one who’d been taking the trainer’s cock in her ass while moaning with what had sounded like helpless, genuine pleasure. I couldn’t meet her eyes, my face burning with the memory of witnessing her complete submission.

“I’m Lisa,” she said, her voice warmer than Joann’s. She studied my face with knowing eyes, then glanced down at my backside. “Looks like you’ve had quite an introduction to Master Paul’s methods.”

The third woman was softer looking, with neatly styled brown curls and warm hazel eyes that radiated sympathy. “I’m Elizabeth,” she said gently. “Here, let me get you something to sit on.”

But it was Lisa who stood first, moving to a cabinet near the wall and retrieving a small cushion. “Trust me,” she said, returning with it, “you’ll want this for tonight, and probably breakfast tomorrow too.”

I could barely look at any of them directly. The nudity was overwhelming—seeing these women completely exposed, their breasts and bare pussies on display as casually as if we were having coffee in street clothes. But it was worst with Lisa. Every time I glanced at her, I saw flashes of that intimate scene, the way she’d pushed back against the trainer, the sounds she’d made.

“It gets a little easier,” Elizabeth said softly, as if reading my thoughts. “The… exposure. You learn to adjust.”

Joann snorted. “It doesn’t get much easier. You just get used to feeling like a zoo animal.”

Master Paul squeezed my shoulder. “I’ll leave you ladies to get acquainted. Heather, remember what we discussed about permission.” With that, he turned and left the dining room, leaving me alone with the three women.

I settled gingerly onto the cushion Lisa had provided, wincing as my tender bottom made contact even with the soft padding. The relief was immediate, though, and I found myself genuinely grateful for the kindness.

“Thank you,” I whispered to Lisa, still unable to meet her eyes fully.

Dinner was served by staff members who moved efficiently between the table and the kitchen, placing identical plates in front of each of us. The food was surprisingly good—chicken Caesar salad with crispy romaine and perfectly seasoned dressing, followed by a small but decadent brownie sundae for dessert. It wasn’t gourmet, but it satisfied me and even took my mind off my sore backside.

As we ate, the conversation gradually turned to how we’d each ended up here. It started when Joann mentioned her husband’s ‘complete transformation’ after talking to the NMA counselor.

“One day he’s asking me politely if I’d like to try a different position,” she said, stabbing at her salad with unnecessary force. “The next day I’m being dragged out of my house by some corporate goon squad because apparently I have ‘anger management issues’ that require specialized training.”

“Come on, Joann,” Elizabeth said. “Don’t gaslight the new girl.” She turned to me. “Joann isn’t telling you that she broke two lamps when her husband tried to persuade her to calm down.”

Joann laughed. “Fu—” she started, then looked nervously around, and started again. “I mean, fully justified, but maybe not the best approach to marital harmony. On the other hand, Jake was being an… I mean, a jerk.” She gave me a wry look. “One thing they’ve managed to get me to reconsider, here, is my foul mouth.”


CHAPTER 11
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Heather

Lisa nodded. “Don’t drop any f-bombs, Heather,” she told me. “Or it’s not just your trainer’s hand you’re going to get on your bare butt. They use the cane for unladylike behavior like swearing.”

She smiled ruefully at the wide-eyed look I gave her, then continued, “Anyway, my husband David went through the same thing as Joann’s. He’d been so gentle, so careful with me for the first year of our marriage. I mean, it wasn’t exactly what I wanted, but I didn’t mind. I honestly thought I could live with it, and I didn’t think my… well, my attitude was related. Then suddenly David’s filling out forms giving strangers permission to…” She glanced at me, her cheeks coloring slightly. “Well, what they do here.”

I swallowed hard and looked down at my food. The urge to confess that I had seen Lisa’s trainer fucking her ass, to say it just to see how it would sound and what Lisa and the other wives would do, rose so high that I had to bite my lower lip.

Elizabeth spoke more quietly. “Thomas says I’m too anxious, too afraid of disappointing him—especially, you know, in bed. He… I guess he thinks if I learn to be more confident in my… wifely duties… it will help our marriage.” She looked down at her hands. “Maybe he’s right… but it’s, you know, so embarrassing.” She raised her eyes and looked around the table. “It helps that we’re not alone, though, right?”

They all turned to me then, their expressions expectant, but not unkind. I felt my throat tighten as I tried to figure out how to explain what had happened without revealing everything.

“Ryan… my husband… he found out I’d been lying to him,” I began, my voice barely above a whisper. “About small things at first. Then I crashed our car while I was texting, and I lied about that too. I told him I’d swerved to avoid a child, but the car’s data system showed I was looking at my phone.”

I paused, taking a shaky breath. “He tried to discipline me at home, but I… I ran away. I told him I wanted to leave him, leave the town. So he called for help.”

“What kind of lies did you tell?” Lisa asked gently.

My face burned. “Just… household things. Not cleaning properly, not doing laundry when I said I would. Avoiding…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Avoiding sex with him,” Elizabeth supplied softly, her eyes full of understanding.

I nodded miserably. “He knew. Somehow he knew I was… that I was touching myself in the shower every morning because I couldn’t… because he was too gentle and I needed…” I couldn’t continue.

Joann leaned forward. “Needed what?”

But I shook my head frantically. I couldn’t tell them about Chad. Couldn’t admit that I’d been trained by another man to crave rough treatment, degradation, anal sex. That I’d spent a year being used like a whore and loving every second of it. That Ryan’s gentle lovemaking left me empty because I’d already been ruined by someone who’d seen me as nothing more than a collection of holes for his pleasure.

“I can’t,” I whispered. “I can’t talk about it.”

Elizabeth studied my face with those warm, perceptive eyes, and I had the uncomfortable feeling she could see right through me.

“There’s something else,” she said softly. “Something you’re not telling us. Something from before your marriage.”

My stomach dropped. How could she know? Was it that obvious? I pressed my lips together, shaking my head frantically.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I lied, but my voice cracked on the words.

Lisa reached across the table and touched my hand gently. “Heather, we’ve all been where you are. We’ve all had secrets we thought we could never tell anyone. But keeping them locked up inside… it only makes everything worse.”

“What kind of secrets?” I asked, desperate to deflect attention from myself.

Joann and Elizabeth exchanged a look. Then Joann sighed. “I used to… well, let’s just say I had some experiences in college that would make Jake’s head spin. Things I told myself didn’t matter because they were ‘just experimentation.’”

“And I…” Elizabeth’s cheeks flushed pink. “I had a relationship before Thomas. Someone who was… very different from my husband. Very demanding. I thought I hated it, but my body…” She trailed off, looking down at her hands.

Lisa nodded. “My David has no idea about Marcus. About the things Marcus made me do, the way he trained me to…” She glanced at me meaningfully. “Well, let’s just say David’s gentle approach wasn’t exactly what my body was used to.”

I felt tears prick at my eyes. They were all describing variations of my own situation—women who’d been with dominant men before their marriages, who’d learned to crave things their gentle husbands couldn’t provide. But I still couldn’t bring myself to speak.

“The thing is,” Lisa continued, “keeping those secrets made everything worse. The guilt, the shame, the way we kept pulling away from our husbands because we were afraid of what they might discover about us. But here…” She gestured around the sterile dining room. “Here they’re going to find out anyway. They’re going to break you down until you tell them everything.”

“It’s actually a relief,” Elizabeth added quietly. “Once you stop fighting it, once you accept that they’re going to know everything anyway… it’s like a weight lifting off your shoulders.”

I shook my head, panic rising in my chest. “You don’t understand. What I did… it wasn’t just experimentation. It was…” I couldn’t say it. Couldn’t admit that I’d spent a year being used like a piece of meat and loving every degrading moment of it.
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That night we all watched a movie together in the cozy little lounge off the cafeteria. The movie was Pride and Prejudice—the same one I’d watched just days ago at home, though it felt like a lifetime had passed since then. We settled onto the couches in our nakedness, and I found myself curled up next to Elizabeth, grateful for her gentle presence. The familiar story played out on the screen, but I could barely focus on Elizabeth Bennet’s struggles with Mr. Darcy. All I could think about was how simple her life seemed in comparison to mine.

When Elizabeth finally accepted Darcy’s second proposal, I felt tears prick at my eyes. Their love story was so straightforward—initial misunderstanding, gradual recognition of true character, and then happiness. No secrets, no shame, no hidden desires that made her body crave things her mind couldn’t accept.

I wished desperately that my relationship with Ryan could be that simple. That I could just be the modest, pure wife he’d married without all this darkness lurking beneath the surface. But as I sat there naked among these other submissive women, I knew that dream was over. Whatever happened next, Ryan would learn the truth about what I really was.

After the movie ended, we were escorted back to our rooms by staff members. The hallway felt endless as I walked on bare feet, my bottom still tender from Master Paul’s earlier discipline. When I reached my door, I hesitated, dreading the loneliness of that little space.

“It gets easier,” Elizabeth whispered as she passed me on the way to her own room. “The first night was definitely the hardest for me.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice, and stepped inside. The door closed behind me with a soft click, and I was alone again with my thoughts and my shame. I had barely settled onto the narrow bed when I heard footsteps in the hallway outside my door. My heart began to race as they stopped directly outside my room. A moment later, the door opened without a knock, and Master Paul stepped inside carrying what looked like leather restraints.

“Turn over,” he said simply, his voice carrying that same calm authority that had broken through my defenses earlier. “On your side, facing the wall.”

I stared at the restraints in his hands, my heart hammering against my ribs. “What are those for?”

“You touched yourself without permission today,” he replied matter-of-factly, moving toward the bed. “That means you’ve lost the privilege of having your hands free while you sleep.”

“But I won’t do it again,” I protested, even as my body began to respond to his commanding presence. “I learned my lesson. You don’t need to⁠—”

“Turn over, Heather.” His voice cut through my protests with quiet finality. “On your side, facing the wall.”

The tone was so stern that I found myself obeying before I could think, rolling onto my side and pressing my face toward the cold white wall. The position made me feel incredibly vulnerable, my bare bottom exposed to his view, my breasts pressed against the mattress.

I felt the bed dip as Master Paul sat down behind me, his large hands grasping my wrists with gentle but implacable strength. The leather restraints were surprisingly soft against my skin, but I could feel their strength as he secured them around my wrists and then attached them to a fixture mounted on the wall in front of me.

“There,” he said, his voice satisfied as he tested the bonds. “That should keep those wandering hands where they belong.”

I tugged experimentally at the restraints, finding them completely secure. My arms were confined, not uncomfortably, but enough that I couldn’t bring my hands anywhere near the lower half of my body. The helplessness was immediate and overwhelming.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice muffled against the wall. “This isn’t necessary. I won’t touch myself again.”

“We both know that’s not true,” Master Paul replied, and I felt his hand settle on my hip, the touch sending unwanted electricity through my body. “Your body has needs, Heather. Needs you’ve been used to satisfying with your naughty showers for a very long time. The temptation would be too strong.”

His hand began to move, sliding slowly down my thigh, and I gasped at the contact. After the intense orgasm he’d given me earlier, my body was hypersensitive, responding to even the lightest touch with desperate hunger.

“But I can touch you,” he continued, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin. “Your husband has given me complete authority over your body. I can do whatever I want to you, whenever I want.”

I tried to press my thighs together, to deny him access, but his hand was already moving between my legs. When his fingers found my pussy, I cried out at the contact, my body betraying me instantly.

“Think about what this means, Heather,” Master Paul said, his voice taking on an almost hypnotic quality as his fingers began to explore my most intimate flesh. “I can touch your pussy whenever I want. I can make you wet, make you desperate, make you beg. But you…” His fingers found my clit, circling it with maddening precision. “You can’t touch this warm, sweet slit now.”

I pulled against the restraints, my bound hands flexing uselessly above my head. The leather held firm, keeping me completely at his mercy as his skilled fingers worked between my legs.

“Your husband owns this,” he continued, his touch becoming more insistent. “Every part of it belongs to him. And he’s given me permission to use it, to train it, to prepare it for his pleasure.”

My hips began to move against his hand despite my attempts to stay still. The position on my side, arms confined before me, made me feel completely controlled. I could feel myself growing wetter under his ministrations, my body responding with the same desperate hunger it had shown earlier.

“Please,” I whimpered, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for. For him to stop? For him to continue? For release from this maddening cycle of arousal and denial?

“Your body knows what it needs,” Master Paul murmured, his fingers sliding lower to tease my entrance. “Even if your mind fights against it. You need to be taken in hand, don’t you? You need someone to take charge of this needy little pussy.”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out as he pushed two fingers inside me, his thumb continuing to work my clit with devastating efficiency. I felt completely at his mercy, and my body was reveling in it.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice warm with approval as I began to pant. “Show me how much you need this. Show me what a desperate little wife you really are.”

His fingers curled inside me, finding spots that made me gasp and arch against the bonds. The pleasure was building steadily, that familiar tension coiling in my belly as he worked me with expert precision. I could feel myself climbing toward the edge, my body preparing for the release it craved.

Then I heard it—the sharp beep from his handheld device. The same sound that had preceded my earlier orgasm, the sensor’s warning that I was about to climax.

“Perfect timing,” Master Paul said, and before I could process what was happening, his hand was gone.

“No!” I sobbed, my hips bucking desperately against nothing. “Please, I was so close⁠—”

But he was already standing, adjusting his clothes with the same calm efficiency he’d shown throughout our encounters. “Good night, Heather,” he said simply. “Try to get some sleep.”


CHAPTER 12
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Heather

I lay there in the darkness, my body still humming with unfulfilled need, trying to process what had just happened. The leather restraints held my wrists securely in front of my face, and no matter how I shifted or twisted, I couldn’t bring my itching fingers anywhere near the aching heat between my legs. The position forced me to lie on my side, facing the cold white wall with my hands clasped as if in prayer.

My mind raced as I stared at the blank surface inches from my face. Master Paul had left me here, desperate and wanting, with no way to satisfy the hunger he’d deliberately stoked. The casual way he’d brought me to the edge and then walked away seemed somehow more devastating than anything that had come before. At least during the spanking, there had been purpose, structure. This felt like pure torment.

I tested the restraints again, pulling gently at first, then with growing desperation. The leather was soft enough not to chafe, but absolutely unyielding. My shoulders already ached a little from the position, and I knew it would only get worse as the night wore on.

The worst part was how my body continued to throb with need. Every small movement sent waves of sensation through me, reminding me of what I’d been denied. I pressed my thighs together, trying to create some friction, some relief, but it was useless. The position made even that small comfort impossible.

I thought about Ryan, probably asleep in our bed at home. Did he know what they were doing to me? Had he watched Master Paul touch me, tease me, leave me desperate and bound? The thought made my cheeks burn with shame even as it sent another pulse of unwanted arousal through my core.

I found myself thinking about Chad, about the way he used to tie me up in his apartment. But even he had never been this cruel, this calculating. When he restrained me, it was always as a prelude to using me, to taking his pleasure from my helpless body. This was different. This was designed to break me down, to make me understand my complete powerlessness.

I awoke with a whimper from a hot dark dream that had seemed much too real, very disoriented. In my dream Ryan had stood there in the darkness, his face transformed by an authority I’d never seen before. His gentle blue eyes had turned cold and commanding as he loomed over me with a leather whip in his hand.

“You’ve been lying to me,” he’d said, his voice carrying a steel I’d never heard from my husband. “About everything. About what you need, what you want, what you’ve done before.”

The whip had cracked across my bare bottom, and I’d cried out, my body arching against bonds that felt different from the ones holding me now. In the dream, I’d been tied spread-eagle to our bed, hands and feet splayed, arranged for my husband’s use.

“Please,” I’d begged, with no idea of what I’d meant. The pain had been exquisite, exactly what my body had been craving during all those months of gentle lovemaking.

“Tell me about him,” Ryan demanded, the whip falling again. “Tell me about the man who trained you to be such a dirty little whore.”

I’d tried to deny it, to maintain the lie, but each strike of the leather broke down my defenses. Eventually the words had poured out of me—everything about Chad, about the way he’d used me, about how I’d loved it despite my proper upbringing.

“Good,” Ryan had said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Now show me what he taught you. I can’t believe I didn’t make you suck my cock on our wedding night the way a bride should do.”

He’d freed my restraints and I’d dropped to my knees eagerly, my mouth opening as he freed his cock from his pants. But this hadn’t been the gentle husband I’d married—the Ryan in my dream was someone harder, more demanding, someone who grabbed my hair and forced me to take him deeper than I’d ever taken anyone before, even Chad.

“That’s it,” he’d growled, using my mouth with even more authority than Chad had shown. “Show me what a good little cocksucker you really are.”

My waking body blazed with need. For a moment I was caught between the dream and reality. My hands moved instinctively toward my aching center, seeking the relief my body craved.

The leather restraints stopped me cold.

I pulled against them frantically, the reality of my situation crashing back. I was still bound, still helpless, still desperate with unfulfilled arousal. The dream had felt so real, so intense, that waking up to find myself denied was almost unbearable.

“Please,” I whispered to the empty room, my voice cracking with frustration. I twisted against the bonds, trying to find some way to bring my hands to where I needed them most, but it was useless.

The sound of footsteps in the hallway made me freeze. A moment later, my door opened and Master Paul stepped inside, looking as calm and collected as if a morning visit to a naked, bound woman were a mundane sort of duty.

“Good morning, Heather,” he said, moving to the wall where my restraints were secured. “How did you sleep?”

I couldn’t look at him, my face burning with shame at what I’d been trying to do. “Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I need… I need to use the bathroom.”

Master Paul studied me for a long moment, his brown eyes seeming to see right through my desperate excuse. “Of course you do,” he said finally, moving to release my restraints. “Come along.”

The relief of having my arms free was immediate, but my shoulders ached terribly as I tried to move them. I sat up slowly, wincing at the stiffness, and wrapped my arms around myself in a futile attempt at modesty.

“Stand up,” Master Paul commanded, his voice carrying that same quiet authority that made my stomach flutter despite everything.

I rose on unsteady legs, my bare feet cold against the linoleum floor. He gestured toward the door, and I walked ahead of him into the hallway, acutely aware of my nakedness and the way my body still burned with unfulfilled arousal.

The bathroom was just a few doors down—a small space with white tiles and bright lighting. I stepped inside, expecting him to close the door and leave me with at least this small privacy. Instead, he followed me in and leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest.

“Go ahead,” he said simply.

I stared at him, my heart beginning to race. “I… what do you mean?”

“You said you needed to use the bathroom. So use it.” His voice was matter-of-fact, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

“But…” I glanced desperately at the door, then back at his impassive face. “You’re not going to leave?”

“No.” He settled more comfortably against the wall. “Heather, you’ve lost the privilege of modesty. You’ve been lying to your husband, to yourself, to everyone around you for months. Until you can prove you’re capable of complete honesty, you won’t be allowed any privacy at all.”

My face burned with humiliation. “I can’t… not with you watching.”

“Don’t be silly.” His tone was dismissive. “Your body has natural functions, Heather. There’s nothing shameful about them. The shame comes from the lies you’ve been telling.”

I pressed my thighs together, the pressure in my bladder becoming impossible to ignore. But the thought of him watching me made my entire body flush with heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice cracking. “Just turn around, or step outside for a minute. I promise I won’t… I won’t touch myself.”

Master Paul shook his head. “Sit down on the toilet, Heather. Now.”

The command in his voice was absolute. My legs moved without conscious thought, carrying me to the toilet where I perched on the edge of the seat, then sat there, trembling with humiliation as Master Paul watched me with those penetrating brown eyes. My bladder ached with desperate need, but the thought of relieving myself while he observed made my entire body flush with mortification.

“I’m waiting,” he said calmly, his arms still crossed over his chest.

The pressure became unbearable. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to pretend he wasn’t there, and finally let go. The sound seemed mortifyingly loud in the small tiled space, and I felt my face burn with shame so intense it made my skin tingle. But underneath the humiliation, I felt something else—the unwelcome warmth spreading through my core at being so completely exposed and vulnerable.

“Good girl,” Master Paul said when I finished, his voice carrying that same approving tone that had broken me the night before. “See how much easier things are when you stop fighting?”

I couldn’t look at him as I cleaned myself, my hands shaking with the combination of embarrassment and unwanted arousal. The casual way he’d watched such an intimate act made me feel utterly owned, completely at his mercy.

After I washed my hands, he led me to the dining room where the other wives were already seated. I took my place beside Elizabeth, grateful for the cushion that was still there from the night before. The conversation was muted this morning, and I noticed Lisa looked particularly tired, dark circles under her eyes.

“Rough night?” Joann asked her quietly.

Lisa nodded. “Master James decided I needed some… additional instruction about… well, you know… taking it… back there.” She shifted uncomfortably on her own cushion. “I’m not supposed to talk about it, but let’s just say he taught me a lesson.”

I ate my breakfast in silence, my mind racing with what that might mean. The eggs and toast tasted like cardboard as I thought about what lay ahead for me.

After we finished eating, Master Paul appeared at my side. “Come along, Heather. Time for your physical conditioning.”

He led me to the gymnasium I’d seen during my tour. The space was empty except for us, the equipment gleaming under the lights. From a cabinet, he retrieved a white sports bra and handed it to me.

“Put this on,” he instructed. “We can’t have you bouncing around during exercise.”

I slipped the bra over my head, grateful for even this small covering. The fabric was soft and supportive, but I was still acutely aware of my bare bottom and legs as he guided me to a treadmill.

“We’ll start with a warmup,” he said, adjusting the settings. “Five minutes of jogging, then twenty at a moderate pace.”

As I began to run, I felt exposed and vulnerable with my bare legs pumping and my bottom completely uncovered. But gradually, something shifted. The rhythmic movement, the steady beat of my feet on the belt, the way my body began to warm and loosen—it felt good. Better than I’d felt in months.

After the treadmill, Master Paul led me to a series of weight machines. My legs felt shaky from the run, but he was relentless in his instruction.

“Leg press first,” he said, adjusting the weight. “Your body needs to be strong, Heather. Strong enough to serve your husband properly.”

I positioned myself on the machine, acutely aware of how exposed I felt with my legs spread wide. The weight was challenging, but manageable, and I found myself focusing on the burn in my muscles rather than my embarrassment.

“Good,” Master Paul said, watching my form with clinical attention. “Now squats.”

He guided me through a series of exercises—squats, lunges, arm curls. With each movement, I felt my body awakening in ways I’d forgotten. The endorphins began to flow, and despite everything, I felt stronger, more alive than I had in months.

“Notice how good your body feels,” Master Paul said as I finished the last set of bicep curls. “This is what happens when you stop fighting against your nature and start working with it. Your body responds to discipline, to structure, to being pushed.”

He was right. The exercise had cleared my head, made me feel centered in a way I hadn’t experienced since before my marriage. My skin glowed with perspiration, and I could feel the pleasant ache of well-used muscles.

“Time to clean up,” he announced, leading me toward the showers.

The shower area was tiled in white, with multiple heads along the walls. Master Paul turned on one of the faucets, testing the water temperature with his hand.

“Go ahead,” he said, stepping back but making no move to leave.

My stomach dropped. “You’re… you’re going to watch?”

“Your body belongs to your husband, Heather. I’m acting on his behalf.” His voice was matter-of-fact, as if this were perfectly reasonable. “Besides, after what happened yesterday, you can’t be trusted alone.”

I stood there frozen, my arms crossed over my chest despite the sports bra. The thought of him watching me shower sent conflicting thrills of shame and arousal through my body.

“I’m waiting,” he said calmly.

With trembling hands, I pulled the sports bra over my head, my breasts spilling free. The cool air made my nipples harden immediately, and I saw Master Paul’s eyes track the movement with professional interest.

I stepped under the spray, the warm water cascading over my skin. I tried to turn away from him, to hide my body, but there was nowhere to go in the open shower. Every movement felt lewd, exposed.

“Wash yourself properly,” he instructed. “All of you.”

I reached for the soap with shaking hands, working up a lather. As I ran my hands over my body, I was hyperaware of his gaze following every movement. When I reached my breasts, he said, “You’re going to show me how you masturbate in the shower at home.”


CHAPTER 13
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Heather

My hands froze on my breasts, soap suds dripping down my skin as his words registered. “What?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sound of the spray.

“You heard me,” Master Paul said, his voice carrying that same calm authority that had become so distressingly familiar. “Show me exactly how you touched yourself in those morning showers. The ones your home’s monitoring system recorded.”

The humiliation felt overwhelming. Bad enough that they had audio recordings of my private moments, but now this man wanted me to recreate them while he watched. My face burned with shame as I shook my head frantically.

“I can’t,” I gasped. “Please, I can’t do that.”

“I’ve told you to stop being foolish, Heather,” he replied matter-of-factly. “You need to learn obedience. I’ve already spanked you, and I’ll punish you as many times as I have to until you get it. Your husband needs to understand what his wife was doing while he slept peacefully in his bed. He needs to know what you were thinking about, what you were craving. Between your trainers and Ryan, we’ll make sure you see the importance of honesty and attention to your wifely duties.”

My hands trembled as I stood there under the warm spray, water streaming down my naked body. The memory my morning sessions flooded back—the desperate need that would drive me to the shower before Ryan woke up, the way I’d bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly, the fantasies that would consume me as I brought myself to the release my marriage bed couldn’t provide.

“I was just… I was just washing,” I lied weakly, my voice cracking.

Master Paul’s expression didn’t change. “Heather, we both know that’s not true. The audio recordings make what you were doing very clear. The question is whether you’re going to be honest about it now, or whether you need additional motivation.”

The threat in his voice was subtle, but unmistakable. I thought about the cane Lisa had mentioned, about the purple stripes I’d seen across Joann’s bottom. My resolve crumbled.

“Please,” I whispered, tears mixing with the shower water on my cheeks. “It’s so embarrassing.”

“Shame is good for you,” he said simply. “It’s honest. It’s real. Now show me.”

With shaking hands, I began to soap my body more deliberately. My fingers moved over my breasts, and despite my mortification, I felt my nipples harden under the attention. Master Paul watched with calm but evident interest as I traced the same paths I’d followed in countless morning showers.

“What were you thinking about?” he asked. “When you touched yourself like this, what images filled your mind?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to look at him. “I… I don’t remember.”

“Another lie.” His voice carried disappointment now. “Try again.”

My hands moved lower, following the familiar route down my stomach. The soap made my skin slippery, and I could feel my body beginning to respond despite my mortification.

“I thought about…” I started, then stopped, my voice catching in my throat.

“About what, Heather?” To my surprise, Master Paul’s voice had gotten a little gentler, as if he thought I’d begun to learn my lesson. “No need to name names, right now.”

The thought of having to say the name Chad brought a sob from my chest, but the respite Master Paul had just given me—as I felt certain he thoroughly intended—made the next part much easier. Too easy, the resistant voice said, inside my head. Don’t fall for it.

But it seemed I couldn’t help it. The words flowed out.

“About being… about someone being… oh, God… being… rougher with me. Rougher than Ryan.”

“And,” said Master Paul, “doing what to you?”

My breath caught in my throat as I realized what he was asking me to detail. The water continued to cascade over my trembling body as I struggled to find words for things I’d never spoken aloud.

“About being… taken,” I whispered. “About someone not asking permission, not being gentle. About being…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Being used,” Master Paul supplied. “Being dominated. Being fucked the way your body craves.”

The crude words made me gasp, but I nodded miserably. My hands had continued their familiar path during our conversation, and I was horrified to realize I was already becoming terribly aroused despite my humiliation.

“Show me exactly how you touched yourself,” he commanded. “Don’t leave anything out.”

My hand moved between my legs almost of its own accord, following the routine I’d performed countless mornings while Ryan slept peacefully in our bed. The bare skin felt strange under my fingers after so many years of having hair there, but the sensation was immediate and devastating.

“I would think about…” I started, then stopped, biting my lip hard enough to taste blood.

“About what, Heather?”

“About being held down.” The confession tore from my throat. “About someone not caring what I wanted, just taking what they needed from me. About being paddled until I couldn’t fight anymore, then being…”

My fingers found the rhythm I remembered so well, and despite everything—the watching eyes, the humiliation, the wrongness of it all—my body began to respond with familiar hunger.

“Being what?” Master Paul pressed.

“Being fucked,” I sobbed, the word feeling dirty and wrong, but undeniably true. “In my… in… everywhere. Being used like a… like a…”

“Like a whore,” he finished for me, and the word sent a jolt of electricity straight through my core. “That’s what you thought about every morning while your caring, lenient husband slept nearby. You fantasized about being treated like a whore, getting it in the ass despite your protests.”

I couldn’t deny it anymore. My body was betraying me completely now, responding to both the physical stimulation and his degrading words with a desperation that terrified me. This was exactly what I’d craved during all those frustrating nights with Ryan, when his tender lovemaking left me empty and wanting.

“Please,” I whimpered, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for. My fingers worked with increasing urgency, following the pattern that had brought me relief so many times before.

“You’re close,” Master Paul observed clinically. “I can see it in your face, in the way you’re moving. This is how you looked every morning, isn’t it? Desperate and ashamed, but unable to stop yourself.”

I was climbing toward the edge now, my body tensing with familiar anticipation. Just a little more, just a few more seconds and I could have the release that had been denied to me all night.

The sharp beep of his handheld device cut through the sound of the shower, and my blood turned to ice. I knew what that sound meant—the sensor was telling him I was about to climax.

“Stop,” Master Paul commanded, his voice slicing through my desperate haze.

My hand froze between my legs, my entire body trembling on the very edge of release. The denial was devastating, worse than the night before because this time I’d been so close, so desperate, so ready to finally have the relief my body screamed for.

“No,” I sobbed, my legs nearly giving out. “Please, I was right there, I need⁠—”

“What you need,” Master Paul said calmly, “is to learn that your pleasure belongs to your husband. You don’t get to take it whenever you want anymore.”

I stood there under the spray, my body shaking with unfulfilled need, soap still clinging to my skin. The ache between my legs was unbearable, made worse by how close I’d come to satisfaction. My hand started to move again instinctively, seeking the relief I’d been denied.

“Don’t,” Master Paul warned, his voice sharp. “Put your hands at your sides and keep them there.”

I obeyed, my arms falling to my sides even as every nerve ending in my body screamed for touch. The water continued to cascade over me, but I barely felt it.

“This is what honesty looks like, Heather,” he continued, his voice taking on that instructional tone I’d come to dread. “You’ve just shown me—and through the video feed, your husband—exactly what you were doing every morning. How you were dishonoring your husband by seeking carnal pleasure without his permission.”

The shame was overwhelming. I’d just masturbated in front of this stranger, confessed my darkest fantasies, revealed the depth of my deception. And Ryan could be watching it all, seeing his modest wife transformed into the desperate, needy creature I really was.

“Turn off the water and step out,” Master Paul instructed.

I turned the handle with shaking hands, the sudden absence of the warm spray making me shiver. He handed me a towel, and I wrapped it around myself gratefully, though it did nothing to hide the flush of arousal that still burned through my body.

“Come with me,” Master Paul said, his stern voice making my stomach flutter despite everything I’d just endured.

I clutched the towel around myself as he led me from the shower area back to my little room. My legs felt unsteady, my body still humming with the denied arousal that seemed to intensify with each step. When we reached my door, he gestured for me to enter first.

“Drop the towel,” he commanded once we were inside.

My hands trembled as I let the terrycloth fall to the floor, leaving me naked and exposed once again. The cool air made my still-damp skin prickle, and I wrapped my arms around myself instinctively.

“Kneel on the towel,” Master Paul said simply.

I sank to my knees on damp terrycloth, my heart hammering as I watched him begin to unfasten his belt. The sound of the leather sliding through the loops made me shiver, but not with fear. With something darker, more shameful.

“You’re going to show me another skill you obviously learned before your marriage,” he said, his hands moving to his zipper. “And you’re going to show your husband what he’s been missing.”

I stared up at him, my mouth suddenly dry. “What do you mean?”

His pants fell to the floor, followed by his underwear, and I found myself face to face with his erect cock. It was enormous, much larger than Chad’s, thicker. I felt my pussy clench involuntarily at the sight even as my face burned with the realization that I hadn’t ever even looked at Ryan’s penis close up. It had felt large, almost uncomfortably so—but God help me, that had been practically the one thing I had enjoyed about sex with my husband. Was it as big as Master Paul’s? Suddenly I desperately wanted to kneel before Ryan this way and worship him like the dirty little slut I’d tried so hard not to be, tell him how beautiful his cock was, how much I wanted him to fuck me so hard with it that I couldn’t walk straight for the rest of the day.

“Open your mouth,” Master Paul commanded.

I shook my head frantically. “I can’t. I’m married. I can’t⁠—”

“Your husband gave me permission to use you however I see fit,” Master Paul interrupted. “And right now, I see fit to teach you some honesty about your oral skills. Open your mouth, Heather.”

The authority in his voice broke through my protests. My lips parted almost of their own accord, and he stepped closer, his hand tangling in my damp hair.

“That’s better,” he murmured as he guided himself between my lips. “Now show me what that boyfriend taught you.”

The taste of him filled my mouth, and suddenly I was transported back to Chad’s apartment, kneeling on his carpet while he used my mouth for his pleasure. My body responded with muscle memory, my tongue moving instinctively as I took him deeper.

“Excellent,” Master Paul breathed, his grip tightening in my hair. “Look at that technique. You’re far too skilled for someone who claims to be modest.”

Shame burned through me even as I continued to work my mouth along his length. He was right—I knew exactly what I was doing, exactly how to use my tongue and lips to drive a man wild. Chad had trained me well, and my body remembered every lesson.

“Tell me, Heather,” Master Paul said, his voice strained with pleasure, “do you think it’s right to deny your husband this pleasure?”


CHAPTER 14
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Ryan

As I pulled into the parking lot of the Selecta Solutions facility, my brain was still working through the brief, but very clear email from Mrs. Chen that had summoned me.

Ryan, we’re ready for you to observe Heather’s progress in person. Please arrive at one p.m. today for your consultation with Dr. Hamelin. You’ll also have the opportunity to participate directly in your wife’s training.

Participate directly. The phrase had sent a jolt through me that I was still trying to process. Over the past few days of watching the video feeds, I’d seen my wife transformed from the modest woman I thought I’d married into the submissive slut I’d fantasized about. The change seemed remarkable, and very welcome—but it also challenged me to respond in a way that honored our marriage while giving us both what we needed.

I sat in my car for a moment, hands gripping the steering wheel as I stared at the innocuous corporate building. Through those walls, Heather was being systematically broken down and rebuilt. The woman who emerged would be different from the one I’d married—more honest, hopefully, and more devoted to her wifely duties… as well as ready to please me in the bedroom.

If I could take her in hand properly, the way the trainers at Selecta Solutions had done.

The video feeds had shown me glimpses of what Heather truly needed. The way she’d responded to Master Paul’s dominance, the desperate hunger in her eyes when he’d denied her release, the skill she’d displayed when… when she’d knelt before him and taken his huge penis into her eager mouth. That last image had been the hardest to watch, not because it disgusted me, but because of how aroused it had made me. My modest wife, whom I’d never even had what I’d considered the brutality to ask to perform such an act, had clearly done it many times before.

With someone else. Someone who’d trained her body to crave exactly what I’d been too respectful to provide.

I climbed out of the car and walked toward the entrance, trying to take resolve from the onward movement of my legs. The receptionist smiled brightly as I approached. Husbands visiting their wives in their sexual rehabilitation facility were clearly a normal thing in the world of Selecta Solutions.

“Mr. Montgomery,” she said warmly. “Dr. Hamelin is expecting you. Please, follow me.”

The corridors looked exactly as they had in the video feeds—sterile, professional, giving no hint of what actually took place behind these walls. We passed several doors marked with numbers, and I found myself wondering whether one of them was Heather’s room. Was she in there now, bound and desperate? Or serving Master Paul like a dirty little whore?

Dr. Hamelin’s office was large, with a mahogany desk and leather chairs that spoke of expensive tastes. The man himself looked exactly as he had on screen—sharp-featured, calculating, completely in control.

“Ryan,” he said, standing to shake my hand. “Thank you for coming. Please, have a seat.”

I settled into one of the leather chairs, trying to project more confidence than I felt. “How is she doing?”

“Remarkably well, actually,” Dr. Hamelin replied, settling behind his desk. “Your wife has been very responsive to our methods. She’s beginning to understand what she truly needs from her marriage. Her first formal training—as we call it—is going to take place this afternoon. You’re invited to participate—and in fact to take charge, if you find that to your liking.”
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Heather

I walked into the dining room on shaking legs, my body still humming with frustrated arousal from my encounter with Master Paul and my jaw feeling sore from the brutal way he had used my mouth. The other wives were already seated, and I gratefully sank onto the cushion Lisa had left for me, wincing as my tender bottom made contact.

“You look like you’ve had quite a morning,” Joann observed, her dark eyes studying my flushed face with knowing sympathy.

I couldn’t meet her gaze. The memory of what I’d just done in the shower, the way I’d knelt before Master Paul, made my cheeks burn with fresh shame. “I don’t want to talk about it,” I whispered.

“That’s fair,” Elizabeth said gently, passing me a plate. “We’ve all been there.”

As we ate our lunch—shrimp salad with fresh vegetables—the conversation gradually turned to the program itself. I finally had the opportunity to satisfy some of my curiosity.

“How long have you all been here?” I asked.

“This is my third day,” Elizabeth replied. “I go home this evening!”

My heart leaped. “This evening? So the program is only three days?”

Elizabeth shook her head, casting a sympathetic look at Lisa. “Usually, yes. But some of us…”

With a sour look, Lisa finished the thought.

“Some of us have earned extended stays.”

“Extended how?” I asked, though I dreaded the answer.

“I’ve been here six days,” Lisa said matter-of-factly. “I kept fighting them at first, kept trying to maintain my dignity. Every time I disobeyed or lied, they added another day.”

Joann snorted. “I’m on day five myself. Apparently telling Master James exactly where he could shove his paddle wasn’t considered ‘ladylike behavior.’”

“What happens when you go home?” I pressed. “Are things… different?”

Elizabeth’s cheeks colored slightly. “Thomas came yesterday to watch me get trained. He says he’s learned a lot from observing how the trainers work with me. He’s… more confident now. More decisive about what he wants from me.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I couldn’t hide the desperation in my voice. The thought that Ryan might actually come to the facility to watch… I didn’t even want to consider it.

“I think so,” she said softly. “I mean, it’s scary, but also… relieving? I don’t have to pretend anymore. He knows what I need, and he’s not afraid to give it to me.”

Lisa nodded emphatically. “That’s exactly it. David was so careful with me before, so worried about hurting my feelings or pushing too hard. But now he understands that being gentle was actually hurting our marriage.”

I thought about Ryan, about his hesitant touches and apologies—and how I’d made it worse with my talk of my bottom being off limits. Warmth crept into my cheeks, and I looked down at my plate.

After lunch, while I sat in my room with butterflies in my tummy as I wondered what my first real training would be like, Master Paul entered with a slim box in his hands. My heart began to race as he set the box on my desk and turned to face me. The way he looked at me—calm, assessing, completely in control—made my stomach flutter with a mixture of fear and unwanted anticipation.

“This is for you,” he said simply, opening the lid to reveal delicate red lace nestled in tissue paper. “Put it on.”

I stared at the contents, my breath catching in my throat. It was lingerie—real lingerie, not the simple cotton undergarments I’d always worn. The bra was barely there, all sheer lace and satin ribbon, designed to reveal rather than conceal. The matching panties were equally scandalous, a lacy thong that would hide nothing.

“I… I’ve never worn anything like this,” I whispered, my hands trembling as I lifted the delicate fabric. The material felt foreign against my fingers—expensive, sensual, meant for a different kind of woman than I’d ever allowed myself to be. Chad had never given me anything of the sort, or shown the slightest interest in me wearing anything sexy; he had just told me to take off my clothes when he decided to use me, or to show me off to his friends—then kept me naked as long as he felt like it.

“I thought that was probably the case,” Master Paul replied. “Your husband deserves to see you in proper feminine attire for the bedroom, when he chooses to exercise his marital privileges and enjoy you. This lingerie will help you understand the punishment you’re about to receive as an important moment for you.”

Punishment. The word sent a chill through me even as my body responded with unwelcome need. “What kind of punishment?”

His brown eyes studied my face with an assessing gaze. “You’re going to fully reveal your sexual history, Heather. Everything you’ve been hiding from Ryan. Every lie, every deception, every shameful secret you’ve kept locked away. Then you’re going to be punished for your dishonesty.”

My blood turned to ice. “No,” I said, shaking my head frantically. “I won’t do it. I can’t tell anyone about…” I couldn’t even finish the sentence.

“About your dominant boyfriend?” Master Paul supplied quietly.

The words hit me like a punch.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lied desperately, but my voice cracked on the words.

Master Paul’s expression didn’t change. “Put on the lingerie, Heather. Now.”

My hands shook as I lifted the bra, the red lace feeling like sin against my palms. I’d spent my entire adult life in modest white cotton, telling myself that anything else was improper for a good wife. But as I fastened the delicate clasp, I couldn’t deny how the fabric made me feel—feminine, sensual, desired.

The panties were even worse.

The tiny triangle of lace barely covered anything as I pulled the thong up my legs. The narrow strip of fabric settled between my cheeks, like a reminder of how exposed I was, how little separated me from complete nakedness. As I adjusted the delicate straps on my hips, a wave of recognition washed over me that made my stomach clench with shame.

I looked like a whore. The thought hit me with devastating clarity as I caught my reflection in the small mirror mounted on the wall. The red lace against my pale skin, the way the bra pushed up my breasts while revealing more than it concealed, the scandalous cut of the panties that left my bottom completely bare—this was exactly the kind of lingerie worn by the kind of woman I’d always told myself I wasn’t.

But God help me, I loved how it felt.

The admission burned through me like poison. I loved the way the lace caressed my skin, the way the thong made me hyperaware of every movement. I loved how it made my body look—sensual, available, designed for a man’s pleasure. It was everything I’d denied myself, everything I’d convinced Ryan I was too modest to wear.

“Lovely,” Master Paul murmured, his eyes taking in my transformed appearance with obvious approval. “This is how a wife should present herself to her husband. Feminine, alluring, ready to please.”

I wrapped my arms around myself instinctively, trying to hide even though the lingerie revealed more than it concealed. “I feel so… exposed.”

“You feel honest,” he corrected. “For the first time since your wedding night, you look like what you actually are—a woman with sexual needs and desires, who knows she must submit to her husband.”

The words made me flinch, but I couldn’t deny their truth. Standing there in the red lace, I felt more like myself than I had in months of marriage. More like the woman who had knelt eagerly for Chad, who had begged him to use her harder, who had reveled in being treated like exactly what this lingerie proclaimed me to be.

“Come along,” Master Paul said, his hand settling on my lower back as he guided me from the room. The touch sent such electricity through the thin lace that I felt my forehead crease at the sensation.

We walked through corridors that had grown dismayingly familiar. The feeling of my bare feet on the cold linoleum seemed commonplace, but I was acutely aware of how the red thong moved between my bottom cheeks with each step. The lingerie made me feel like I was playing dress-up as someone else—someone brazen and sexual and completely unlike the modest wife I’d tried to be, but paradoxically someone else who represented a part of me I had kept concealed.

The training room looked exactly as it had during my tour, but now it felt different. More ominous. The padded benches and restraint equipment seemed to loom larger, to threaten me. Master Paul led me directly to a leather-covered whipping bench in the center of the room.

On top of the bench sat a beautifully wrapped box, maybe two feet long and six inches wide, complete with an elegant bow and a small card. My name was written in flowing script across the front of the card. Instinctively I reached to open it. Inside I found the words Compliments of Selecta Solutions.

“Open it,” Master Paul instructed.

My hands trembled as I reached for the package. The wrapping paper felt expensive beneath my fingers. For a moment I had the absurd thought that this could be jewelry, or perfume, or some other normal gift a woman might receive.

I peeled away the paper with shaking fingers, my heart hammering against my ribs. Inside was a polished wooden box, and when I lifted the lid, my breath caught in my throat.

It was a paddle. Beautiful, crafted from what looked like cherry wood, with a long handle and a broad blade. But what made my stomach drop was the elegant script burned into the wood: Heather.

I stared at it in horror, my name mocking me from the gleaming surface. This wasn’t just any implement of punishment—this had been made specifically for me, personalized. A twisted, belated wedding gift.

“This will go home with you when you leave,” Master Paul explained calmly. “For Ryan to use when you need firm discipline. Consider it an early graduation present.”

The reality of what he was saying crashed over me like ice water. This paddle, with my name burned into it like a brand of ownership, would sit in my bedroom at home. Ryan would hold it, would raise it, would bring it down across my backside to punish me whenever he decided I had earned correction. The thought of my huge, kind husband wielding this instrument of discipline made something deep inside me clench with terrified arousal.

But it was too much. All of it—the lingerie, the paddle, the casual way Master Paul spoke about my future submission—it was too overwhelming to process.

I ran.

Without thinking, without planning, I bolted toward the door. My bare feet slapped against the floor as I sprinted across the training room, driven by pure panic. I had to get away, had to escape this place before they broke me completely.


CHAPTER 15
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Heather

I made it perhaps three steps before Master Paul’s hand closed around my upper arm like a steel trap. The grip was firm, but not painful as he spun me around to face him, his brown eyes holding a mixture of disappointment and something that looked almost like pity.

“That was foolish, Heather,” he said calmly, as if my desperate flight had been nothing more than a minor inconvenience. “Running only makes things worse for you.”

I struggled against his hold, my heart still racing from the brief moment of hope that I might actually escape. “Let me go! I want to go home! I want Ryan!”

“Ryan is the one who sent you here,” Master Paul reminded me, his voice maddeningly patient. “And he’s the one who’s going to be very disappointed to learn that his wife tried to run away from her training.”

The words hit me like a slap. Ryan. My husband had given these people permission to do whatever they wanted to me, and I’d just proven that I was exactly the kind of disobedient wife who needed their harsh methods. What remained of my logical mind tried to poke holes in the obviously crazy idea, but my body responded all the same. The shame of it made my cheeks burn even as my body continued to tremble with adrenaline.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I can’t do this. I can’t tell him about… about that… stuff. It will destroy our marriage.”

Master Paul’s expression softened slightly, and for a moment I thought I saw genuine compassion in his eyes. “Heather, your marriage is already being destroyed by the lies you’ve been telling. The only way to save it is through complete honesty.”

He guided me back toward the whipping bench, his hand still firmly gripping my arm. With his free hand, he picked up the paddle with my name burned into the wood, weighing it thoughtfully in his palm.

“Running away has consequences,” he said simply. “You’ve just earned yourself additional punishment on top of what was already planned.”

My legs felt like water as he positioned me at the back of the leather-covered bench. The red lace lingerie suddenly felt like nothing more than tissue paper, offering no protection from what was about to happen.

“Bend over the bench, Heather,” Master Paul commanded, his voice carrying that absolute authority I’d learned not to resist. “Hands flat on the leather, legs spread.”

I hesitated for just a moment, my last shred of defiance warring with the knowledge that resistance would only make things worse. The paddle in his hand seemed to gleam with menacing purpose, my own name an unwelcome symbol of how thoroughly I belonged to this process now.

With shaking hands, I leaned forward and placed my palms on the cool leather surface.

“Arch your back,” Master Paul said, putting his left hand atop my waist to enforce his words. “Push out that disobedient bottom. Show that you know you’ve earned the lesson you’re about to get.”

With a whine from deep in my throat I complied, my knees wobbling as I felt how mortifyingly the posture displayed my shaven pussy and even my little anus to my trainer, his view only enhanced by the see-through lace. The idea that offering my backside meant I had accepted my correction made my tummy flip and my heart race. Worse, I felt myself clench between my thighs as I pictured Master Paul surveying my sluttily dressed form, ready for his stern discipline.

I was positioned there in that humiliating arch, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears, when movement caught my eye at the training room door. My blood turned to ice as I saw two figures entering—Dr. Hamelin in his white coat, and beside him, a man in a black robe that I recognized with a jolt of shock and mortification.

Ryan.

My husband stood there in the doorway, his blue eyes taking in the scene before him—me bent over the whipping bench in scandalous red lingerie, my bottom pushed out lewdly, Master Paul standing behind me with that personalized paddle in his hand. The black robe he wore made him look different somehow, more imposing than the gentle man I thought I’d married.

I straightened up immediately, my hands flying to cover my barely concealed breasts as shame flooded through me. “Ryan!” I gasped, my voice cracking with humiliation. “I didn’t know you were… y-you can’t see me like this⁠—”

“Don’t.” Ryan’s voice cut through my desperate babbling with an authority I’d never heard from him before. The command was sharp, decisive, completely unlike the hesitant man who’d always asked permission for everything. “Don’t cover yourself, Heather. Not your breasts, not your pussy, not your bottom. Never again in my presence.”

I froze, my hands still pressed against the lace covering my chest, staring at him in shock. This wasn’t my gentle husband speaking—this was someone else entirely. Someone who looked at me with eyes that held knowledge and disappointment and something darker that made my stomach flip with recognition.

“I said never again,” Ryan repeated, his voice carrying a steel that sent shivers through my entire body. “Put your hands at your sides.”

My arms fell to my sides as if his words had cut the strings holding them up. I stood there in the revealing lingerie, completely exposed to his gaze, my face burning with shame as I realized he could see everything—the way the red lace displayed rather than concealed, the evidence of my arousal that I couldn’t hide, the guilty flush that covered my skin.

But underneath the mortification was something else, something that terrified me with its intensity. His authoritative tone, the way he commanded rather than requested, the complete confidence in his voice—it sent heat flooding through my core in a way his gentle touches never had. This was what I’d been craving during all those frustrating nights, what my body had been screaming for while I’d faked satisfaction beneath his careful ministrations.

“Good girl,” Ryan said, and the approval in his voice made me tremble. “Master Paul, would you please hold her hands behind her while I take the kind of look at my wife’s body that I should have taken a long time ago?”

I watched in stunned silence as Master Paul moved behind me, his large hands closing around my wrists and drawing them gently, but firmly behind my back. The position thrust my chest forward, making the red lace bra even more revealing, and I felt completely helpless as he held me in place for my husband’s inspection.

The moment Ryan’s eyes began to travel over my body, I felt a rush of arousal so intense it nearly buckled my knees. I’d fantasized about it during all those lonely morning showers—being displayed, examined, treated like something that belonged to him completely. But the reality was overwhelming in ways I hadn’t expected.

“Beautiful,” Ryan murmured, stepping closer. His voice held a reverence that made my breath catch, but underneath it was something harder, more possessive. “I should have done this on our wedding night.”

His hands reached out to cup my breasts through the lace, and I gasped at the contact. Unlike his usual tentative touches, these were confident, claiming. His thumbs brushed over my nipples through the sheer fabric, and I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped my lips.

“So responsive,” he said, his voice thick with discovery. “How could you hide this from me for so long, Heather?”

I tried to shake my head, to deny what my body was so obviously revealing, but Master Paul’s grip on my wrists kept me perfectly positioned for Ryan’s exploration. My husband’s hands moved lower, tracing the curves of my waist, my hips, before settling on the tiny scrap of lace that barely covered my pussy.

“Spread your legs,” Ryan commanded, and the authority in his voice sent another jolt through me.

I obeyed without thinking, my thighs parting as his fingers traced the edge of the thong. When he pressed against the damp fabric, I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily against his touch.

“Already so wet,” he observed clinically, his fingers exploring with a boldness that left me breathless. “This is what you needed all along, isn’t it? To be touched like you belong to me.”

His other hand moved to my bottom, cupping one cheek before sliding beneath the thin strap of the thong. The intimate touch, combined with Master Paul’s restraining grip and Ryan’s newfound dominance, created a perfect storm of submission that had my entire body trembling with need.

But even as the arousal consumed me, a voice in the back of my mind whispered warnings. This was too intense, too overwhelming. I didn’t trust myself not to confess everything if he kept touching me like this, didn’t trust myself not to beg him to use me the way Chad had. The pleasure was building too quickly, threatening to shatter the last of my defenses.

Ryan’s fingers pressed deeper, and I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood to keep from crying out his name. He was learning my body’s real responses, cataloging every gasp and shiver with the same kind of interest I had thought he reserved for his engineering projects at work. I had become a problem to be solved, a mystery to be unraveled, and the intensity of his focus was more arousing than anything he’d ever done to me before.

“I think that’s enough examination for now,” Ryan said finally, his hands stilling against my overheated flesh. I whimpered at the loss of contact, my body straining toward him despite my fear. “Master Paul, I believe my wife needs to be restrained over that bench. I’m going to paddle her so hard for her lies that she won’t be able to stay still on her own.”

The words hit me like ice water. I’d been so lost in the sensations, so overwhelmed by his newfound dominance, that I’d forgotten what was supposed to happen next. The paddle with my name burned into it. The punishment I’d earned by running. The confession they expected me to make about Chad.

“No!” I cried out, my voice cracking with panic as Master Paul began to guide me back toward the whipping bench. “Ryan, please! I’m sorry I ran, I’m sorry I lied about small things, but please don’t⁠—”

“Small things?” Ryan’s voice cut through my pleading with devastating quiet. “Is that what you’re calling the lies you’ve told me? Small things?”

I found myself bent over the leather-covered bench again, but this time Master Paul had adjusted something to change the angle so that my upper body sloped downward, my head lower than my waist. I trembled as my trainer fastened restraints around my wrists and ankles. The leather cuffs were lined with soft padding, but they held me completely immobile, spread wide and vulnerable with my bottom pushed high in the air.

“Please,” I sobbed, testing the bonds and finding them absolutely secure. “Please, I’ll tell you everything, just don’t paddle me. I can’t take it.”

“You certainly will tell me everything,” Ryan agreed, his voice calm and implacable. “After I give you the discipline I should have given you a long time ago.”

I shook like a leaf against the leather bench, my entire body trembling as Ryan moved behind me. The restraints held me completely immobile, but I couldn’t stop the involuntary shivering that coursed through my limbs.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “Please be merciful. I know I’ve made mistakes, but⁠—”

“You’re only getting what you need and deserve, Heather,” Ryan interrupted, his voice carrying that new authority that both terrified and aroused me. “What I should have given you months ago.”

Desperation clawed at my chest as I heard him pick up the paddle, the wood making a soft sound as he tested its weight. I turned my head as much as the restraints would allow, catching sight of Dr. Hamelin standing near the wall with his tablet.

“Dr. Hamelin,” I pleaded, my voice cracking. “Please, tell him this isn’t necessary. I’ve learned my lesson already. I’ll be honest from now on, I promise.”

Dr. Hamelin adjusted his glasses and studied me with the detachment that made my stomach crawl. “Actually, Heather, Ryan is more assertive than most of the other husbands who enroll their wives in Selecta Solutions. You should feel grateful that he’s decided to take over your training personally.”


CHAPTER 16
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Heather

The doctor’s words hit me like a physical blow. Grateful? I was bound helplessly over a bench, about to be paddled by my own husband while strangers watched, and I was supposed to feel grateful?

Before I could process that fully, I felt Ryan’s hands at my hips, his fingers hooking into the thin straps of the red thong. My breath caught in my throat as he began to slowly peel the lace down over my curves.

“I want you to think about something, Heather,” Ryan said, his voice taking on an almost conversational tone as he worked the panties down my thighs. “This little thong wouldn’t have gotten in the way of the paddle at all. I could have disciplined this naughty bottom with your new panties still in place.”

The cool air moved inside the furrow between my ass cheeks, and over my pussy. The sensation, together with Ryan’s voice, made me shiver. I felt more vulnerable than I ever had in my life, my most intimate parts on display for these men while I lay helplessly restrained.

“But after what you’ve put me through,” Ryan continued, settling the thong just above my knees, “I’m convinced that a submissive wife needs to have her panties taken down by her husband regularly. It helps her understand her place and her duties.”

I whimpered at his words, at the casual way he spoke about my place as if I were property to be managed. But underneath the humiliation, I felt that treacherous heat building again, my body responding to his dominance despite my fear.

Ryan stepped back. I tried to crane my face back over my shoulder to look at him, hoping the woeful look on my face would at least evoke some pity in the man whose love I doubted even less than I had the day before, despite everything that had happened—despite even the hard look in his gorgeous eyes.

“Eyes front,” he said sternly. “I’ll tell you when I want to see that pretty, lying face again. You may feel sorry now, but you’re going to feel a lot sorrier in just a little while.”

I felt his warm hand settle on my waist, his palm steady and sure against my trembling skin. The touch felt both comforting and terrifying—this was my husband, the man who loved me… but he was about to hurt me in ways I’d never imagined he could.

The first blow came without warning. I sensed a puff of air, and then the paddle connected with my bare bottom. A sharp crack echoed through the training room, and I gasped at the immediate sting. The pain bloomed across my flesh like fire, but Ryan didn’t follow it immediately with another swat. Instead, he waited, letting the burn build and intensify until I was squirming against the restraints.

Only then did the paddle fall again, landing on the other cheek with the same deliberate precision. I bit my lip, determined not to give them the satisfaction of hearing me cry out. I could handle this. I was stronger than they thought. I wouldn’t let them break me.

Ryan said nothing as he continued the slow, methodical punishment. Each blow was calculated, timed to let the previous one reach its peak of agony before adding to it. The silence was almost worse than if he’d been lecturing me—there was something coldly professional about his approach that reminded me uncomfortably of Master Paul’s techniques.

I closed my eyes, shutting out the sight of Master Paul and Dr. Hamelin standing in front of me, calmly observing. I tried to pretend it didn’t hurt, tried to keep my breathing steady and my body still. In my mind, I pictured myself as stoic, unaffected, proving to these men that I was stronger than they assumed. But with each carefully placed swat, that facade became harder to maintain.

The paddle found new spots—the tender crease where my bottom met my thighs, the sensitive outer curves, the very center of each cheek. Ryan’s aim seemed perfect, methodical, covering every inch of my backside with precise, punishing strokes. Still he said nothing, and somehow his silence made everything worse.

I lost track of how many times the paddle had fallen. The pain began to blur together into one continuous burn that consumed my entire world. My resolve started to crack as tears leaked from my eyes despite my efforts to stay strong. I couldn’t pretend anymore that this was tolerable, that I could endure it with dignity.

“Please,” I finally whimpered, my voice barely audible. “Please, Ryan… sir, I can’t⁠—”

But he didn’t respond, didn’t even acknowledge that I’d spoken. The paddle continued its relentless rhythm, and I realized with growing desperation that my pleas meant nothing to him. This was going to continue until he decided it was over, not when I begged him to stop.

The breaking point came suddenly, without warning. One moment I was gritting my teeth and trying to breathe through the pain, and the next I was screaming at the top of my lungs, my body bucking wildly against the restraints as the agony overwhelmed every rational thought. My bottom was in flames, squirming lewdly in a vain attempt to quench a little of the agony.

“Stop! Please stop! I can’t take anymore!” The words tore from my throat in ragged sobs as I thrashed helplessly against the leather bench. All pretense of stoicism had vanished from my mind and my body as I seemed to ride the bench like a fiery steed, writhing obscenely under Ryan’s controlling hand. “No… please… sir, please… no more… It hurts so much…”

The paddle continued its relentless descent, and I felt something inside me shatter completely. All the walls I’d built, all the lies I’d told myself about who I was and what I needed—they crumbled under the weight of Ryan’s methodical discipline. My body convulsed with each blow, and I could hear myself making sounds I’d never made before, animal noises of pure desperation.

“I’m satisfied with the color of your bottom,” Ryan said finally, his voice cutting through my sobs. “Your punishment for lying and crashing the car is over.”

Relief flooded through me so intensely I nearly passed out. It was over. The terrible burning would start to fade, and I could begin to recover some shred of dignity. But even as that hope flickered to life, Ryan’s next words destroyed it completely.

“I’ll stop when you’re ready to tell me everything about your sexual history.”

My blood turned to ice. Through my tears and the haze of pain, I understood what he was saying. This wasn’t over—it was just beginning. He would keep paddling me until I confessed everything about Chad, about what I’d done, about what I’d let him do to me.

“No,” I sobbed, my voice raw from screaming. “Please, I can’t. You don’t understand what you’re asking.”

But the paddle fell again, harder than before, and I shrieked as fresh fire bloomed across my already tortured flesh. He wasn’t going to show mercy. He wasn’t going to let me keep my secrets. My chivalrous husband had been replaced by someone who would break me as thoroughly as Master Paul had, who would strip away every lie until nothing remained but the truth.

“I’m waiting, Heather,” Ryan said, his voice terrifyingly calm. “Tell me about the man who taught you to suck cock like a whore.”

The words hit me like a sledgehammer, and I felt what remained of my composure shatter completely. He knew, now. He’d watched me with Master Paul—or Dr. Hamelin had told him about it. My mind dwelt on that, as I tried to find a way to pretend it hadn’t happened, that everything hadn’t already fallen apart.

It didn’t work. However the information had reached him, Ryan knew about my mouth, about what I’d learned to do with it. How a dominant man could use me for his crude enjoyment the way Chad had taught me to give head. The brutal way Ryan had phrased it made my stomach lurch with shame even as my body responded with that familiar, unwelcome heat.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I lied desperately, my voice breaking on the words. But even as I said it, I knew how pathetic it sounded. The skill I’d displayed with Master Paul had been too practiced, too eager. There was no way to pretend I was inexperienced.

The paddle crashed down again, and I screamed, my body convulsing against the restraints. The pain was beyond anything I’d ever imagined, but worse was the knowledge that Ryan would keep going until I told him everything. Until I destroyed whatever remained of his love for me with the truth about what I really was.

“His name was Chad.” The words tore from my throat before I could stop them. “His name was Chad Morrison, and he was my boyfriend before I met you.”

I felt Ryan’s hand pause against my back, the paddle hovering just above my burning flesh. The silence stretched out, and I could hear my own ragged breathing echoing in the sterile room.

“Go on,” he said quietly, and there was something in his voice that made my chest tighten with terror. Not anger, exactly, but a kind of warm—gentle, even—satisfaction that told me he’d been expecting this confession.

“We dated for a year,” I sobbed, my face pressed against the leather bench. “He was… he was different from you. Rougher. He liked to… to control me.”

The paddle fell again, not quite as hard as before, but still enough to make me cry out. “I said everything, Heather. Don’t make me drag it out of you piece by piece.”

I closed my eyes, feeling the last of my resistance crumble. There was no point in fighting anymore. He was going to know it all.

“He… he… I guess he trained me,” I whispered, the words feeling like poison on my tongue. “I mean… not like here, but…” I bit my lip, but I couldn’t keep the sob back. “I don’t know… kind of like here? He… he taught me how to… how to please him with my mouth. He said good girls learned to take it deep, to swallow everything he gave them. He made me practice until he could fuck my face without me gagging.”

My voice broke completely as the memories flooded back. Chad’s apartment, the way he’d grab my hair and force me to my knees, the pride I’d felt when he called me his good little cocksucker. I’d loved it then, loved the way he’d used me, but saying it aloud to my husband made me want to die of shame.

“What else?” Ryan’s voice was steady, relentless. “What else did he teach you?”

“I don’t want to say it,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sound of my own ragged breathing. The leather beneath my face was damp with tears, and I could taste salt on my lips. “Please, Ryan. Please don’t make me.”

But even as I begged, I knew it was useless. The paddle hovered above my burning bottom like a promise, and I could feel Ryan’s patience wearing thin. He’d already heard me confess to being trained like a captive whore, to learning to service Chad’s cock like the eager little slut I’d been. What was left to tell would only make things worse.

“He taught me to take it in my ass.” The words exploded from my throat in a rush, as if saying them quickly would make them hurt less. “He said good girls let their men use all their holes, that I needed to learn to be a proper little ass girl for him.”

I felt Ryan’s hand tighten on my waist, his fingers pressing into my skin. The silence that followed my confession seemed to stretch forever, and I wished desperately that I could take the words back, could somehow undo what I’d just revealed.

“Is that why you told me it was off limits?” Ryan asked, his voice deadly quiet. “Because you’d already given that part of yourself to another man?”

I sobbed against the leather, my entire body shaking with shame. “Yes,” I whispered. “I thought… I thought if you… if you had me there, you would think of me the way he had, and I didn’t… I didn’t think I… I wanted it to be, you know, in the past—I wanted to be different… for you.”

The admission hung in the air like a poison cloud. I’d just told my husband that I’d lied about who I was, that I’d denied him a part of me that I’d freely given to another man—a part that somewhere in the back of my mind, I’d known Ryan would want. The betrayal in my own words made me sick to my stomach.

“How often?” Ryan’s voice was controlled, but I could hear something dangerous underneath it. “How often did he fuck your ass?”

“Every time we had sex,” I whispered, the shame burning through me like acid. “He said my pussy was just for foreplay, that real men took what they wanted from the back. He trained me to come from it, to beg for it. By the end, I couldn’t get off any other way.”

The paddle came down hard, harder than any blow before it, and I screamed as fresh fire erupted across my tortured flesh. But this time it felt different—not like punishment, but like claiming. Like Ryan was trying to burn Chad’s ownership right out of my skin.

“That’s why you faked it with me,” he said, and I could hear the hurt in his voice now, the pain I’d caused with my lies. “Every time we made love, you were thinking about him. Wishing I would flip you over and take your ass like he did.”

I couldn’t deny it. The truth was too obvious, too devastating to argue against. “I’m sorry,” I sobbed. “I’m so sorry.”
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Ryan

I set the paddle down and walked around to the front of the bench where my gorgeous wife lay, clad in the sexy red lingerie, the lacy thong stretched around her spread knees where I had left it before turning her ass an almost-matching vibrant shade of red. Heather’s tear-streaked face was a mess of smeared makeup and raw emotion, but underneath all that pain and humiliation, I could see something else. Something that made my chest tighten with a jumbled mixture of love, anger, and arousal.

Relief.

She was relieved to have finally told me the truth. After months of lies, months of faking orgasms and denying me parts of herself she’d freely given to another man, the burden of deception had finally been lifted from her shoulders. The knowledge should have made me feel better, but instead it just stoked the fire of my anger.

“Look at me, Heather,” I commanded, my voice carrying the new authority I’d never used with her before this afternoon, but which had quickly demonstrated its usefulness.

Her green eyes met mine, and I saw myself reflected in them—not the gentle, hesitant husband she thought she’d married, but someone harder. Someone who’d been pushed too far and was finally pushing back.

“The boyfriend you gave your ass to,” I said, letting the name hang in the air between us. “Tell me more about him.”

She flinched as if I’d struck her. “Please, Ryan… sir. You know everything now. Isn’t that enough?”

“No.” I reached down and cupped her chin, forcing her to maintain eye contact. “You’ve been lying to me for our entire marriage. Pretending to be someone you weren’t. I want to know exactly who my wife really is.”

Her breathing was ragged, her body still trembling from the paddling. But I could see the way her pupils dilated when I touched her face, the way she struggled against the restraints to press her thighs together. Even now, even in pain and shame, her body was responding to my dominance.

“He was older, sir,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Twenty-eight when I was eighteen. He said I needed to learn, that I was too innocent for my own good.”

“And you let him teach you.” It wasn’t a question.

“I… yes, sir.” Her cheeks flushed deeper. “I loved it. I loved the way he took control, the way he didn’t ask permission for anything. He made me feel…”

“Feel what?”

“Desired. Used. Like I was exactly what he needed.” The words tumbled out in a rush, as if she couldn’t hold them back any longer. “He called me his little ass girl, and I… God help me, I liked it.”

The confession hit me with stunning force. My modest wife, whom I’d treated with such careful respect, had spent a year being degraded and used by another man. As his obedient ass girl. And she’d loved every minute of it.

“Is that what I should call you?” I asked, my voice dangerously quiet. “My little ass girl?”

Her entire body shuddered at the words, and I saw her pussy clench visibly. The response was immediate and undeniable—this was what she craved, what she’d been denying herself and me for months.

“I don’t know,” she sobbed. “I… maybe, sir?”
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Heather

“Alright,” Ryan said, his voice full of a degrading sarcasm that set my nervous system alight even as my mind recoiled. “Congratulations, Heather. You’re my ass girl now. And when I claim your asshole you’re going to forget all about your ex.”

The words sent a jolt of electricity straight through my core, and I couldn’t suppress the whimper that escaped my lips. Hearing those degrading words from Ryan’s mouth—my kind, respectful husband—made something deep inside me, deeper than anything in my body, seem to clench with shameful arousal.

“I can see that you like that,” he observed, his voice taking on a detached tone that reminded me of Master Paul. “Your body really doesn’t lie, does it, Heather?”

I shook my head frantically, tears still streaming down my cheeks. “I don’t want to like it,” I sobbed. “I tried so hard to be different for you, to be the kind of wife I thought you deserved.”

“The kind of wife I deserved,” Ryan repeated, his hand still cupping my chin. “You mean the kind who lies about what she needs? Who fakes orgasms and denies her husband the pleasures she owes him?”

His words cut deep, but I couldn’t argue with them. That was exactly what I’d done—created a false version of myself that I thought would make him happy, while secretly craving the very things I’d told him were off limits.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I’m so sorry, sir.”

Ryan’s eyes studied my face with an intensity that made me feel completely exposed. “Sorry isn’t enough anymore,” he said quietly. “It’s time for me to claim what’s mine.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as he stepped back and began to untie the belt of his black robe. The fabric fell open, and then he was shrugging it off his shoulders completely, letting it pool on the floor behind him.

“Oh, my God,” I breathed, my eyes going wide as I saw my husband’s cock for the first time—really saw it, up close and fully erect in a way that our gentle lovemaking in the dark had never allowed.

It was enormous. Thick and long, jutting proudly from his body with a commanding presence that made my mouth go dry. In all our months of marriage, I’d felt its size inside me, but never truly comprehended what Ryan was working with. Now, bound and helpless before him, I could see every intimidating inch.

“I know it’s even bigger than Master Paul’s,” Ryan said, his voice carrying a satisfaction that sent shivers through me. “I’ve been concerned about hurting you with it, but no longer.”

Fear crashed over me in waves. Master Paul had been large enough to make me struggle to take him in my mouth, but Ryan… Ryan was something else entirely. The thought of him using that massive cock on my body, especially in the way Chad had trained me to accept, made panic rise in my throat.

“Sir,” I whispered, my voice shaking, “your cock is the biggest one I’ve ever seen. I want to be good for you, I really do, but I don’t think I can take it inside my mouth or my bottom. It will be very uncomfortable.”

Even as the words left my mouth, I recognized what I was doing. Some rebellious part of me was testing him, seeing if he would back down the way the old Ryan might have. Seeing if this new dominance was real or just an act he was putting on for the trainers.

Ryan’s eyes hardened, and I knew immediately that he understood exactly what I was trying to do.

“You’re going to get used to having my cock in your mouth and your ass whether you like it or not,” he said, his voice carrying an absolute finality that made my pussy clench with shameful arousal. “Your comfort isn’t my concern anymore, Heather. Your obedience is.”

The words struck me forcefully, but underneath the fear was something else—a deep, primal satisfaction that he’d passed my test. This wasn’t the hesitant man I’d married. This was someone who would take what he wanted from me, someone who wouldn’t be swayed by my protests or fears.

“Now get me ready for your ass, ass girl,” my husband said roughly. “Open that pretty mouth.”

I opened my mouth, my lips parting as Ryan stepped closer. The massive head of his cock brushed against my lips, and I felt myself tremble at the contact. This was my husband—the man I’d married, the gentleman who’d always asked permission for everything. But the thick shaft pressing against my mouth seemed to belong to someone else entirely, someone who would take what he wanted without apology.

“Show me what Chad taught you,” Ryan commanded, his voice rough with authority. “Take it deep.”

I parted my lips wider, putting my tongue out as I’d been taught. Ryan thrust in slowly, one big hand guiding his massive penis and the other at the back of my head. He was salty, musky, overwhelmingly male in a way that made my head spin. As I received him into my mouth, deeper and deeper, muscle memory kicked in from all those sessions with Chad, my throat automatically relaxing to try to accommodate his size.

But Ryan was so much bigger. I gagged almost immediately, tears springing to my eyes as I struggled to take even half of his length. The restraints kept me perfectly positioned for his use, unable to pull back or control the depth as he began to enjoy me, his hips moving back and forth to drive his cock in and out.

“Deeper,” he growled, his hands tangling in my hair. “I know you can do better than that.”

I fought against my gag reflex, forcing myself to relax as Chad had taught me. Slowly, agonizingly, I managed to take more of him, my throat stretching around his girth until I thought I might pass out from lack of air.

“Better,” Ryan said with satisfaction after a few more thrusts. “That feels very good, ass girl. Now show me how you lick a man’s balls.”

He pulled back, his cock sliding from my mouth with a wet sound that made my cheeks burn with shame. But I obeyed, extending my tongue to lap at his heavy sac, remembering how Chad had demanded this particular service. I worked my tongue around each testicle, taking them into my mouth one at a time while Ryan groaned above me.

“Remarkable,” I heard Dr. Hamelin say from somewhere behind me. “She really is exceptionally well trained.”

“Indeed,” Master Paul agreed. “The boyfriend was obviously quite thorough in his instruction.”

The matter-of-fact discussion of my skills made my face burn with humiliation, but I couldn’t stop the way my body responded to their approval. I was performing like the trained whore I’d tried so hard not to be, and some twisted part of me reveled in their recognition of my abilities.

Ryan’s hand suddenly reached over my back, his fingers finding my exposed pussy without warning. I cried out around his cock as he roughly seized my most intimate flesh, his palm cupping me possessively while his fingers explored my wetness.

“So ready,” he murmured, his touch becoming more insistent. “My little ass girl is dripping wet from sucking my cock.”

The degrading words combined with his touch sent electricity through my entire body. I could feel myself climbing toward the edge with terrifying speed, my body responding to his dominance in ways it never had to his gentle lovemaking.

The sharp beep of Master Paul’s handheld cut through the air.

“She’s about to come,” Master Paul announced, studying the screen.

“Good,” Ryan said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “I want her to come. I want to see what my wife looks like when she really lets go.”

His hand squeezed my pussy harder, his fingers working my clit with devastating precision while his other hand gripped my burning bottom, pressing into the tender flesh he’d paddled so thoroughly. The combination of pleasure and pain, of his commanding voice and possessive touch, shattered the last of my resistance.

I exploded around his fingers, my body convulsing against the restraints as the most intense orgasm of my life tore through me. I screamed around his cock, my voice muffled but desperate, my entire world narrowing to the jolts of sensation that seemed to go on forever. This wasn’t the gentle flutter I’d faked during our lovemaking—this was raw, primal, honest in a way that left me completely exposed.

“Please,” I gasped when I could finally speak, my voice hoarse and broken. “Please, sir, I need your cock in my pussy. I need you to fuck me properly.”

But Ryan was already moving behind me, his hands positioning himself at a different entrance entirely. I felt the broad head of his massive cock pressing against my bottom, and terror shot through me even as my body still trembled from the aftershocks of my climax.

“No,” he said firmly, his voice carrying absolute authority. “I need to claim your ass first, Heather. I need to take the part of you that you gave to another man and make it mine completely.”

I felt him begin to push forward, and I knew there would be no gentle preparation, no careful easing into this violation. My husband was going to take my ass with the same ruthless determination he’d shown in everything else today, and I was helpless to stop him.

“Oh… oh, it hurts, sir,” I whimpered, my body tensing despite my efforts to relax.

“Yes,” Ryan agreed matter-of-factly. “I’m sure it does. But you’re going to take every inch anyway, because that’s what good ass girls do for their husbands.”
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Heather

I felt the massive head of his cock pressing more insistently against my tiniest place. My entire body tensed with fear. This was really happening. My chivalrous husband was about to claim my ass with that enormous cock, and there was nothing I could do to stop him.

Worse—but was it really worse?—I didn’t want to. I knew it would hurt. Even taking Chad in my bottom, when he had wanted to make sure I felt completely dominated, had felt uncomfortable. I could tell that Ryan’s huge penis would make sitting down a problem for a day, at least, and maybe more.

But the idea that he had decided to take me in this most intimate and shameful of ways made me whimper, and try to do as Chad had taught me.

“Relax,” Ryan commanded, though, his voice rough with arousal. “Fighting it will only make it worse.”

But I couldn’t relax. All the memory of Chad’s training flooded back—how he’d worked me up to taking him, how he’d used his fingers and smaller toys first. Ryan was just going to force his way in with that massive shaft, and I felt like it was going to tear me apart.

“Please,” I sobbed, pulling frantically at the restraints. “Please, sir… please prepare me first? Use your fingers, anything. You’re so big… you’ll hurt me.”

“Good,” Ryan said simply, and I felt him push forward more firmly.

Oh, God… Gratitude to my husband for making me take it, for using me roughly—even for hurting me—filled my chest even as the broad head of his cock began to breach the terribly tight ring, and I screamed at the burning stretch. His next words made me clench hard, around nothing.

“You deserve to hurt after what you’ve put me through.”

The pain was incredible as he worked himself deeper, inch by agonizing inch. My body fought against the invasion, every muscle clenching in protest, but the restraints held me perfectly in place for his use. I could hear myself making desperate, animal sounds as he claimed territory that had belonged to another man.

“That’s it,” Ryan growled, his hands gripping my hips to hold me steady for his pleasure. “Take your husband’s cock like the good little ass girl you are.”

The degrading words sent humiliation and need through me even as the pain consumed my thoughts. This was what I’d craved during all those gentle nights—to be used roughly, to be taken without consideration for my comfort. But the reality was overwhelming in ways I hadn’t expected.

“Oh, God,” I gasped as he pushed deeper, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. “It’s too much, sir. You’re too big.”

“You took his cock,” Ryan reminded me harshly, his voice strained with the effort of forcing his way into my tight passage. “You’ll take mine too.”

But Chad had been smaller, and he’d trained me gradually over weeks. Ryan had claimed me with the brutal efficiency of ownership, marking his territory in the most primal way possible. I felt split open, completely at his mercy as he worked more of his massive length inside me.

“Please,” I whimpered, tears streaming down my face. “Please be gentle.”

“No,” Ryan said firmly. “Gentle is what got us into this mess. You need to learn what it means to belong to me completely.”

I felt him bury himself fully in my anus inside me, his lap pressed against my burning bottom, and I sobbed with relief that the initial penetration was over. But then he began to move, pulling back slowly before driving forward again, and I realized this was just the beginning.

The rhythm he set was relentless, each thrust sending a jolt of ambiguous sensation through my entire body. Pain and pleasure shot through me as Ryan established his cadence, each invasion of his thick, rigid shaft driving me deeper into a haze of sensation I couldn’t categorize or control. My body didn’t know how to process what was happening—the burning stretch, the overwhelming fullness, the way my husband’s massive cock seemed to own every nerve ending I possessed.

“Look at how well you’re taking it,” Ryan growled above me, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Your body remembers how to please a man with your ass, doesn’t it?”

I tried to answer, but only broken sounds escaped my lips. The restraints held me perfectly positioned for his use, unable to escape or control the depth of his penetration. Each time he pulled back, I felt a moment of relief, only to cry out as he drove forward again with relentless purpose.

“Sir,” I gasped, my voice barely recognizable. “I can’t… please…”

“You are, though, ass girl,” he replied firmly, his hands gripping my hips harder. “This is what you denied me, Heather. This is what you gave to another man while lying to your husband about what you really needed. Now you’re getting as much of it as I want to give you.”

The shame of his words mixed with the physical sensations until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. He was right—I had given my ass to Chad freely, and I had told Ryan it was off limits. The hypocrisy of my behavior felt as raw as the claiming of my body.

But something else was happening too, something that terrified me with its intensity. Underneath the pain, underneath the overwhelming stretch and burn, my body was beginning to respond. The familiar heat was building in my core, the same involuntary arousal that had consumed me during my training with Master Paul.

“No,” I whimpered, recognizing what was happening. I couldn’t come from this. I couldn’t prove to my husband and these watching men that I was exactly the kind of depraved slut they thought I was.

“Yes,” Ryan said, as if he could read my thoughts. One of his hands moved from my hip to between my legs, his fingers finding my clit with devastating accuracy. “I can feel how wet you are, ass girl. Your body knows exactly what it needs.”

The combination of his cock filling me completely and his fingers working my most sensitive flesh sent electricity through every nerve. I fought against the building pleasure, tried to deny what my body was so obviously craving, but it was useless. Ryan’s touch was confident, demanding, nothing like the hesitant caresses I’d grown used to.

“Please,” I sobbed, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for anymore. For him to stop? For him to continue? For release from the maddening spiral of sensation that threatened to consume me completely?

“Tell me you’re my ass girl,” Ryan commanded, his voice rough with exertion and arousal. “Tell me you belong to me now.”

The words stuck in my throat. Saying them would be admitting everything—that I was exactly the kind of woman who could come from having my ass fucked, that I craved degradation and rough treatment more than the gentle love I’d pretended to want.

But my body was betraying me completely. Ryan’s fingers worked my clit with expert precision while his massive cock stretched me beyond anything I’d ever experienced. The dual sensations were overwhelming, breaking down every wall I’d tried to build between who I was and who I’d pretended to be.

“I’m your ass girl.” The words tore from my throat in a broken sob. “I belong to you, sir. Only you.”

“Good,” Ryan growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “And what does my ass girl need?”

“I need…” I gasped, my body trembling on the edge of something devastating. “I need you to fuck my ass harder, sir. I need you to use me like the dirty little whore I am.”

The confession shattered something inside me. I’d just begged my husband to degrade me, to treat me exactly like Chad had. But unlike with Chad, this felt different somehow. More complete. Ryan wasn’t just using my body—he was claiming it, marking it as his own after months of lies and deception.

“That’s my good girl,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction as he pounded into me relentlessly. “This is what you’ve needed all along, isn’t it? To be taken completely, owned completely.”

I couldn’t deny it anymore. My body was climbing toward an orgasm that would prove everything they’d said about me. Somewhere, distantly, I realized Master Paul’s handheld had sounded the orgasm alarm again. Yes, my mind said. Yes. Yes, I was exactly the kind of woman who could come from being brutally fucked in the ass, who craved rough treatment and degradation more than gentle lovemaking.

“Please,” I whimpered, my voice barely recognizable. “Please let me come, sir. I need it so badly.”

“Then come for me, ass girl,” Ryan commanded. “Show everyone what kind of wife you really are.”

The permission shattered my last resistance. I exploded around his invading cock, my body convulsing in the restraints as the new most intense orgasm of my life tore through me. I screamed until my voice gave out, my entire world narrowing to the ecstatic spasms that seemed to go on forever.

This wasn’t the gentle flutter I’d faked during our marriage, or even the hard climax I’d had with my face buried in Ryan’s scrotum a few minutes ago. This was raw, honest, completely undeniable. I was coming harder with my husband now than I ever had with Chad, my body responding to Ryan’s new dominance in ways that terrified and thrilled me.

“Beautiful,” I heard Dr. Hamelin say through the haze. “Absolutely beautiful response.”

Ryan continued his relentless rhythm, drawing out my climax until I thought I might pass out from the intensity. When it finally began to subside, I was left gasping and shaking, completely broken down and rebuilt in the space of minutes.

“Now you know,” Ryan said, his voice gentle, but firm as he finally stilled inside me. “This is who you really are, Heather. My submissive little ass girl. It’s time to tell me more. Did Chad make you have group sex?”

I felt my blood turn to ice at Ryan’s question, even as his massive cock remained buried deep inside my burning bottom. The orgasm that had just torn through me left me feeling raw and exposed, but his words brought a new kind of terror crashing over me.

“No,” I gasped, my voice hoarse from screaming. “Please, sir, I’ve told you everything. There wasn’t… I didn’t…”

But even as the lie left my lips, I could hear how unconvincing it sounded. My body still trembled from the intensity of what had just happened, and Ryan’s fingers were still working gently between my legs, keeping me on edge even as I tried to process his question.

“Heather,” Ryan said, his voice carrying that same dangerous calm that had preceded my terrible paddling. “We both know that’s not true. I can feel how your body responds when you lie to me. Your ass clenches around my cock like you’re trying to milk it.”

I whimpered as I realized he was right. My body had betrayed me again, responding to his dominance even as my mind recoiled from what he was asking. The thought of telling him about those nights at Chad’s apartment, about the other men who had used me while Chad watched and then joined in, made me want to disappear entirely.

“Please,” I sobbed, pulling weakly at the restraints. “I can’t tell you about that. It was different. It was…”

“It was what?” Ryan’s voice was steel wrapped in silk. “More degrading than this? More shameful than begging your husband to fuck your ass like a whore?”

I felt tears streaming down my face as the memories flooded back. Chad’s friends from college, the way they’d pass me between them like a toy. The things they’d made me do, the way Chad had encouraged them to use me harder, rougher. I’d buried those memories so deep I’d almost convinced myself they hadn’t happened.

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission torn from my throat. “Yes, sir. Chad… Chad liked to share me with his friends. He said good ass girls needed to learn to please multiple men.”

Ryan’s hand stilled between my legs, and I felt his cock twitch inside me. When he spoke, his voice was thick with something I couldn’t identify.

“How many men, Heather? How many men fucked my wife before I even met her?”
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The number burned in my throat like acid. How could I tell him? How could I admit to my husband that I’d been passed around like a party favor by Chad and his college friends?

“I don’t remember exactly,” I lied desperately, my voice barely a whisper. “It was just… sometimes there were others.”

Ryan’s hand moved to grip my burning bottom, his fingers digging into the tender flesh he’d paddled so thoroughly. The pressure made me gasp, reminding me of my complete helplessness as his massive cock remained buried deep inside me.

“How many, Heather?” he repeated, his voice carrying that terrifying patience that meant he would wait all day for the truth. “Don’t make me spank you while my cock is in your ass.”

The threat sent a jolt of terror through me. The idea of being spanked while impaled on his enormous shaft was too overwhelming to contemplate. My body clenched involuntarily around him, and I heard him grunt softly at the sensation.

“Five,” I sobbed, the number torn from my throat like a confession at gunpoint. “Five different men over the year we were together. Chad would invite them over and… and…”

“And what?” Ryan’s voice was deadly quiet.

“And they would use me,” I whispered, my face burning with shame. “All of them. Sometimes together, sometimes one after another. Chad said I needed to learn to be available whenever a man wanted me.”

The silence that followed my confession was deafening. I could hear my own ragged breathing, the sound of Dr. Hamelin adjusting his glasses, Master Paul’s measured footsteps. But from Ryan, nothing.

“Did you enjoy it?” he asked finally, and there was something in his voice that made my blood freeze.

“No,” I said quickly, then stopped. Another lie, and we both knew it. My body had responded to those degrading encounters just as it was responding now. I’d climaxed for those strangers, had begged them to use me harder, had thanked them afterward like the well-trained whore Chad had made me into.

“Try again,” Ryan said, beginning to move inside me once more. The slow, deliberate thrusts made it impossible to think clearly.

“I… yes,” I gasped, my voice breaking completely. “Yes, sir. I enjoyed it. I came for them. I wanted them to think I was a good girl. I wanted to make Chad proud.”

“My wife,” Ryan said, his voice thick with something between anger, arousal, and… pride? “was a gangbang slut before she married me.”

The crude words brought new heat to my face, but underneath the humiliation was that treacherous heat building again. Hearing him say it, hearing him acknowledge what I really was and what I truly craved, sent electricity through my core despite my shame.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, because there was no point in denying it anymore. “I was. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for doing it, or sorry for lying about it?”

The question hung in the air between us, and I felt something crack inside my chest. Both, I said to myself. Definitely both. I was sorry for both, wasn’t I? That was what it had all been about: I’d felt ashamed of myself, after Chad had ghosted me. I had found Ryan, and I had started over. And so I’d lied to him—and I was definitely sorry about that.

But… doing it. Coming and coming with two hard cocks inside me… three hard cocks inside me and two more in my practiced hands… getting covered in semen at Chad’s lewd instructions to his friends.

God help me, I wasn’t truly sorry for that at all.

“Sorry for lying,” I whispered, the admission feeling like another piece of my soul being stripped away. “I’m sorry for lying to you about who I really am.”

Ryan’s thrusts became more deliberate, and I felt his cock pulse inside me as if my confession had aroused him further. The realization that my degrading past might actually excite him rather than disgust him sent a confusing wave of relief and shame through my body.

“Tell me about the first time,” he commanded, his voice rough with authority. “The first time Chad shared you with another man.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the memory, but his cock filling me so completely made it impossible to escape into my own mind. The physical sensations kept me anchored in the present even as he demanded I relive my most shameful moments.

“It was his roommate Jake,” I gasped, my voice barely audible. “Chad said I needed to learn to be accommodating to his friends. He told Jake he could use my mouth while Chad… while Chad took me from behind.”

“And you let them,” Ryan stated, not a question, but a fact that made my stomach clench with recognition.

“Yes, sir. I wanted to please Chad. I thought if I was good enough, if I did everything he asked, he would…” I trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

“Would what, Heather?”

“Would love me the way I loved him,” I sobbed, the pathetic truth finally spilling out. “But he never did. I was just his toy to share with his friends. His little ass girl who would do anything to make him happy.”

Ryan’s hand moved to stroke my hair, a gesture so tender it seemed incongruous with the way he was claiming my body. “And now you’re my ass girl,” he said, his voice carrying a possessive satisfaction that sent shivers through me. “Mine to use, mine to share if I choose.”

The casual way he mentioned sharing me made my breath catch. The idea that Ryan might want to display me to other men, share me with them to prove his ownership the way Chad had, filled me with a mixture of terror and shameful arousal that I couldn’t begin to process.

“Would you… would you want to share me, sir?” I whispered, hardly believing I was asking such a question.

Ryan’s laugh was dark and knowing. “Look around you, ass girl. I already am.”

The realization of what he meant hit me like lightning. Master Paul and Dr. Hamelin weren’t just observers—they were participants. I was already being shared, displayed for their assessment while my husband claimed my body in the most degrading way possible. And Ryan clearly wanted even more.

“No,” I whispered, my voice breaking with fresh panic. “Ryan, please. Not with them. Not like this.”

But even as I protested, I felt my body respond to the idea with the involuntary need that just seemed to be a part of me. The thought of being used by multiple men again, of being the center of their attention and desire, sent shameful electricity through my core.

“Master Paul,” Ryan said, his voice carrying new authority as he continued his relentless rhythm inside me. “Dr. Hamelin. I think it’s time you helped me properly train my wife. She clearly needs more than one man to satisfy her.”

My blood turned to ice. “No,” I sobbed, pulling frantically at the restraints. “Please, sir, I can’t. Not again. I’m not that person anymore.”

“But you are,” Ryan said, his cock pulsing inside me as if the idea excited him. “You just told me how much you enjoyed being passed around by Chad’s friends. How you came for them, how you wanted to make them proud. Well, now you can make me proud.”

I heard footsteps approaching, and my heart hammered against my ribs as I realized both men were moving closer. Master Paul appeared in my peripheral vision, already removing his shirt.

“Are you certain about this, Ryan?” Master Paul asked, though his hands were already working at his belt. “Once we cross this line, there’s no going back. Your wife will know you may share her whenever you choose.”

“I’m certain,” Ryan replied without hesitation. “She needs to understand her place completely. And I need to see how she responds to being thoroughly used.”

Dr. Hamelin had moved to his tablet, his fingers working across the screen with clinical precision. “The biometric data supports this approach,” he said matter-of-factly. “Her arousal levels have spiked dramatically since you mentioned group sex. Her body is clearly prepared for multiple partners.”

The casual way they discussed using me made my face burn with shame, but I couldn’t deny what my traitor of a body was telling them. I was wet, desperate, my pussy clenching with each word as if begging to be filled.

“Please,” I whimpered one last time, but my protest sounded weak even to my own ears.

Ryan pulled out of my ass slowly, and I gasped at the sudden emptiness. But before I could process the loss, I felt his hands at the restraints, working to free me from the bench.

“Stand up,” he commanded as the leather cuffs fell away.

My legs were shaking so badly I could barely support my weight, but I managed to rise on unsteady feet. The red lingerie I still wore felt like nothing, the thong remaining stretched around my knees, the lacy bra offering no protection from their hungry gazes. Ryan’s massive cock glistened with evidence of where it had been, and I felt my face burn with the knowledge that these men could see exactly what he’d done to me.

“Turn around,” Ryan commanded, his voice carrying that new authority that made my knees weak. “Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed without thinking, my body moving of its own accord as I presented my back to him. I felt him grasp my wrists, and then the familiar sensation of leather restraints being secured around them. But these were different from the bench cuffs—lighter, designed to bind my hands behind me while leaving me mobile.

“Perfect,” Ryan murmured, testing the bonds. “Now you can’t interfere with what we’re going to do with you.”

The calm way he said it sent ice through my veins even as my body responded with shameful heat. I was completely helpless now, my hands secured uselessly behind my back while three men prepared to use me however they wanted.

Master Paul had finished undressing, his muscular body on full display as he approached. His cock was already hard, and seeing it again brought back vivid memories of kneeling before him in my room. Dr. Hamelin was removing his shirt with clinical precision, his lean swimmer’s build revealed as he folded each garment carefully.

“The key to effective group training,” Master Paul said to Ryan, “is coordination. We need to monitor her responses continuously to ensure she receives maximum benefit.”

Dr. Hamelin nodded, his tablet in hand. “The perineal sensor will guide us. Watch the screen—these spikes indicate arousal, and this pattern shows she’s approaching climax. We’ll use the data to control her pleasure precisely.”

I stared at them in horror as they discussed my body like a machine to be operated. The sensor they’d implanted without my knowledge was feeding them real-time information about my most intimate responses, giving them complete control over my pleasure.

“Fascinating,” Ryan said, studying the screen with obvious interest. “So we can bring her to the edge and hold her there?”

“Exactly,” Dr. Hamelin confirmed. “Prolonged arousal without release increases submission and breaks down psychological barriers. Watch—her levels are spiking just from hearing us discuss it.”

My face burned as I realized he was right. The clinical discussion of controlling my pleasure was making me desperately wet, my body betraying me even as my mind recoiled from what they planned.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I can’t do this again. I’m not strong enough.”

“You are,” Ryan said firmly, moving to stand before me. His hands cupped my face, forcing me to meet his eyes. “This is who you are, Heather. This is what you need.”

Master Paul put his hand on Ryan’s shoulder to draw his attention. “There’s a special sink in the corner,” he said, gesturing toward a small alcove I hadn’t noticed before. “For washing after you’ve been in a trainee’s anus. I’d recommend using it before you enjoy your wife’s pussy—for safety.”

Ryan glanced down at his massive cock, still glistening from its use of my bottom, and nodded. “Of course. Thank you.”

My heart hammered as I watched my husband walk toward the sink, leaving me standing there in my restraints with Master Paul and Dr. Hamelin. The moment Ryan’s back was turned, Master Paul’s hand settled on my shoulder.

“Down,” he commanded simply. “On your knees.”

My legs gave out before I could even think to resist, and I found myself kneeling on the cold floor between the two men. Dr. Hamelin had finished undressing, his lean body now fully revealed, his cock hard and ready. Master Paul’s familiar shaft was at eye level, and I felt my mouth water involuntarily at the sight.

“Show us what a good cock worshipper you are,” Master Paul said, his voice taking on that instructional tone that made my stomach flutter. “Start with me, then move to Dr. Hamelin. Keep us both ready while your husband cleans himself.”

I opened my mouth obediently, taking Master Paul’s familiar length between my lips. The taste of him flooded my senses as I worked my tongue along his shaft, remembering everything he’d taught me about pleasing a man properly. Behind me, I could hear the water running as Ryan washed himself, but all my attention was focused on the cock filling my mouth.

“Excellent technique,” Dr. Hamelin observed clinically. “Her training is clearly well established.”

Master Paul’s hand tangled in my hair as I took him deeper, my throat relaxing to accommodate his size. “Very good, Heather. Now show the doctor what you can do.”

I moved to Dr. Hamelin, my bound hands useless behind my back as I took his smaller, but still impressive cock into my mouth. He tasted different from Master Paul, cleaner somehow, more clinical. I worked my tongue around his head while I instinctively tried to reach my right hand up to wrap it around Master Paul’s shaft, the way Chad would have told me I should—except I couldn’t, because my hands were bound. Instead, I had to alternate between them, servicing one while the other waited.

“Fascinating,” Dr. Hamelin murmured, his fingers stroking my hair as I worked. “Her arousal levels are climbing just from this oral service. She genuinely enjoys pleasing multiple men.”

The water shut off behind me, and I heard Ryan’s footsteps approaching. When I glanced back, I saw him watching me service the two men with an expression I couldn’t read. His massive cock was clean now, jutting proudly from his body as he took in the sight of his wife kneeling between two strangers.

“Bring her to the kneeling bench over there,” he said, his voice thick with authority. “Put her over it. I’m going to pound that pussy.”


CHAPTER 20
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Ryan

Master Paul and Dr. Hamelin each took one of Heather’s arms, helping her rise on shaking legs. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen from servicing their hard cocks, and I could see the glazed look of arousal in her green eyes. This was my wife at her most honest—desperate, needy, completely submissive to male authority.

They made her kneel on the leather-covered step of the ingenious piece of furniture I’d noticed, placed to the side of the other bench, where I’d fucked her mouth and her ass. They made her spread her knees wide, her bound hands resting against her lower back as they bent her over the upper surface so that her mouth ended up right where they could enjoy it most easily with their jutting manhoods. The red lace bra pushed her breasts up beautifully, and the thong still stretched around her knees served as a perfect reminder of how I’d taken her panties down for discipline. Her pussy glistened with wetness, completely exposed and ready for me.

“Please, sir,” she whispered, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I need you inside me. I need to feel your cock in my pussy.”

The desperate hunger in her voice sent a jolt straight to my rigid tool. This wasn’t the modest wife who’d lain beneath me in the dark, faking her responses. This was the real Heather—the one who clearly craved to be used, who needed rough handling to satisfy her sexually… maybe even to reach her full potential as a woman.

I positioned myself behind her, my hands settling on her hips as I lined up my cock with her dripping sheath, so thrillingly exposed by the shaving Dr. Hamelin had enforced on her. After claiming her ass so thoroughly, her pussy felt almost too easy, too welcoming. But I needed to claim this part of her too—needed to demonstrate that she would be fucked dominantly wherever I chose put my hardness.

“Tell me what you are,” I commanded, pressing just the head of my cock against the velvet opening of her sheath.

“I’m your ass girl, sir,” she gasped immediately. “I’m your submissive wife who needs to be shared and used.”

“Good,” I growled, driving forward in one smooth thrust.

The sensation was incredible. After the tight grip of her ass, her pussy felt like silk, hot and wet and perfectly designed for my pleasure. She cried out as I filled her completely, her body stretching to accommodate my size in a way that felt natural, right.

“Master Paul,” I said, looking up at him as I began to establish a rhythm. “You and Dr. Hamelin should fuck her face while I fuck her pussy. She’s going to serve all of us.”

I saw the approval in his eyes as he moved to position himself at Heather’s head. “Open wide, ass girl,” he commanded, and I felt a surge of possessive pride as my wife immediately obeyed.

Watching her take his cock into her mouth while I pounded her pussy, my lap slapping up against her still-red ass with every thrust, my balls seemed to boil with lust. Paul and the doctor changed places. Heather screamed with helpless pleasure with her mouth free, then whimpered around Dr. Hamelin’s cock as he began to enjoy her. I took hold of her elbows, emphasizing the restraint on her wrists, and she bucked under me as I used the leverage to fuck her even harder.

Paul’s handheld beeped. Heather was about to have another climax.

“Would this be a good time to make her take all three of us at once?” I asked, my cock pulsing at the very thought of it and the dominant growl I could hear in my own voice.

“Definitely,” Paul replied. “Your instincts are developing nicely, Ryan.”
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Heather

The words hit me like ice water even as my body trembled on the edge of another devastating climax. All three of them. At once. The memory of Chad’s friends flooded back—how they’d used every part of me simultaneously, how I’d felt so completely owned and degraded and yet desperate for more.

“No,” I whimpered around Dr. Hamelin’s cock, the word muffled but desperate. “Please, I can’t take all three of you.”

But even as I protested, my body betrayed me completely. Ryan’s massive shaft pounding into my pussy, the way he gripped my bound arms to use me harder—I needed it, despite myself. My core clenched around him as the beeping from Master Paul’s device grew more insistent.

“She’s lying,” Dr. Hamelin observed clinically, pulling his cock from my mouth so I could speak. “Her biometric readings show extreme arousal at the suggestion.”

I gasped for air, my face burning with shame at how easily the sensor revealed my deepest desires. “I’m not ready,” I sobbed, looking back at Ryan desperately. “Sir, please, your cock is so big, and if Master Paul uses my bottom again while you’re in my pussy⁠—”

“That’s exactly what’s going to happen,” Ryan interrupted, his voice carrying that new authority that made my knees weak. “You’re going to take all three of us because that’s what good ass girls do for their husbands.”

The degrading words sent electricity rocketing through my nervous system. I felt myself climbing toward the edge again as Ryan continued his relentless rhythm, his lap pressing against my still-tender bottom with each thrust. The combination of pain and pleasure was overwhelming, breaking down every wall I’d tried to build.

“Please,” I whimpered one last time, but I could hear how unconvincing it sounded. My body was already preparing itself, already craving the complete domination they offered.

Master Paul’s large hands settled on my shoulders. “We’ll start slowly,” he said, his voice taking on an instructional tone that made my tummy flutter. “We know what we’re doing.”

I felt Ryan slow his thrusts, still buried deep inside my pussy as Master Paul walked around behind me. The idea of having both their massive cocks inside me at once, down there, terrified and aroused me in equal measure.

“Alright, gentlemen,” Ryan said, his voice thick with command. “Let’s move to the other bench.”

I felt their hands on me as they lifted me from the kneeling position, my legs too weak to support my own weight. The room spun around me as they carried me to yet another piece of furniture—this one lower and wider, clearly designed for what they clearly had in mind.

Ryan lay down on his back on the padded surface, his massive cock jutting up like a monument to male dominance. I whimpered as I realized what they intended, my bound hands useless behind me as Master Paul turned me face up and positioned me over my husband.

“Lower her,” Ryan commanded, his hands gripping my hips. “Make her take my cock in her bottom again. Ass girl, it’s time to show these men how well trained you’re becoming.”

The humiliation of being displayed like this, of being impaled on his enormous shaft by another man, made tears stream down my cheeks. But Ryan reached up and held my paddled backside, spreading my cheeks, and Master Paul let me down until my feet found the floor, my thighs straddling Ryan’s. I cried out as Ryan lowered my bottom further, and the blunt head of my husband’s manhood pushed against my tiny hole once again. Then I sobbed as my body obeyed the obscene pressure, and my anus opened, my well-used bottom stretching around the enormous shaft as I sank down inch by agonizing inch.

“Perfect,” Master Paul murmured, his hands steadying me as I took Ryan completely. “Now ride the cock like an ass girl should, to show how much you love it.”

I tried to obey, tried to do as I was told, the way I’d learned to do with Chad. But this felt different somehow—more intense, more overwhelming. These weren’t college boys using me for their entertainment. These were men who understood exactly what I needed, who could read my body’s responses and push me further than I’d ever gone before.

I began to move, my thighs burning as I lifted myself up and let gravity pull me back down onto Ryan’s massive cock. Each bounce sent jolts of sensation through my entire body, the stretch and burn mixing with pleasure in ways that made me cry out helplessly. My bound hands behind my back made it impossible to steady myself, forcing me to rely entirely on my legs as I rode him.

“That’s it,” Ryan growled beneath me, his hands gripping my hips to guide my movements. “Show them how much you love having your ass filled.”

I sobbed as I bounced faster, driven by some primal submissive need I couldn’t control. The humiliation of performing like this in front of these men, of proving what a depraved slut I really was, only heightened my arousal. My pussy clenched with emptiness, desperate to be filled as well.

“Dr. Hamelin,” Ryan commanded, his voice strained with pleasure, “come here. Turn her face toward you and use her mouth.”

I felt the doctor’s hands on my chin, turning my head to the side as he positioned himself beside the bench. His cock pressed against my lips, and I opened immediately, taking him deep even as I continued to ride Ryan’s shaft. The angle was awkward, my neck twisted, but I worked my tongue eagerly around his length.

“Excellent coordination,” Dr. Hamelin murmured, his evaluative tone at odds with the way he was using my mouth. “Her ability to attend to the pleasure of two penises at once is quite impressive.”

The praise made me whimper around his cock, my body responding to their approval even as shame burned through me. I was performing exactly like the trained whore Chad had made me into, and they were all watching, evaluating, enjoying my degradation.

“Master Paul,” Ryan said, his voice a low growl as I continued my desperate bouncing, “I think it’s time you used her pussy. She needs to be completely filled.”

I felt my eyes go wide with panic. Both of them, down there, at the same time; it just seemed impossible. The memory of Chad’s friends doing the same thing flooded back, but this felt much more intense—both frightening and terribly meaningful. Ryan was so much bigger than Chad had been, and more important, he was my husband, the man who…

The man who owns me, now—who knows how to use his property, whether by himself or with other men.

In the corner of my eye, as I kept pleasuring Dr. Hamelin’s cock, I saw Master Paul loom above me. He straddled Ryan’s thighs with his own enormous tree-trunk legs, using a dancer-like agility to make the posture seem somehow both graceful and magnificently strong. I felt his hands on my thighs, spreading them wider as he positioned himself. The head of his cock pressed against my dripping entrance, and I moaned desperately around the doctor’s thrusting shaft.

“Relax,” Master Paul commanded, his voice gentle but firm. “Your vagina is ready for me.”

I tried to breathe, tried to relax as he began to push forward. The sensation of being stretched in both places simultaneously was overwhelming. Ryan’s massive cock filled my bottom completely while Master Paul worked his way into my pussy, and I felt like I might split apart from the double invasion.

“Perfect,” Ryan grunted beneath me, his hands tightening on my hips. “This is what you need, ass girl, isn’t it? To be used by multiple men, when I decide you need a lesson in obedience?”

The degrading question sent fire through my core, and I couldn’t deny the truth any longer. My body was already climbing toward another devastating climax as both men filled me completely. The sensation of having Ryan’s enormous shaft stretching my bottom while Master Paul claimed my pussy was beyond anything I’d ever experienced, even when I’d been made to take multiple penises before.

I tried to nod around Dr. Hamelin’s cock, tried to show them that I understood what I was. The movement made me gag slightly, but I forced myself to take him deeper, to prove I could service all three of them simultaneously the way a good ass girl should.

“She’s taking it beautifully,” Master Paul observed, his voice strained as he began to establish a rhythm inside my pussy. “When you get her home, you’ll definitely reap the benefit of this lesson, Ryan.”

The objectifying way he spoke about my degradation while using me sent shameful electricity through every nerve. I felt completely owned, completely at their mercy as they coordinated their movements. When Ryan thrust up into my bottom, Master Paul would pull back slightly, then drive forward as my husband retreated. The alternating pressure made me feel constantly full, constantly stretched beyond my limits.

“Look at her face,” Ryan commanded from beneath me. “I can see it in the mirrors. She’s loving every second of this.”

I tried to shake my head in denial, but Dr. Hamelin’s grip in my hair kept me focused on pleasuring him. Worse, I could feel the truth of Ryan’s words in my own desperate responses. My body was betraying me completely, climbing toward an orgasm that would prove exactly what kind of woman I really was.

The beeping from Master Paul’s handheld grew more insistent, and I felt panic rise in my chest. If I came like this, with all three of them using me simultaneously, there would be no pretending anymore. No hiding behind lies about who I was or what I needed. I would be exposed as the depraved slut who could only find satisfaction when being thoroughly dominated by multiple men.

“Please,” I tried to beg around Dr. Hamelin’s cock, the word muffled, but desperate. But even as I attempted to protest, my hips were moving of their own accord, grinding down onto Ryan’s shaft while pushing back against Master Paul’s thrusts. My body knew exactly what it wanted, even if my mind recoiled from the truth.

“That’s it,” Ryan growled, his hands guiding my movements with possessive authority. “Show us how much you need this, ass girl. Show us what my wife really is.”

The degrading words shattered the last of my resistance. I felt myself explode around both their cocks, my body convulsing as a blazing, ecstatic orgasm tore through me. I screamed around Dr. Hamelin’s shaft, my voice muffled but raw with desperate pleasure as waves of sensation crashed over me again and again.

This wasn’t just physical release—this was complete surrender. I was coming harder than I ever had with Chad, my body responding to Ryan’s dominance and ownership in ways that terrified and thrilled me. Every pretense I’d built around my true nature crumbled as I rode the roller coaster of the most devastating climax of my life.

“Enough,” Ryan’s voice cut through my desperate cries. “Paul, Doctor—pull out.”

I whimpered as I felt Master Paul withdraw from my pussy, the sudden emptiness almost unbearable after being so completely filled. Dr. Hamelin’s cock slipped from my mouth, leaving me gasping and shaking as the aftershocks of my orgasm continued to ripple through me.

Ryan’s strong hands gripped my hips, lifting me off his massive shaft. I cried out at the sensation of being emptied completely, my body feeling hollow and used. My legs wouldn’t support me as he set me on my feet, and I swayed dangerously until his arms came around me.

He stood, gathering me against his chest, his embrace surprisingly gentle after the brutal way he’d just used me. I felt so small against his powerful frame, my bound hands trapped behind me so I couldn’t respond with my own arms as he held me tightly. The contrast between his tender touch now and the commanding dominance he’d shown moments before made tears stream down my cheeks.

“I love you,” he whispered in my ear, his voice soft and warm. The words hit me like a physical blow—after everything I’d confessed, after seeing exactly what kind of depraved woman I really was, he still loved me. “I love all of you, Heather. Even the parts you tried to hide.”

I sobbed against his chest, overwhelmed by the tenderness in his voice. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered back. “I’m so sorry I lied to you.”

“I know,” he murmured, stroking my hair. “But we’re past that now. You’re mine completely, and I’m going to take care of you the way you need.”

Before I could process what he meant, his hands were guiding me toward the bench again. But this time he positioned me face down, my breasts pressed against the leather surface, my still-burning bottom raised high in the air. The restraints kept my hands useless behind my back as he arranged me for their final use.

“Gentlemen,” Ryan said, his voice returning to that commanding tone that made my stomach flutter, “I think it’s time we marked my wife properly. She needs to understand that her training is complete.”

I heard movement behind me, the sound of hands working quickly over hard flesh. My face burned as I realized what they intended—all three of them were going to climax on my already punished bottom, marking me like territory claimed. The degradation of it made me whimper against the leather.

“Please,” I whispered, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for anymore. Part of me was horrified by what they planned, but another part—the part that had just exploded around their cocks—craved this final humiliation.

“This is what you need,” Ryan said firmly, and I heard the thickness in his voice that told me he was close.

I heard them moving behind me, their breathing growing heavier and more ragged. The sounds they made weren’t human anymore—deep, primal growls and grunts that spoke of complete masculine dominance. My body shuddered at the raw, animalistic noises, and I felt a fresh thrill of shameful arousal pulse through my core despite having just climaxed so devastatingly.

The growling intensified, becoming more urgent, more intense. I pressed my face harder against the leather bench, my bound hands flexing uselessly behind my back as I listened to them claim their release. The knowledge that all three men were pleasuring themselves while staring at my exposed, punished bottom made me whimper with a mixture of humiliation and need.

“Oh, God,” I cried out as I felt the first hot splash against my tender flesh. Then another, and another, as all three of them marked me with their seed. The warmth spread across my burning bottom, coating the reddened skin that Ryan had paddled so thoroughly. I sobbed at the degradation of it, at how completely they had claimed and used me.

But even as shame consumed me, I couldn’t deny the way my body responded to being marked like this. Some primal part of me recognized this as the ultimate submission—to be covered in the evidence of their dominance while bound and helpless before them.

“Perfect,” Ryan breathed, his voice thick with satisfaction. I felt his large hands settle on my bottom, his palms warm against the cooling wetness. He began to rub their combined release into my skin, massaging it across every inch of punished flesh with possessive thoroughness.

I moaned at the sensation, the mixture of their seed with the lingering burn from my paddling creating a mélange of sensations I couldn’t process. His hands were gentle, but commanding as he worked, ensuring every part of my bottom was thoroughly coated.

“You’re going to remember this feeling,” Ryan murmured, his fingers continuing their methodical massage. “Every time you sit down, every time you feel the soreness, you’re going to remember what it means to belong to me completely.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible against the leather. The admission felt like another piece of my soul being stripped away, but I couldn’t deny the truth of it anymore.

“Good girl,” he said, his hands stilling against my marked flesh. “We’re going home tonight, Heather. Back to our bed, where I’m going to use you properly from now on. No more lies, no more pretending to be someone you’re not. Just you, serving me exactly as you need to and precisely as I choose.”

The promise in his words sent electricity through my exhausted body. Home. Back to the bed where I’d faked so many responses, but this time as his acknowledged property. The thought terrified and thrilled me in equal measure.

“I’m going to fuck your face and your ass whenever I want,” Ryan continued, his voice taking on that commanding tone that made my knees weak. “I’m going to have friends over to share you when I think you need a lesson in humility.”

I felt my face burn as his words sank in, the promise of complete ownership making my stomach clench with shameful anticipation. This was what I’d craved during all those gentle nights when I’d lain beneath him pretending to be satisfied. Now he was going to take me whenever and however he wanted, and I would have no choice but to submit.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice breaking on the words. “I understand.”


CHAPTER 21
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Heather

As soon as we walked through the door of our house, Ryan made clear how much had changed.

“Take off your clothes,” he told me. “You’ll be naked most of the time when you’re at home, from now on.”

I stared at him, my heart hammering against my ribs as the reality of what he was saying sank in. This wasn’t a request or a suggestion—it was a command from the man who now owned me completely.

My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of my blouse, the simple cotton fabric suddenly feeling foreign against my fingers. Just days ago, I’d been his modest wife who insisted on privacy even when changing clothes. Hours ago, I’d felt grateful to put on the clothes Ryan had brought to the Selecta Solutions facility, for me to come home in: a pink top, a blue skirt, my everyday beige bra and white panties. Now I was stripping naked in our living room because my husband had decided I no longer deserved the dignity of clothing in my own home.

“All of it,” Ryan said when I hesitated after removing my top, his voice carrying that new authority that made my knees weak. “Bra, skirt, panties. Everything comes off, and you’ll ask permission before putting anything back on.”

I unhooked my bra with shaking fingers, my breasts spilling free as the garment fell to the floor. The cool air made my nipples harden immediately, and I saw Ryan’s eyes track the movement with obvious satisfaction. My face burned with shame, but underneath the humiliation was that treasonous heat I could never control.

The skirt pooled around my ankles next, followed by my simple white panties—the modest cotton underwear that felt like a lie now after wearing the red lace lingerie at the facility. I stood there completely naked in our living room, my arms instinctively moving to cover myself before Ryan’s sharp look stopped me.

“Hands at your sides,” he commanded. “I want to see all of you, whenever I want. Your body belongs to me now, and I’ll look at it as much as I please.”

I let my arms fall, exposing myself completely to his hungry gaze. The way he studied me—not with the gentle appreciation I was used to, but with the possessive assessment of ownership—sent mixed mortification and lust through my core.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, stepping closer to run his hands over my bare skin. “This is how you should have been greeting me every day since our wedding. Naked, available, ready to serve.”

His touch was confident now, claiming, nothing like the hesitant caresses I’d grown accustomed to. When his fingers found my pussy, I gasped at the contact, my hips bucking involuntarily against his hand.

“Already wet,” he observed with satisfaction. “My little ass girl likes being displayed for her husband, doesn’t she?”

The degrading pet name made me whimper, but I couldn’t deny the truth of his words. Standing naked before him while he remained fully clothed made me feel completely vulnerable, completely owned. It was exactly what I’d craved during all those frustrating nights when I’d touched myself in the shower.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I like it when you look at me.”

“Good,” Ryan said, his fingers continuing their exploration. “Now, since you’ve been home for less than five minutes and you’re already wet, we need to do something to make sure you remember what you are.”

My stomach dropped at his words, even as my body responded with shameful heat to the promise in his voice. Before I could ask what he meant, his strong hands were turning me around, positioning me so I faced the back of our couch.

“Bend over,” he commanded, his palm settling on my lower back to guide me forward. “Hands on the cushions.”

I obeyed without thinking, my body moving of its own accord as I leaned over the familiar furniture. My bottom rose high in the air while my face came to rest against the soft fabric where we’d watched television together like a normal married couple just days ago. Now I was naked and bent over it, waiting for my husband to remind me of my place.

“Spread your legs wider,” Ryan said, his voice full of authority. “I want full access to what’s mine.”

I whimpered as I complied, my thighs parting until I felt completely opened to my husband’s gaze. The cool air moved between my legs, and I knew he could see everything—my dripping pussy, the tight ring of my anus that he’d claimed so thoroughly at the facility. The memory of how he’d used me there, how he’d made me confess everything while his massive cock stretched me beyond my limits, sent fresh heat flooding through my core.

I felt his warm hands settle on my bottom, his palms spreading my cheeks as he examined me to his obscene satisfaction. The casual way he displayed me, as if my body was simply an object for his inspection, made my face burn with humiliation even as my pussy clenched with need.

“This little hole,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over my anus, “belongs to me now. Doesn’t it, ass girl?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, my voice muffled against the couch cushions. The light touch sent electricity through my nervous system, reminding me of how completely he’d dominated me just hours ago.

Without warning, I felt his finger press against my cringing anus, not entering, but simply resting there like a promise. The contact made me shiver, my body instinctively trying to clench against the invasion even as part of me craved it.

“I’m going to put my finger in your ass,” Ryan said matter-of-factly. “To remind you that this part of you—all of you—is mine to use whenever I choose.”

I bit my lip as I felt him begin to push forward, his thick digit working past the tight ring with steady pressure. The burn was immediate and overwhelming, but not entirely unpleasant. My body remembered how to accept this invasion, how to relax and submit to his claiming.

“Oh,” I whimpered as he slid deeper, his finger filling me completely. The sensation was different from his massive cock—more intimate and more personal. This wasn’t about his pleasure, but about establishing his ownership.

“That’s it,” he murmured, beginning to move his finger in and out. “That’s my sweet little hole.”

The degrading words sent a jolt straight through me, and I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped my lips. My body was responding to his finger with shameful eagerness, my hips pushing back against the invasion despite my mortification.

“Actually,” Ryan said, his finger stilling inside me, “Selecta Solutions sent you home with a souvenir. Something to help you remember your training.”

My blood turned to ice at his words. “What do you mean?” I whispered, though I dreaded the answer.

I heard him moving behind me, his finger still buried in my bottom as he reached for something. When I craned my neck to look back, I saw him holding a small velvet box that I hadn’t noticed him carrying into the house.

“They want to make sure you don’t forget what you learned,” he said, opening the box with his free hand. “So they’ve given you something to wear.”

Inside the box, nestled in black silk, was a metal butt plug. It was beautiful in a terrible way—polished steel with an elegant flared base set with what looked like a real emerald. The sight of it made my stomach clench with recognition and shameful arousal.

“No,” I whimpered, my voice breaking. “Please, Ryan, I don’t need that. I’ll remember everything, I promise.”

“Will you?” he asked, his voice carrying that dangerous calm that meant he’d already made his decision. “Because just this morning you were still lying to me about who you really are. I think you need a constant reminder of your place.”

I felt his finger withdraw from my anus, leaving me feeling empty and exposed. The cool air against my stretched opening made me shiver as I heard him removing the plug from its velvet housing.

“This will stay in until bedtime,” Ryan informed me matter-of-factly. “Every time you move, every time you sit, you’ll remember that you’re my ass girl. That your body belongs to me completely.”

I tried to clench my bottom shut, some instinctive part of me rebelling against this final claiming. But Ryan’s hand settled firmly on my lower back, holding me in position as I felt the cool metal pressing against my tender opening.

“Relax,” he commanded sternly. “Fighting it will only make it worse.”

The plug was much larger than his finger, and I gasped as he began to work it inside me. The metal was cold and unyielding, nothing like the warm flesh I’d grown accustomed to. I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood as he pushed it deeper, my body stretching to accommodate the intrusion.

“Please,” I sobbed, my hands gripping the couch cushions desperately. “Please, sir… I can’t⁠—”

“Of course you can,” Ryan said firmly, continuing to press the plug forward. “Your body was made for this, Heather. Made to be filled and used by your husband. You took my cock just this afternoon.”

I cried out as the widest part of the plug passed the tight ring and settled into place, the flared base nestling against my bottom as my body clenched helplessly around the cold metal. The sensation was overwhelming—not just the physical invasion, but the psychological weight of what it represented. I was plugged, marked, claimed in the most intimate way possible.

“Perfect,” Ryan murmured, his hand stroking my burning cheeks possessively. “Now you look like what you are—my properly prepared ass girl.”

I sobbed against the couch cushions, my entire body trembling as I tried to adjust to the foreign presence inside me. Every tiny movement sent jolts of sensation through my core, reminding me of my complete submission to my husband’s will.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and I struggled to obey on shaking legs. The plug shifted with every movement, making me gasp as I straightened. “Good. Now put on your apron and make dinner.”

My eyes widened in shock. He wanted me to cook? Like this? Naked except for an apron, with a metal plug buried in my bottom?

“Sir,” I whispered, my voice cracking. “Please… not with this thing inside me?”

“Don’t talk back, ass girl,” Ryan said firmly. “The apron is hanging in the kitchen where it always is. You’ll cook for me properly from now on—naked, plugged, and grateful for the opportunity to serve.”

I walked toward the kitchen on unsteady legs, each step sending the plug deeper, making me whimper with the constant reminder of my submission. The simple white apron hung on its usual hook, and I tied it around my waist with trembling fingers. The thin cotton barely covered my breasts and left my bottom completely exposed, the jeweled base of the plug, I felt sure, catching the light and sparkling as Ryan watched me.

As I stood at the counter considering what to prepare, something strange happened. Despite the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body, I found myself actually focusing on the meal in a way I never had before. I wanted to please Ryan, wanted to show him I could be the kind of wife he deserved. Not the lying, deceptive woman I’d been, but someone worthy of his dominance.

I chose chicken Marsala—his favorite dish that I’d always made carelessly before, more concerned with getting it over with than making it special. But now I found myself pounding the chicken carefully, seasoning the breasts with extra care, taking time to properly brown them before adding the wine and mushrooms. Every movement sent jolts through my plugged bottom, but instead of distracting me, it seemed to focus my attention on the task at hand.

I’d managed to overcook the angel hair pasta Ryan liked with the chicken every time, but tonight nothing was good enough except perfection. I took the pasta out and drained it right on schedule. I tasted and adjusted the seasoning in the Marsala sauce, added herbs with careful consideration, plated everything with an attention to presentation I’d never shown.

When everything was ready, I carried the plates into the dining room, my heart racing with nervous anticipation. But when I entered the dining room, my breath caught in my throat. Ryan had moved my chair away from the table entirely, pushing it against the far wall where it sat like an abandoned piece of furniture.

“Put the food on the table,” he said without looking up from his phone, his voice carrying that casual authority that made my stomach flutter. “Then kneel next to my chair.”
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My hands trembled as I set the plates down, the careful presentation I’d worked so hard on suddenly seeming insignificant. The plug shifted inside me as I bent to place his dinner in front of him, sending a jolt of sensation through my core that made me gasp softly.

“I said kneel,” Ryan repeated, his eyes finally meeting mine with an intensity that made my knees weak.

I sank down beside his chair, the cool hardwood floor against my bare knees a vivid indication of my new position. The apron rode up as I settled into place, and I felt completely exposed despite the thin cotton covering my front. The plug pressed deeper as I adjusted my posture, making me whimper quietly.

“Good girl,” Ryan murmured, his hand settling on top of my head as he began to cut his chicken. “This is how you’ll eat dinner from now on when we’re alone. At my feet, waiting for me to feed you.”

I stared up at him in shock, my mouth falling open. “You’re going to… feed me?”

“Did I give you permission to speak?” he asked mildly, not even pausing as he cut.

I shook my head quickly, my face burning with shame. The casual way he’d established this new dynamic—me naked and kneeling while he remained fully clothed and seated—sent contradictory impulses of humiliation and need through my body.

Ryan took a bite of the chicken, chewing thoughtfully. “This is excellent,” he said with genuine appreciation. “Much better than usual. I think the plug is helping you focus on your wifely duties.”

The praise made my chest swell with unexpected pride, even as his crude observation about the plug made me squirm on my knees. I had put more care into tonight’s dinner than any meal I’d prepared before, desperate to please him in this new dynamic he’d established.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, cutting a small piece of chicken and holding it on his fork.

I parted my lips obediently, allowing him to place the morsel on my tongue. The intimacy of being hand-fed like this felt overwhelming—in a certain way even more degrading than anything we’d done at the facility, yet more tender too. This represented a very different kind of training. It seemed to establish the beginnings of a set daily rhythm for our new relationship, as degrading as it would probably seem to anyone watching.

“Chew slowly,” Ryan instructed, his fingers stroking through my hair as I obeyed. “Savor it. You worked hard to make this meal perfect for me.”

I nodded, tears pricking at my eyes from the gentle praise. This was what I’d wanted without even knowing it—to be owned completely, to serve a man worthy of my submission.

The main course seemed to pass quickly. I cleared the plates, and brought Ryan strawberry ice cream for dessert.

“Come here,” Ryan said, pushing his chair back slightly from the table. He patted his thigh with his free hand while holding the bowl of ice cream in the other. “Sit on my lap while I have dessert.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I rose on unsteady legs, the plug shifting inside me with every movement. The idea of sitting on his lap while naked except for the thin apron felt overwhelming, but I couldn’t deny the heat building in my core at his casual command.

I settled onto his strong thigh, gasping as the position drove the metal plug deeper into my bottom. Ryan’s arm came around my waist, holding me securely against him while he scooped up a spoonful of ice cream.

“Open,” he murmured, bringing the cold dessert to my lips.

I parted my mouth obediently, shivering as the strawberry sweetness hit my tongue. But it wasn’t just the temperature that made me tremble—it was the intimacy of being held like this, fed like a cherished pet while the plug reminded me constantly of my submission.

“Good girl,” he praised, taking a bite for himself before offering me another spoonful. “You’re learning your place so well.”

Each time he fed me, his other hand would stroke my bare thigh or trace patterns on my exposed hip. The gentle touches combined with the constant pressure of the plug were driving me toward a state of desperate arousal that left me squirming on his lap.

“Stay still,” Ryan commanded when I shifted restlessly. “Unless you want me to add more discipline to your evening.”

I forced myself to remain motionless even as every nerve ending screamed for more contact. The way he could control my responses with just his voice sent electricity through my core, and I felt myself growing embarrassingly wet against his leg.

When the ice cream was half finished, Ryan set the bowl aside.

“On your knees,” he said simply, spreading his legs wider in the chair.

I sank down between his thighs without hesitation, my body moving of its own accord as he began to unfasten his belt. The sound of leather sliding through loops made me shiver with anticipation and shame in equal measure.

“Show me what you learned at the facility,” Ryan commanded, freeing his massive cock from his pants. “Worship it properly while I finish my dessert.”

I leaned forward eagerly, my tongue extending to lap at the broad head of his shaft. The familiar taste and scent of him filled my senses as I worked my mouth along his length trying to please him. Above me I could hear him picking up his spoon again, the soft clink of metal against ceramic as he resumed eating his ice cream. The casual way he enjoyed his dessert while I serviced him sent shameful heat flooding through my core.

“Deeper,” he murmured around another spoonful, his free hand tangling in my hair to guide my movements. “Show me how grateful you are for your training.”

I relaxed my throat the way Chad had taught me, and Master Paul had reinforced, taking him as deep as I could manage while the plug pressed relentlessly inside my bottom. The image in my mind’s eye, of me kneeling almost naked between my husband’s legs while he casually ate dessert, sent shameful arousal surging into my core.

My left hand found its way between my thighs almost without conscious thought, my fingers seeking the wetness that had been building since he’d made me strip. I needed relief desperately, needed to ease the aching tension that threatened to consume me completely.

“Stop.” Ryan’s voice cut through my desperate haze like a whip crack. His hand tightened in my hair, pulling me back slightly. “Did I give you permission to touch yourself?”

I whimpered around his cock, my hand freezing between my legs as shame flooded through me. Of course I wasn’t allowed to pleasure myself—my body belonged to him now, to use as he saw fit. The realization that I couldn’t even seek my own relief without his permission made my face burn.

“Hands behind your back,” he commanded firmly. “Your pussy will feel good when I decide you’ve earned it, not before.”

I clasped my trembling hands behind me, the position forcing me to rely entirely on my mouth and throat to please him. The plug shifted as I adjusted my posture, sending jolts of sensation through my already overwhelmed nervous system.

“Better,” Ryan murmured, taking another spoonful of ice cream while I worked desperately to bring him pleasure. “My ass girl needs to learn patience.”

I redoubled my efforts, using every technique I’d been taught to worship his massive shaft. My tongue swirled around his head, my lips sealed tightly around his girth as I bobbed my head with increasing desperation. Above me, I could hear him finishing his dessert with maddening calm, as if my eager servicing was simply background entertainment.

When I felt his cock begin to pulse against my tongue, signaling his approaching climax, excitement flooded through me. Finally, I would taste his release, would receive the reward for my devoted service.

But Ryan’s hand suddenly gripped my hair, pulling me off his shaft just as I sensed he was about to explode. I gasped for air, staring up at him with confusion and desperate need.

“The dishes need to be washed,” he said matter-of-factly, tucking himself back into his pants. “Go take care of them now.”

I stared at him in shock, my mouth still tingling from his use. “But sir,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, “weren’t you about to⁠—”

“Were you going to question my decision?” he asked, his voice carrying that dangerous edge that made my stomach clench with fear and arousal.

“No, sir,” I said quickly, scrambling to my feet on unsteady legs. “I’ll do the dishes right away.”

The walk to the kitchen felt endless, each step sending the plug deeper into my bottom while my body ached with unfulfilled need. My hands shook as I filled the sink with hot, soapy water, the mundane task feeling surreal after what had just happened. I could still taste Ryan on my tongue, could still feel the phantom pressure of his hand in my hair as he’d denied me the completion I’d been working toward.

I washed each dish with trembling fingers, hyperaware of how the apron barely covered my nakedness, how the plug made every movement a reminder of my submission. My pussy throbbed with desperate need, and I found myself pressing my thighs together as I worked, seeking any relief from the aching tension.

When the last plate was dried and put away, I turned to find Ryan standing in the kitchen doorway, watching me with those intense blue eyes that seemed to see straight through to my soul.

“Follow me,” he said simply, turning toward the hallway.

I walked behind him on unsteady legs, the plug shifting with each step as we made our way to our bedroom. Our bedroom, where everything had changed between us just days ago, where I’d faked so many responses while craving exactly what he was giving me now.

“Stand here,” Ryan commanded, positioning me in front of the full-length mirror that hung on our closet door. I blinked at him, frowning, then looked in the mirror. I swallowed hard as I saw myself, clad in nothing but the apron, my hair disheveled and my eye makeup smudged.

“No,” Ryan said. “Turn around and look at the mirror over your shoulder.”

My cheeks filled with heat as I understood what my husband wanted me to see.

I turned around as he commanded, my breath catching in my throat as I saw my reflection over my shoulder. The emerald jewel of the butt plug caught the bedroom light, sparkling obscenely between my spread cheeks as Ryan pressed on my shoulders, to bend me slightly and give me a better view of the lewd reflection. The sight of the jewel nestled so intimately in my bottom made my face burn with shame, but I couldn’t look away.

“Beautiful,” Ryan murmured. His warm hands settled on my hips, holding me in position as we both stared at my reflection. “Do you see how perfectly it suits your little butt? How it marks you as mine?”

I whimpered softly, unable to deny how the jeweled plug looked nestled between my cheeks. It was elegant and degrading at the same time, a marker of my submission that would stay with me until he decided to remove it.

“The welts from your paddling are very pretty,” Ryan observed, his fingers tracing the fading marks across my bottom. I gasped at the contact, my skin still tender from the thorough discipline he’d given me at the facility. “But I’m sure you’ll need fresh ones soon. To remind you of your place.”

His touch became more possessive as he explored my marked flesh, his palms cupping and squeezing while I watched in the mirror. He fondled me casually, as if my body were simply his property to examine.

“I have so many plans for this perfect ass,” he continued, his voice thick with authority as his fingers traced around the base of the plug. “I’m going to train you to take bigger toys, to stay plugged for longer periods. By the time I’m finished with you, you’ll be able to accommodate anything I choose to put inside you.”

I sobbed softly at his words, my reflection showing a woman completely owned and claimed. The apron barely covered my front while my plugged bottom was fully displayed, my face flushed with shame and unwanted arousal.

“And this sweet little pussy,” Ryan said, one hand moving between my thighs to cup my dripping sex, “is going to learn to come on command. No more faking, no more pretending. Just honest responses to your husband’s touch.”

His fingers explored my wetness with confident strokes, and I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped my lips. In the mirror, I could see how wanton I looked—bent over slightly with my husband’s hands claiming every intimate part of me while the jeweled plug sparkled between my cheeks.

“Please,” I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against his touch. “Please, sir, I need⁠—”

“You need what I give you, when I give it to you,” Ryan interrupted firmly, his fingers stilling against my aching flesh. “Now take out your plug and wash it. Then it’s time for bed.”
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My hands shook as I reached behind me, my fingers finding the jeweled base of the plug nestled between my burning cheeks. The cool metal felt foreign against my trembling fingertips as I tried to grip it properly. I closed my eyes, bit my lip.

“No,” Ryan said. “Keep looking in the mirror.”

A little sob escaped my chest as I obeyed, turning my face back over my shoulder to see my naked back, my paddled bottom framed by the apron, and the little jewel between my round cheeks… bent over, exposed, marked as property.

“Go on,” Ryan’s voice commanded from in front of me, patient but implacable. “Take it out.”

I whimpered as I began to pull, the sensation of the plug sliding against my tender flesh making me cry out despite my efforts to stay quiet. The widest part stretched me again as it passed through the tight ring, and I sobbed at both the physical discomfort and the overwhelming shame of performing this degrading act while my husband watched.

“Oh, God,” I gasped as the plug finally slipped free, leaving me feeling hollow. My legs trembled so badly I could barely stand upright, the absence of the metal invader somehow more overwhelming than its presence had been.

“Good girl,” Ryan murmured, his tone, though soft, carrying a new tone of ownership that sent electricity through my nervous system. “Now go wash it in the bathroom sink. Use soap and hot water—I want it perfectly clean.”

I clutched the plug in my shaking hand, still warm from my body, the emerald catching the light as I stumbled toward our en-suite bathroom. Each step reminded me of how empty I felt now, how the plug had become part of me in the hours I’d worn it.

At the sink, I turned on the hot water and pumped soap into my palm, my face burning as I cleaned the intimate toy thoroughly. The mundane act of washing felt surreal after everything that had happened—just hours ago I’d been lying to myself about who I really was, and now I was cleaning a butt plug in preparation for whatever my husband had planned next.

When I returned to the bedroom, Ryan was already undressing, his powerful frame revealed as he hung his shirt carefully in the closet. The sight of his massive cock, semi-erect and intimidating, made my breath catch in my throat.

“Put it on the nightstand,” he instructed, nodding toward the clean plug in my hand. “You’ll be wearing it again tomorrow.”

I set the jeweled toy down with trembling fingers, the knowledge that this would become part of my daily routine making my stomach clench with shameful anticipation. Tomorrow, and every day after, it seemed I would be plugged and primed for my husband’s use.

“Now take off that apron,” Ryan commanded, his eyes tracking my every movement as I untied the strings with shaking hands. “I have something else for you.”

The apron dropped to my feet, leaving me completely naked under Ryan’s intense gaze. My arms wanted to cover myself instinctively, but I forced them to remain at my sides, remembering his earlier commands about never hiding my body from him again.

Ryan moved to his dresser, opening the top drawer to retrieve something I couldn’t see. When he turned back to me, I saw he was holding a small wrapped box, elegantly tied with a red ribbon. My heart fluttered with confusion—after everything that had happened today, after being stripped and claimed so thoroughly, he was giving me a gift?

“This is for you,” Ryan said softly, his voice carrying a gentleness I hadn’t heard since we’d returned from the facility. “A present from your husband.”

My hands trembled as I accepted the box, the weight of it surprisingly light in my palms. “Sir, I… I don’t understand.”

“Open it,” he commanded, but there was warmth in his tone now, something that for a moment gave me the impression of the gentleman I thought I’d fallen in love with.

No, said a deep, calm voice inside me. You fell in love with all of him. It just took a few months to discover how much of him there is, and how badly you need it.

I untied the ribbon with shaking fingers, my heart hammering as I lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, was the most beautiful nightgown I’d ever seen. Sheer red silk that seemed to shimmer in the bedroom light, with intricate lace details that would leave almost nothing to the imagination. It was elegant and scandalous at the same time, exactly the kind of lingerie I’d always secretly craved, but never dared to buy.

“Oh, my God,” I breathed, lifting the delicate fabric from the box. “Ryan, it’s gorgeous.”

“Put it on,” he said, his eyes soft as he watched my reaction. “I want to see how beautiful my wife looks in something that actually suits her.”

I slipped the nightgown over my head, the silk sliding against my skin like a caress. It was barely there, the sheer fabric revealing more than it concealed, but somehow it made me feel more feminine and desirable than I ever had before. The lace cupped my breasts perfectly while the flowing skirt barely covered my bottom.

“Perfect,” Ryan murmured, his voice thick with appreciation. “This is how you should look every night—beautiful, sensual, mine.”

He climbed into bed, pulling back the covers in invitation. I slid in beside him, gasping softly as he gathered me against his powerful chest. His arms came around me, holding me tightly, and for the first time since our wedding night, I felt truly safe in his embrace.

“I love you,” he whispered against my hair, his voice soft and sincere. “All of you, Heather. The parts you tried to hide, the needs you were ashamed of—I love every piece of who you really are.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks at his words. “I love you too,” I whispered back, my voice breaking with emotion. “I’m so sorry I lied to you. I’m sorry I wasn’t honest about what I needed.”

“We’re past that now,” he murmured, his hands stroking my back through the silk. “No more lies, no more pretending. Just us, the way we should have been from the beginning.”

I fell asleep in his arms feeling more complete than I had in months, despite everything that had changed between us.

I woke to Ryan’s hands on my body, his palms sliding the silk nightgown up over my hips as he positioned himself behind me. I was still half-asleep, caught between dreams and reality, when I felt his massive cock pressing against my bottom.

“Good morning, ass girl,” he murmured against my ear, his voice thick with morning arousal. “Time to start your day properly.”

Before I could fully process what was happening, I felt the swollen head of his erection pressing against the still-sore ring. I moaned in mingled discomfort and mortifying arousal.

“Sir… please… no… not yet…”

“Shh…” my husband commanded. “Open for me.”

“Sir,” I gasped, my voice hoarse from sleep. “I’m not ready⁠—”

“Your body must always be ready for me now,” he interrupted, his hands gripping my hips possessively. “That’s what good ass girls understand.”

“Oh… God…” I sobbed as his cock pushed more firmly. “Oh… sir…”

I cried out as I obeyed, feeling my bottom open that humiliating way, feeling his huge, rigid penis surge into me. I whimpered as the thrusting began, and I felt my ass open on Ryan’s manhood, full of his power.

He used me thoroughly, taking his time to establish his dominance before finally spilling himself deep inside me. When he pulled out, I felt his seed leaking from my stretched hole, marking me as his property from the very start of the day.

“Get up,” Ryan commanded, throwing back the covers. “Take off that nightgown and put in your plug. I’ll have breakfast in half an hour. Then you’ll do your chores naked except for the plug.”

I stared at him in confusion, my mind still foggy from being woken so abruptly. “You want me to clean… naked?”

“Did I stutter?” His voice carried that edge of authority that made my stomach clench. “From now on, all your housework gets done with nothing on. I want to see my property while you serve me. I took today off so we could start our new life with you having a full understanding of your duties.”

My face burned with shame as I pulled the beautiful nightgown over my head, leaving me completely bare in the morning light streaming through our bedroom windows. The thought of doing mundane chores while naked felt overwhelming, but I could see from Ryan’s expression that arguing would only make things worse.

I reached for the plug on the nightstand with trembling fingers, the emerald jewel cold against my palm. My bottom still ached from Ryan’s morning claiming, his seed sticky between my thighs as I bent forward to position the metal toy against my tender opening.

“That’s it,” Ryan murmured, watching intently as I worked the plug past the tight ring. I whimpered as it settled into place, the familiar fullness making me feel owned and marked once again. “Perfect. Now you can put on your apron to make breakfast.”

Relief flooded through me at the small mercy. I tied the thin cotton around my waist, grateful for even this minimal covering as I padded barefoot to the kitchen. The plug shifted with every step as I pulled ingredients from the refrigerator.

I made Ryan’s eggs exactly the way he liked them—over easy with the yolks still runny, accompanied by thick-cut bacon and buttered toast. My hands shook slightly as I plated everything, hyperaware of how the apron barely covered my nakedness while the plug pressed insistently inside me.

“Sit,” Ryan commanded when I brought his plate to the dining room, gesturing to my usual chair, which he’d returned to its place at the table.

I lowered myself carefully onto the wooden seat, gasping softly as the plug drove deeper. The hard chair pressed the base against my bottom, making it impossible to forget what filled me as I picked at my own breakfast with nervous fingers.

“Eat properly,” Ryan instructed, cutting into his eggs. “You’ll need your strength for cleaning today.”

After breakfast, I cleared the dishes and made my way to the living room, my face burning as Ryan settled into his favorite armchair to watch me work.

“Take off the apron,” he commanded. “Right here in front of me.”

He pointed to the carpet just in front of the chair. With my face burning I went to stand there. I kept my eyes downcast as I reached back and untied the strings, then lifted it over my head.

“Give it to me,” Ryan said, and I handed it over. “Now do your chores.”

I started with dusting, acutely aware of how my breasts swayed freely as I reached for the high shelves. Every movement sent the plug shifting inside me, making me gasp and squirm as I tried to focus on my tasks.

“Bend over more when you dust the coffee table,” Ryan commanded, his voice a little husky with obvious appreciation. “I want to see that pretty plug while you work.”

I obeyed with a whimper, presenting my plugged bottom as I cleaned the wooden surface.

“Beautiful,” he said. “My perfect little ass girl, working so hard to please me.”

The praise sent heat flooding through my core despite my embarrassment. I was vacuuming the carpet when Ryan’s hands suddenly settled on my shoulders, making me jump and fumble with the machine’s cord.

“That’s enough cleaning,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Time for your reward.”

Before I could ask what he meant, his strong hands were guiding me toward the coffee table I’d just finished polishing. My heart hammered against my ribs as he positioned me facing the couch, my thighs pressed against the polished wood surface.

“I want you bent over this table,” Ryan commanded, his hands settling on my lower back to guide me into position. “Hands flat on the top.”

I obeyed with trembling limbs, my palms on the cool wood as he arranged me to his satisfaction. The plug shifted deeper as I bent forward, making me gasp at the overwhelming fullness. My breasts hung freely beneath me, my nipples brushing against the table’s surface with each breath.

“Perfect,” Ryan murmured, his hands stroking down my spine, then holding my bottom cheeks possessively. “Displayed exactly as you should be.”

I felt his fingers find the base of the plug, and I cried out as he began to twist it slowly inside me. The metal toy pressed against sensitive places I didn’t even know existed, sending jolts of electricity through my entire nervous system.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily. “Sir, please⁠—”

“Please what?” he asked, continuing the maddening rotation. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

I couldn’t answer because I honestly didn’t know. The sensations were overwhelming, teetering between pleasure and discomfort in a way that left me gasping and desperate. When he pulled the plug partway out before sliding it back in, I screamed at the intense stretch.

“That’s it,” Ryan growled, using the toy to work me open. “Let me hear how much you need this.”

He withdrew the plug completely, and I sobbed at the sudden emptiness. But before I could process the loss, I felt his massive cock pressing against my dripping pussy from behind.

“Time for your reward,” he said, driving forward in one smooth thrust.

The sensation was incredible after being stretched by the plug. My body welcomed him eagerly, my walls clenching around his thickness as he filled me completely. This wasn’t the gentle lovemaking I was used to—this was claiming, possessing, using me as his property.

“Yes,” I cried out, my voice echoing off the living room walls. “Oh God, yes, sir!”

Ryan’s hands gripped my hips as he established a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving me forward against the table. I could hear the obscene sounds of our joining, could feel his seed from this morning making everything slick and perfect for his use.

“Come for me, ass girl,” he commanded, one hand reaching around to find my clit. “Show me how grateful you are to have your master in your cunt.”

His fingers worked the sensitive bundle of nerves while his cock pounded into me relentlessly. The dual sensations, combined with the memory of the plug stretching me moments before, sent me spiraling toward the edge with terrifying speed.

The pressure built impossibly fast, my body responding to Ryan’s dominance with a desperation I’d never experienced before. His fingers on my clit, his massive cock filling me so completely, the memory of being plugged and displayed—it all crashed together in a perfect storm of submission and need.

“I’m going to come,” I sobbed, my voice breaking as the sensation crested. “Sir, please, I can’t hold back⁠—”

“Come now,” Ryan commanded, his voice strained with his own approaching release. “Come on your husband’s cock.”

The permission shattered my last resistance. I exploded around him, my body convulsing against the coffee table as intense pleasure tore through me. I screamed his name, my voice raw and desperate as the orgasm consumed every thought, every sensation.

At the same moment, I felt Ryan’s cock pulse inside me, his own climax triggered by my desperate clenching around him. He roared my name, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew there would be bruises as he spilled himself deep inside me. We rode the waves together, our bodies joined in perfect, overwhelming union.


CHAPTER 24
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Ryan

The next week passed in a hot, dark, happy blur. I’d never imagined how completely a man’s life could change once he finally understood what his wife truly needed. Every morning I woke to find Heather’s warm body pressed against mine, and every morning I claimed her exactly as she craved—thoroughly, dominantly, without apology. The shy, modest woman I thought I’d married had vanished completely, replaced by someone desperate to please me in ways that left us both breathless.

I took the entire week off work, telling my team I had urgent family matters to attend to. It wasn’t a lie—establishing our new dynamic was the most important work I’d ever done. Each day I refined Heather’s training, watching her blossom under the structure she’d been silently begging for since our wedding night.

I made certain the plug became her constant companion. I’d remove it only when I wanted to use her ass myself, then replace it immediately afterward. She learned to sleep with it, to do her housework with the jeweled reminder of her submission nestled between her cheeks. By the third day, she’d stopped whimpering when I inserted it, and by the fifth, she was spreading her cheeks for me without being told.

“Please, sir,” she whispered on Thursday morning as I prepared to plug her after her wake-up anal session. “May I put it in myself?”

The request sent heat straight through me. My modest wife wanted to plug her own ass, wanted to demonstrate her submission by claiming herself for my use. I handed her the emerald-jeweled toy and watched as she bent forward, working it past the tight ring with evident skill.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking her hair as she settled the base against her bottom. “You’re learning your place so well.”

The praise made her glow with happiness in a way it seemed as if my gentle words never had before. This was what she’d needed all along—clear expectations, firm guidance, the security of knowing exactly how to please me.

I established routines that reinforced her new role. Meals were prepared and served naked except for her apron. Dinner was consumed with her kneeling beside my chair. Housework was done completely nude while I supervised, correcting her posture or rewarding good behavior with intimate touches. Evenings were spent with her mouth servicing me while I watched television or read, her naked body a constant reminder of my ownership.

The changes in her were remarkable. A hesitant, calculating look that I now realized had always lurked behind her green eyes disappeared entirely, replaced by genuine eagerness to serve. She stopped flinching when I gave commands, stopped hesitating before obeying. Most telling of all, she stopped faking her responses completely.

“Oh, God, Ryan,” she sobbed on Friday night as I took her against our bedroom wall, her legs wrapped around my waist while I drove into her with relentless authority. “I never knew… I never knew it could feel like this.”

Neither had I. The woman writhing in my arms, begging me to use her harder, was nothing like the passive wife who’d lain beneath me in the dark.

So I was surprised when my phone beeped with a text from Mrs. Chen, exactly a week after I had brought Heather home, and my first day back at work.
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Heather

In the shower, the first morning Ryan went back to work, I told myself I was doing everything I could to keep my hand from lingering between my thighs and my bottom cheeks when I washed and shaved my pussy, then carefully cleaned my anus.

Yes, I acknowledged to myself, this is difficult. You have to keep yourself nice and clean and bare for your husband, though.

For a little while I thought that admonishment would work. I tried to keep myself from thinking about how Ryan hadn’t had time to fuck me before he left for work. I thought instead about how long and hard he had taken me the day before.

That was, I quickly realized, a mistake. A big mistake.

A flash of heat shot through me as I remembered how he’d bent me over the kitchen counter after lunch, his hands gripping my hips while he claimed my bottom with the roughness he used so often with me these days. The way he’d growled my name, called me his perfect little ass girl while he used me exactly as I craved, but would, it seemed, always be too ashamed to ask for⁠—

My hips jerked. My fingers had somehow found their way to my clit without my conscious permission.

“No,” I whispered to myself, yanking my hand away. “You’re not allowed.”

But the damage was already done. My body had begun to awaken, responding to the memories with that familiar, helpless arousal that Ryan had learned to control so perfectly. I could feel myself growing wet, my pussy clenching with need as images flooded my mind—his massive cock stretching me, the plug keeping me constantly aware of my submission before and after he took me, the way he’d made me moan “Thank you, sir,” over and over while I came around him.

I tried to focus on washing my hair, on the mundane task of shampooing and conditioning, but my mind kept drifting back to yesterday afternoon. How he’d made me kneel between his legs while he worked on his laptop, my mouth servicing him lazily while he typed emails. The casual way he’d used me while conducting business, as if my eager tongue was simply another vehicle for his pleasure.

My hand drifted south again, almost of its own accord.

This time I didn’t stop it.

Ryan had given me strict guidelines about touching myself—I wasn’t allowed to seek my own pleasure without his permission. My body belonged to him now, to use as he saw fit. But he wasn’t here, and the ache between my thighs was becoming unbearable.

Just a little, I told myself. Just enough to take the edge off.

My fingers found my swollen clit, and I gasped at the contact, then coughed to conceal it. They had an audio feed somewhere in the bathroom—they had caught me before, but that was before I knew they could listen, and tell Ryan what I was doing when he was at work. The hot water cascaded over my naked body as I bit my lip to keep myself quiet, and began to stroke myself with desperate need, my other hand braced against the shower wall for support. I was terrified that the mic, wherever it was, would pick up something that they could forward to Ryan, and he would learn what I was doing.

But God, it felt so good. After a week of having my pleasure completely controlled by my husband, the forbidden nature of touching myself made it even more intense. I could feel my orgasm building with shameful speed, my body responding to the illicit stimulation with desperate hunger.

I closed my eyes and let myself imagine Ryan was here with me, his hands replacing mine, his voice commanding me to come for him. In my fantasy, he pressed me against the shower wall, his massive cock driving into me while the water streamed over our joined bodies.

Please, sir, I thought, so hard to the empty shower that I worried I might accidentally speak. Please let me come for you.

My fingers worked faster against my swollen flesh as I lost myself in the fantasy. In my mind, Ryan’s hands gripped my hips possessively while he took me against the slick shower wall, his voice rough with authority as he commanded my pleasure.

“That’s it, ass girl,” I imagined him growling in my ear. “Show me how much you need your husband’s cock.”

The obscene words I put in his mouth sent electricity through my core, and I felt my climax building to an unstoppable crescendo. My free hand moved to my breast, pinching my nipple the way Ryan had learned I craved, the sharp sensation pushing me closer to the edge. I moved my hand again, down and back, and found my anus with my middle finger. It was all I could do not to cry out at the pleasure that came from the discomfort there itself—the sensation that told me my husband’s enormous erection had claimed me there so often and so rigorously.

I was so close, so desperately close to the release my body had been craving since he’d left for work. My hips bucked against my hands as I stroked myself in front and behind with increasing desperation, biting my lip harder to stifle the moans that wanted to escape.

Just as I felt the first spasms of orgasm beginning to crash over me, the shower curtain was yanked aside with a sharp scraping sound.

“Having fun without me, ass girl?”

My eyes flew open to find Ryan standing there, still dressed in his work clothes, his blue eyes dark with a mixture of anger and arousal. In his hand was the paddle—my paddle, humiliatingly engraved with my name. The one he’d used on me at the facility, the one that had broken down every wall I’d tried to build around my true nature.

My hands froze between my legs and my hind cheeks as terror and shameful excitement crashed through me in equal measure. I’d been caught. After a week of perfect obedience, I’d given in to my desperate need and been discovered in the most humiliating way possible.

“I asked you a question,” Ryan said, his voice carrying that dangerous calm that made my knees weak. “Were you touching what belongs to me without permission?”

“I… I…” I stammered, my voice catching in my throat as water continued to stream over my naked body. There was no point in lying—he could see exactly what I’d been doing, could probably smell my arousal even in the steamy air.

“Get out of the shower,” he commanded, stepping back to give me room. “Right now. When Mrs. Chen texted me to say you would probably be playing with yourself by the time I got home, if I left right then, I had to see for myself.”

I turned off the water with trembling hands and stepped onto the bath mat, my body still aching with unfulfilled need. Ryan’s eyes tracked every drop of water that rolled down my skin, taking in my flushed face and the way my thighs pressed together in a futile attempt to ease the throbbing between them. My mind whirled—the sensor, I realized. The sensor must have shown my need even before I thought of touching my clit.

“Did you come?” he asked bluntly.

“No, sir,” I whispered, my face burning with shame. “You stopped me before…”

“Good,” he said with satisfaction. “Because if you had, your punishment would be much worse.”

The word punishment sent a jolt of fear and anticipation through me. I’d been so good, so obedient for the past week. The thought of disappointing Ryan, of proving I still couldn’t control my shameful urges, made tears prick at my eyes.

Ryan set the paddle down on the bathroom counter and reached for one of our large bath towels. To my surprise, his movements were gentle as he wrapped the soft terrycloth around my trembling body, pulling me against his chest as he enfolded me in warmth.

“There,” he murmured, his voice unexpectedly tender as he rubbed the towel against my back. “Let me take care of you.”

I blinked up at him in confusion, my heart hammering against my ribs. The gentleness in his touch, the way he was drying me so carefully—it was so different from the dangerous authority in his voice moments before.

“Sir?” I whispered, hope creeping into my voice despite everything. “Are you… are you thinking better of punishing me?”

Ryan’s hands stilled for a moment, and when he looked down at me, his blue eyes were soft with something that made my chest ache.

“Oh, babe,” he said quietly, his fingers stroking my damp hair. “Of course I’m going to paddle you. You touched what belongs to me without permission. But I love you too.”

That hit me like a baseball bat covered in velvet. I felt tears spill down my cheeks. He was going to hurt me—badly, from the sound of it—but he was also holding me with such tenderness that I could barely process the contradiction.

“You need to be dried off properly,” Ryan continued, his voice gentle but firm, “but you also need to be punished severely for what you just did.”

A sob escaped my throat as the reality of what was coming crashed over me. I pressed my face against his chest, breathing in his familiar scent as he continued to towel me dry with methodical care. His hands were so gentle, so loving, even as he prepared to discipline me in a way that would leave me screaming.

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed against his shirt, my hands fisting in the fabric as I clung to him desperately. “I’m so sorry, sir. I tried to stop myself, but I couldn’t.”

“I know,” Ryan murmured, his arms tightening around me. “I know how hard it is for you to admit what you need—whether it’s to ask permission to masturbate, or to acknowledge that you need such firm discipline. But I’m going to help you, Heather. I’m going to help you learn the control you need.”

His words made me cry harder, not from fear, but from overwhelming gratitude. Even now, even when I’d betrayed his trust by touching myself without permission, he understood what I needed better than I understood it myself.

Ryan guided me from the bathroom, his arm around my shoulders as we walked down the hallway to our bedroom. My legs felt weak, and I stumbled slightly, the towel slipping from my shoulders to drop to the floor behind us. I left it there, focused entirely on the man who owned me, body and soul.

I watched through tear-blurred eyes as Ryan moved to our bed, gathering two firm pillows from the head and arranging them carefully in the center of the mattress. My stomach clenched with recognition—I knew exactly what those pillows were for, how they would position my bottom high in the air for the paddle’s devastating work.

“Come here,” he said quietly, his voice carrying a gentler kind of authority that if anything made my knees weaker than his harshness could. “Lie over the pillows, Heather.”

I approached the bed on trembling legs, my naked body still damp from the shower. The sight of those pillows, positioned so deliberately, made my breath catch in my throat. I knew what was coming, knew how much it would hurt, but I also knew I deserved every stroke.

I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself over the pillows as he’d commanded, the soft mounds lifting my bottom high while my face pressed into the comforter. My cheeks heated as I thought, as so often, of how my most intimate parts were displayed for Ryan’s viewing while I waited for my punishment to begin.

“There,” Ryan murmured, and I felt his warm palm settle on my lower back, holding me firmly in place. “Stay still, ass girl. You’re going to take every stroke I give you.”

The first blow landed without warning, the paddle connecting with my bare flesh with a sharp crack that echoed through the bedroom. Fire exploded across my bottom as the impact sent a shockwave through my entire body. I gasped against the comforter, my hands fisting in the fabric as the burn began to build.

The second stroke fell immediately after, harder than the first, catching the tender curve where my bottom met my thighs. I cried out at the devastating sting, my hips bucking involuntarily against the pillows. But Ryan’s hand pressed more firmly against my back, holding me in position for his discipline.

The third, fourth, fifth, and sixth strokes rained down in rapid succession, each one harder than the last. Ryan paddled me with ruthless efficiency, covering every inch of my bottom with precise, punishing blows that left me sobbing and writhing against the pillows. The pain was incredible, building with each stroke until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

Then suddenly, the paddling stopped.

I lay there gasping and trembling, waiting for the next blow, but it didn’t come. Instead, the pain began to build and intensify, the burn from all six strokes melding together into one overwhelming fire that consumed my entire backside. My breath came in ragged sobs as the agony peaked, becoming unbearable.

“Oh, God!” I cried out, my voice breaking as the pain crested beyond what I could endure silently. “Please, sir, it hurts so much!”

“Tell me, Heather,” Ryan said, his voice calm and measured while I writhed in agony beneath his restraining hand. “When you started touching your pussy in the shower, is this what you were hoping would happen? Did you want me to thrash you within an inch of your life?”


CHAPTER 25
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Heather

The question slammed into me like another blow from the paddle, even though he hadn’t touched me. I pressed my face harder into the comforter, my entire body trembling as I tried to process what he was asking. Had I wanted this? Had some twisted part of me deliberately disobeyed him, knowing exactly what would happen when I was caught?

“I… I don’t know,” I sobbed, my voice muffled against the fabric. “I couldn’t stop myself, sir. I tried, but I needed it so badly.”

“That’s not what I asked,” Ryan said, his voice so full of patient authority that to my horror my pussy clenched. “I asked if you wanted me to paddle you. If you touched yourself hoping I would catch you and punish you for it.”

The truth hit hard. I felt my face burn with shame even as my bottom throbbed with agony. Deep down, in the part of myself I was still learning to acknowledge, I had wanted this. Not consciously, sure, but some primal part of me had craved the structure, the consequence, the proof of his dominance over my body.

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission torn from my throat. “Yes, sir. I think… I think I wanted you to catch me.”

“Good girl,” Ryan murmured, his free hand stroking my hair with surprising tenderness. “It’s so important that you’re honest with yourself about what you need.”

Before I could process the praise, the paddle cracked down again, this stroke even harder than the previous ones. I screamed into the comforter, my entire body convulsing as fresh fire bloomed across my already burning flesh. Then, just as he’d done at the beginning, Ryan paddled me again, and again, until another scream ripped itself from my throat. The pain was beyond anything I’d experienced, worse even than the punishment at the facility because of the quick repetition.

Up to that point, I suddenly realized, I had been sure, somewhere deep in my rational mind, that this new, dominant Ryan was only an act. That he couldn’t actually have kept this side of himself hidden from me—that my husband must truly be a weak man who had managed to pretend to be dominant when people like Mrs. Chen, Dr. Hamelin, and Master Paul made him feel lacking as a husband.

Something about the way he kept paddling me even as my throat began to feel sore from screaming changed that. I still knew that Ryan was a wonderful, kind, chivalrous man. I also knew, with absolute certainty, that he was a dominant man, a firm man, the kind of husband who from this point on would take me in hand the way I so desperately needed.

I sobbed against the comforter, my entire body shaking with the realization that had just crashed over me. This wasn’t pretend. This wasn’t Ryan trying to be something he wasn’t. This was my husband—all of him—and I needed every terrifying, overwhelming piece of what he was giving me.

The paddle stopped again, and I felt his hand lift from my back. The sudden absence of contact made me whimper, my bottom blazing with such intensity that I could barely think straight. I lay there gasping, waiting, my entire world narrowed to the fire consuming my flesh and the anticipation of what came next.

“I’m going to give you a few seconds to catch your breath,” Ryan said, his voice steady and controlled while I writhed in agony. “And then I’m going to finish your punishment with the hardest swats yet. These will be the ones you remember every time you think about touching what belongs to me without permission.”

“No,” I sobbed desperately, my voice raw from screaming. “Please, sir, I can’t take any more. I’ve learned my lesson, I promise. I’ll never touch myself without permission again.”

But even as the words left my mouth, I felt that twisted sense of satisfaction deep in my core. He wasn’t going to listen to my pleas. He wasn’t going to show mercy just because I begged. This was the Ryan I’d needed without even knowing it—the man who would give me exactly what I earned regardless of what I thought I wanted.

“You’ll take what I give you,” Ryan said firmly, and I felt both his huge hand settle more firmly on my back, pressing me down over the pillows with unmistakable authority. “Hold still, ass girl. Don’t make this worse for yourself.”

The first stroke of this final series landed like lightning, harder than anything that had come before. I screamed so loudly my throat felt torn, my entire body bucking against his restraining hands as agony exploded across my bottom. But Ryan held me firmly in place, his strength overwhelming as I tried instinctively to escape.

The second blow fell immediately after, catching the same tender spot with devastating precision. I thrashed against the pillows, my hands clawing at the comforter as I fought to process the intensity. My legs kicked helplessly, but Ryan’s grip never wavered.

“Stay still,” he commanded, his voice cutting through my desperate cries. “We’re not done yet.”

The third stroke landed lower, across the sensitive curve where my bottom met my thighs, and I felt something break inside me. Not physically, but mentally—some last wall of resistance crumbling as I submitted completely to his authority. My struggles became less frantic, more like the helpless writhing of someone who had finally accepted their fate.

The fourth, fifth, and sixth strokes rained down in relentless succession, each one perfectly placed to maximize the burning agony. I was sobbing so hard I could barely breathe, my entire world consumed by the fire across my flesh and Ryan’s masterful control.

When it finally stopped, I couldn’t move. I lay there sobbing against the comforter, my whole body shaking with the aftermath of such devastating punishment. The pain was beyond description—a blazing fire that consumed every nerve ending in my bottom and seemed to radiate through my entire being.

I felt Ryan’s weight settle on the bed beside me, his large hands gentle now as they stroked my back and shoulders. The contrast between his tender touch and the brutal discipline he’d just administered made me cry harder, overwhelmed by the complexity of what he was giving me.

“There,” he murmured, his voice soft with satisfaction. “That’s my good girl. You took your punishment so well.”

The praise hit me like a physical caress, and I felt something deep inside my chest crack open with gratitude. Even through the agony blazing across my bottom, I felt proud that I’d pleased him, that I’d submitted to his authority the way he needed me to.

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed against the comforter, my voice hoarse and broken. “I’m so sorry I touched myself without permission, sir. I won’t do it again.”

“I know you won’t,” Ryan said with quiet certainty, his fingers continuing their soothing strokes along my spine. “Because now you understand what happens when you forget who you belong to.”

His words sent a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the pain. I did belong to him—completely, utterly, in ways I was still learning to accept. This punishment had burned that truth into my flesh in a way that would stay with me for days.

“Can you kneel up for me, ass girl?” Ryan asked gently, his hands helping to support my weight as I struggled to push myself up from the pillows.

I whimpered as I tried to move, every shift sending fresh waves of agony through my punished flesh. My bottom felt swollen and impossibly tender, the skin stretched tight with what I knew must be vivid bruises. Ryan’s strong arms came around me, lifting me carefully until I was kneeling beside him on the bed.

“Look at me,” he commanded softly, his fingers tilting my chin up until our eyes met.

I gazed up at him through my tears, seeing the same man I’d fallen in love with, but understanding him so much more completely now. His blue eyes were warm with affection, but underneath that gentleness was steel—the unwavering authority that would guide me for the rest of our marriage.

“I love you,” he said simply, his thumb brushing away the tears on my cheeks. “All of you, including the parts that need such firm handling.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, my voice catching on the words. “Thank you for… for giving me what I need, even when I can’t ask for it properly.”

Ryan smiled, and I felt my heart flutter at the warmth in his expression. “That’s what husbands are for, sweetheart. To take care of their wives in every way they need it.”

My heart swelled at his words, even as my bottom throbbed with the evidence of how thoroughly he’d just demonstrated that care. I wanted to collapse against his chest, to let him hold me while the fire across my flesh slowly faded, but I could see in his eyes that he wasn’t finished with me yet.

“Now,” Ryan said, his voice taking on that commanding tone that made my stomach flutter with nervous anticipation, “I think you need to show me how grateful you are for your correction.”

I blinked up at him, my mind still foggy from the intensity of my punishment. “How, sir?”

His hands moved to his belt, and I felt my breath catch as I understood what he wanted. Even through the haze of pain, my body responded with that shameful heat I could never control. He was going to use me, claim me while my bottom blazed with the consequences of my disobedience.

“I want you on your hands and knees,” Ryan commanded, his fingers working at his zipper. “Turn around and present yourself for me the way a wife should when it’s time for her husband to use her.”

I whimpered as I tried to position myself, my punished flesh screaming in protest as I shifted on the bed. Getting on my hands and knees sent fresh agony through my bottom, but I forced myself to obey, spreading my thighs wide as I offered myself for his use.

“Beautiful,” Ryan murmured, and I felt his warm palms settle on my burning cheeks. I cried out at the contact, the pressure against my bruised flesh almost unbearable. But underneath the pain was something else—a deep, primal satisfaction that he was claiming his property exactly as I needed him to.

I felt the broad head of his massive cock pressing against my dripping pussy, and I gasped at how ready my body was for him despite everything. The punishment had only heightened my arousal, my vagina aching to be filled by the man who owned me so completely.

“Tell me what you are,” Ryan commanded, his voice rough with desire as he began to push forward.

“I’m your ass girl,” I sobbed, my voice breaking as he stretched me wide. “I’m your wife who needs to be disciplined and used.”

“That’s right,” he growled, driving deeper until I felt completely claimed. “And what happens when you forget your place?”

“You punish me,” I gasped, my hands fisting in the comforter as he began to move. “You remind me who I belong to.”

The rhythm he established was relentless, each thrust sending jolts of sensation through my punished bottom as his lap connected with my burning flesh. The combination of pleasure and pain was overwhelming, breaking down every wall I’d ever tried to build around my true nature.

I felt Ryan pause mid-thrust, and through my haze of sensation, I heard a familiar beep—his handheld device, with what must be the same app Dr. Hamelin and Master Paul had used. My face burned as I realized Ryan must be checking the readings from my sensor, studying the data that revealed my body’s most intimate responses even as he used me.

“Interesting,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Your arousal is spiking even higher than it did at the facility. The punishment really did give you exactly what you needed.”

His fingers found my clit with devastating precision, working the sensitive bud while his massive cock filled me completely. But this wasn’t random touching—I could sense the calculated way he adjusted his rhythm, the way he seemed to know exactly when to increase or decrease the pressure based on whatever the sensor was telling him.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, my body climbing toward something that felt bigger than any orgasm I’d ever experienced. “Sir… oh, God… please…”

“That’s it,” Ryan murmured, his voice rough with authority. “Come for me, ass girl. Show me how much you needed this discipline.”

The combination of his fingers on my clit, his cock pounding into me, and his lap pressing against my burning bottom sent me spiraling beyond anything I’d ever felt. The climax that tore through me wasn’t just physical—it seemed like a complete surrender of everything I’d ever tried to hide from him. I screamed until my voice gave out, my entire world exploding into sensation that seemed to go on forever.

When it finally began to subside, I collapsed forward onto the bed, my body shaking with the aftershocks. Ryan gathered me against his chest, his arms wrapping around me with surprising gentleness as I sobbed against his shoulder.

“There,” he murmured, his hand stroking my hair while carefully avoiding my punished bottom. “That’s my perfect girl.”

I cried harder at his words, overwhelmed by how completely he understood what I needed. His other hand settled gently on my sore flesh, not pressuring but simply claiming, and even that light touch sent electricity through my exhausted body.

“Ryan,” I whispered against his neck, my voice broken from screaming. “I need to tell you something.”

“What is it, sweetheart?” His voice was so tender, so different from the commanding tone he’d used moments before.

“Before… before all this started, when I used to…” I struggled to find the words, my face burning with shame. “When I touched myself in the shower, I never thought about you. Not really.”

I felt his body tense slightly, but his hand continued stroking my hair. “What did you think about?”

“Chad,” I sobbed, the confession tearing at my chest. “I thought about Chad, or sometimes I’d try to picture you, but then substitute him in when… when I needed to come. But now…” I pulled back to look at him through my tears. “Now it’s only you. You’ve erased him completely. When I was in the shower today…”

For a moment I couldn’t finish the sentence, my voice breaking as the memory of what I’d been doing just an hour ago crashed over me. Then I whispered, “It was you. Only you. I was thinking about yesterday, about how you bent me over the kitchen counter and called me your perfect little ass girl while you⁠—”

“While I what?” Ryan’s voice was gentle but insistent, his fingers tilting my chin up so I had to meet his eyes.

“While you fucked my ass,” I whispered, the crude words making my face burn even as they sent a fresh pulse of heat through my core. “I was remembering how good it felt to be used by you, owned by you. That’s why I couldn’t stop touching myself.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened at my confession, and I felt his cock twitch against my thigh where it still pressed between us. “So you were thinking about me when you disobeyed me.”

“Yes, sir,” I sobbed, pressing my face against his chest. “I’m so confused. I love belonging to you, I love the way you take control of me, but I still can’t seem to control myself when you’re not here to guide me.”

“That’s why you need the discipline,” Ryan murmured, his hand stroking down my spine with careful tenderness. “Your body craves my authority, but your mind hasn’t fully accepted it yet. That’s what the punishment is for—to help train your thoughts to match what your body already knows.”

His words made perfect sense, and I felt gratitude wash over me even as my bottom throbbed with the evidence of how thoroughly he’d just demonstrated that training.

“Ryan,” I whispered against his chest, my voice barely audible as shame and need warred within me. “Sir… may I… could I ask you something?”

His hand stilled in my hair, and I felt his attention focus completely on me. “Of course, sweetheart. What is it?”

I pulled back slightly to look at his face, my cheeks burning as I struggled to find the words. “Tomorrow morning, when you leave for work… may I touch myself in the shower? With your permission this time?”

A slow smile spread across Ryan’s face, and I felt my heart flutter at the warmth in his expression. “You want permission to masturbate while thinking about your husband?”

“Yes, sir,” I breathed, relief flooding through me that he didn’t seem angry at the request. “I promise I’ll only think about you. About the things you do to me, the way you make me feel.”

“I appreciate you asking properly,” Ryan murmured, his fingers tracing gentle patterns on my back. “Yes, you have my permission to pleasure yourself tomorrow morning. But I want to give you permission to think about something else too.”

I blinked up at him in confusion. “Something else, sir?”

His blue eyes darkened with an intensity that made my stomach flutter with nervous anticipation. “If you want to think about Master Paul and Dr. Hamelin fucking you too, I’m very much into that idea.”

My mouth fell open in shock. Of all the things I’d expected him to say, that wasn’t even on the list. “You… you want me to fantasize about them?”

“I want you to be honest about what excites you,” Ryan said, his voice carrying that gentle authority that made my knees weak. “I saw how you responded to them at the facility. How your body reacted when all three of us were using you.”

My face burned with shame and arousal as the memories flooded back. The way I’d come so hard with all three of them claiming me simultaneously, the intensity of being completely overwhelmed by their combined dominance.

“I…” I struggled to find words, my voice catching in my throat. “I wouldn’t mind thinking about them. But only… only if in my fantasies they’re fucking me because you asked them to. Because you wanted to share me.”

The words tumbled out in a rush, and I immediately pressed my face against Ryan’s chest in mortification. Had I really just told my husband I wanted to fantasize about other men using me at his command?

I felt Ryan’s hand tilt my chin up, forcing me to meet his eyes. The intensity I saw there made my breath catch.

“Is that really how you’d want it?” he asked softly. “Other men only touching you because I decided you needed it?”

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission torn from somewhere deep in my chest. “In my fantasies, I would never want them for myself. I’d only want them because my husband thought I should have them. Because you wanted to watch me be used.”

Ryan’s lips crashed into mine. The kiss went on and on until I felt I might run out of air. At last he drew his head back, looking deeply into my eyes.

“Is that okay, sir?” I whispered, though I couldn’t keep the smile that showed I knew the answer from curving my lips.

“Yes,” Ryan said. He kissed me lightly, then drew back to look into my eyes again. “Oh, yes.”

The End
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