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1. TRAINING THE SUBMISSIVE WIFE





Chapter 1

Peace at last.
Today’s been one hell of a day, and there’s only one thing on my mind right now: a little relaxing. And it has nothing to do with a candle-lit soak in the tub. As soon as I’m home, I toss my bag and work computer onto the couch. Definitely don’t want to use that for what I’m about to watch. Instead of going to my own laptop, I head to Chris’s. I asked him to get mine fixed, but he hasn’t yet. Too bad for him.
Settling into the comfort of our bed, I pull up my favorite website. Images of filthy acts fill the screen, and I can feel myself getting wet. My body knows what it wants, even when I don’t.
And that’s the truth of it. I don’t actually know what I want. My husband is hot, and I’m sure there are plenty of the neighborhood housewives who do exactly what I’m about to with thoughts of him in their minds. He makes my body feel like no one else ever has, and I can’t complain about anything that happens in the bedroom.
Something is missing, though, and I only have the tiniest inkling of how to explain it.
When I browse this website, I’m always looking for a dominant man taking everything he wants without any explanation. Passionate, animalistic bodies contorting in impossible positions. Dangerous situations that make you question their sanity. It’s the only thing that I fantasize about. But I barely understand it enough to put it into words.
As I'm about to type a few words in the search bar, I realize that I'm logged into an account. Well, well Chris, we watch porn when I'm not around? Bah, who am I to throw the stone? I should probably respect his privacy. And yet, an unhealthy curiosity pushes me to click on the favorites icon.
I remain speechless at the thumbnails that appear in front of me. There’s a lot of them, and they all revolve around the same subject. I bite my lip, hesitate a moment, before clicking on the first video. I’m aware now, I might as well push my curiosity to the end and watch one of these videos.
In a dimly lit room with no furniture, a woman is standing. Her arms are tied, held in the air by a wide-linked rope. A man stands next to her, a crop in his hand.
BDSM. That's what he watches when I'm not there. I have often seen this kind of videos appear in my searches, without ever really daring to click on them, too ashamed. It's not something people do, right? I shouldn't even watch this. I shouldn't feel the things that I feel.
And yet here I am, putting myself in that woman’s place. The ropes around her arms burn as she’s pulled tight, exposing her in a way I’ve never dreamed of. The crop comes down hard on her breasts, leaving wickedly bright marks behind as she screams. His hands move wherever he pleases, and she couldn’t stop him if she wanted.
But she doesn’t want him to. The way she moans as he runs his fingers between her spread legs. The way she begs with her eyes. She wants this.
And I do too.
My fingers run beneath my shirt, doing my best to reenact the scene, pinching my nipples as the man places clamps on hers. That sweet pain makes me slick and throbbing like nothing I’ve ever experienced. The thought of Chris doing these things to me makes me pant like an animal.
I can’t help myself, and my other hand slides between my legs, feeling my slickness. I’ve never been this wet. My eyes don’t leave the screen as the woman is bent over, her legs spread, and the man spreads her cheeks. She whimpers as he runs his hand between them, against her most intimate place.
And I’m left wondering how it would feel. I’m too scared to try it myself. I can’t help wondering what it’d be like to have Chris in me this way. My breathing is quickening. I no longer need to see the screen. Closing my eyes, I imagine him above me, his body pressed against mine.
I explode as I think of him taking this part of me. Even as I scream out his name, he forces himself deeper into me.
My eyes flutter open, and I realize that this is what has been missing. This is the thing that will push our relationship into something amazing. A mostly satisfied smile creeps across my face as I make the decision.
Chris will be home soon, and tonight, everything is going to change. If I’m not too terrified…




Chapter 2

“You had a good day?”
The question is innocent, but his deep voice makes me shiver. I play with my fingers, suddenly shy as he pours himself a glass of cold soda, his ritual when he comes home. I tried to rehearse a speech, to decide how to bring it smoothly. But now that he’s here, the words come out without my being able to control them.
“I used your computer earlier.”
“Hmm?”
“I… I saw what kind of porn you watch.”
He slowly puts his glass down on the counter. His suddenly serious face lets none of his emotions pass. Is he angry? Shocked? After a few moments of silence, his hoarse voice echoes through the room.
“So. What do you think of it?”
“I find that… Interesting.”
I almost blush to admit it out loud. I'm embarrassed, but the excitement that hasn't left me all afternoon takes over and forces me to continue. Slowly, my hand slides down my stomach, tugging on the ties of my robe. A little sound of satisfaction escapes his throat when he sees my pink silk and lace set appear. He gifted it to me last Valentine's Day. Something very mild, now that I know his tastes in the matter.
"I would like..." I trail off, barely daring to look him in the eye. He walks over to me, grabbing my chin in his fingers. Firmly, he forces me to look at him. In his eyes shines a light that I do not know him. That of a hunter having spotted his prey. I fidget a bit, trying to hide my embarrassment and excitement.
“What would you like?”
His voice is firm as his lips brush mine, his hot breath on my skin making me lose all my composure. I debit at full speed my request.
“I’d like to be your submissive.”
A smirk twists the corner of his mouth. His hand slides behind my neck in a possessive gesture.
"Are you sure this is what you want? You think you can handle this?”
I bite my lip. The images from this afternoon's videos come back to my mind. Bodies tied up, pushed to their deepest and most intimate limits. Yes, that's what I want. These videos were impressive, but not a moment went by that I didn't imagine myself in these situations, my husband in control.
I nod my head frantically, drawing a short laugh from him. His second hand joins my body, sliding down my stomach, sending a shiver down my spine. He moves close to my ear, whispering in his deep voice.
“You know the rules. If it's too much, say yellow for me to slow down, red for me to stop. Apart from these two words, you can beg me as much as you want. I’ll keep doing what I want with your little body. Understood?”
“Yes.”
“Yes, who?”
“Yes, Master.”
He seems satisfied with my answer. His hand grabs my ponytail to bring my head closer to his, his mouth locking mine in a passionate kiss. My legs are shaking with excitement. I can't believe this is really happening to us. We should be cooking dinner, not engaging in such dissolute activities. He abruptly breaks the kiss, leaving me gasping and wanting for more.
"So you're using my computer without my permission? And to watch porn on top of that. I don't think good girls behave like that in the absence of their husbands. What do you think?”
“No, Master, they don’t.”
“So you knew it, but you did it anyway. You leave me no choice. I have to punish you.”




Chapter 3

My whole body is covered with goosebumps, shivering at the sudden predatory look of my husband. Without ceasing to look at me, he quickly undoes the knot of his tie. I bite my lip. What is he going to do with me?
Suddenly, he turns me around. I would have lost my balance if his firm hands hadn't caught me. His breath on my neck makes me lose my mind. I let out a sound of surprise as he grips my wrists firmly, bringing them together behind my back. With an expert gesture, he secures them in that position with his tie. It's uncomfortable, but not painful. He seems to know his subject.
"Have you… Have you ever done this?"
He doesn't answer me, preferring to place his lips gently on the back of my neck. It's light, too light for me to really feel it. His hand slides down my collar, down my chest until it plunges into my bra, pulling out my breasts swollen with desire. He doesn’t palm them though, nor is he removing the garment. He comes to face me and admires his work, letting out a satisfied sound before finally deigning to answer me.
“I've done this before. Often. Very often. Before we got married.”
He studies me, like a painter trying to figure out what he should add to his canvas to perfect it. Without giving me any further explanation of his experience, he makes me spread my legs. Then, slowly, he lowers my panties along my skin without removing them. They stay there, stuck on my thighs, like improvised ties that I shouldn't let go of. To forget the embarrassment that rises in me, I decide to gather more information about his dominating past.
“Why did-”
“I don't think I allowed you to speak.”
I look down, ashamed. We've barely started and I'm already making a mistake. He will surely make me pay for it. But that's not what worries me the most. Often. I won’t be up to the standard of those he's practiced with. I have no experience in the matter, nor even any idea of what he can expect from me. Before I can start tormenting myself with these thoughts, he offers me a distraction.
As he walks away from me, I understand the nature of the punishment he’s going to inflict on me. I expected him to lay me down on his lap, slapping the sensitive skin of my bottom as many times as he deems fit to bring me back into line. But his decision is quite different. Much more intimate. Much more personal.
I'm standing half-naked in the middle of our living room. The harsh light from our pendant exposing every inch of my skin. I, who hardly dare to show myself naked to my husband, preferring the darkness of the bedroom, am now left with nothing to hide myself. Even worse, he opens the blinds usually veiling our living room. It would only take a turn of head during their evening walk for one of neighbors to discover absolutely everything about me. 
My breathing quickens. I’ve never felt more vulnerable than in this moment. Never more excited, either. I can't explain it to myself. I should get dressed, run away, and lock myself in the bedroom, consumed by shame. Hide myself from my husband for days. And yet, here I am, more turned on than ever.
His scent intoxicates me as he comes back to me, slowly circling around me, his gaze fixed on my chest heaving with apprehension and excitement.
“I want everyone to know how much of a slut you are. That's what you are, right?”
“Yes, Master.”
I can barely mutter my response. My cheeks are so flushed that my skin burns. I dare not look out the window, too scared that someone might be watching me. And yet, I can't help but straighten up, pushing my chest forward to make it look bigger. A gesture that does not escape Chris, who sneers softly.
I wait for him to touch me, to kiss me, but he doesn't seem to be in a hurry to join me. Yet in his eyes, I see it. He’s terribly excited. As if he had just received a present he had been waiting for a very long time. Has he ever fantasized about this moment, imagining treating me like his little sexual thing, making me obey his every desire?
He plants himself in front of me, his strict gaze detailing me from every angle. His hand slides down my chest, grabbing one of my breasts. Abandoning his usual tenderness, he pinches the nipple, snatching from me a cry of pleasure and humiliation mixed. My thighs tighten, a futile attempt to bring some relief to my swollen clit.
He notices, his hand going down to make me spread my thighs again. Understood. I must not move. Just let him do his thing. I bite my lip as two fingers come to meet the sensitive skin of my intimacy. With his expert touch, he spreads my lower lips, waking up one by one the nerves already raw with excitement. He then imprisons my clit between his knuckles. I let out a sigh of relief, my head falling on his shoulder to find some support.
“Look at me.”
I'm shivering. It was not a gentle request, but a grave order given. I straighten up, my eyes rooting into his as he stays away. His fingers rush into me, performing a crazy dance in my core. His thumb is no slouch, applying gentle pressure to my hungry button. It's all so good. So wild, so dangerous. Anyone could see us, but I don't care anymore. Not when he inflicts this sweet torture on me. I'm so close to coming, I-
“I said. Look at me.”
Shit. His fingers pull back in one swift motion before I have time to realize what's happening to me. Without thinking, I closed my eyes, my head slightly falling back to better surrender to these sensations.
“I wanted to be nice, but you don't deserve it. Too bad for you. I'll be the only one having fun.”
My eyes widen as he pulls me to my knees. Is he really going to? No, that’s not possible. He never denied me pleasure, always putting me before him in bed. But this situation is completely new. So maybe even that will change. I dare not move, too worried about the consequences.
Without looking at me, he unzips his pants, pulling out his erection. I lick my lips at this sight I will never tire of. He notices it, of course, discretion having never been my strong point. A smirk on his lips, he starts to stroke himself, spreading my fluids over his stiff length.
“You like what you see? When did I marry such a slut, I wonder? But now you're gonna show me what a good girl you are, right?”
I nod greedily as his cock is already in front of me. Without the slightest ounce of hesitation, I place my lips on the already wet tip. As I take him in my mouth, I can smell both of our tastes blending on his manhood. Yesterday, I would surely have found that off-putting. But today... Today, the slightest of his gestures drives me crazy. I no longer have to worry about doing right or wrong. To ask myself if I satisfy him, if I'm good enough, sexy enough. He's the one leading the dance.
It's not the first time I’m taking him in my mouth, but it's far from the easiest one. With my hands hold behind my back, the task is difficult. I struggle to find my balance, threatening every moment to fall over one way or another. He does nothing to help me, while a loss of balance makes him go deeper into my mouth. I gag a bit, but hold on.
His grunts grow louder as he finally decides to take matters into his own hands. Literally. His fingers come to grip my hair, clenching them tightly in his fist to keep my face still. He begins to move back and forth quickly, without sinking too deeply. He had never shown me that side of him. Controlling, hardly giving me time to catch my breath. Never have I enjoyed sucking his beautiful cock so much, barely bothered by the saliva running down my chin.
I almost fall as he suddenly pulls out of my mouth. His hands grab my arms and lift me up to throw me without care onto the couch. Standing on my knees, my head buried in the cushions, I tremble with excitement as I feel the fabric sink behind me. My breathing quickens as he slowly runs a finger up my thigh. It bypasses my privacy, yet hungry for his caresses, to go higher. Higher, to the forbidden hole. It's light. His finger just spins around it without trying to go any further. I get nervous. No one has ever been there, not even him. I don't know how I feel about this idea. I don't know if I'm ready for it. However, I don’t use any of my safe words. I don't want him to stop. All my senses are awakening, ready to welcome these new sensations.
I turn my head, trying to look at him, but with a grunt he shoves it back into the cushions. No question of letting me see what he makes of me. I can only feel, imagine. His gaze is on my core, glistening with excitement, without a doubt. I bite my lip, hoping to feel his mouth there soon, drinking in my excitement. 
But no matter how long I wait, nothing comes. How can he be so patient despite the erection that has strained his member for so long? I don't have that self-control. Lasciviously, I move my hips, hoping to get a reaction from him.
“Behave little girl”
I can't see him, but I feel him towering over me with his imposing size. A gasp of anticipation rings out as he finally puts his hand on my hip. I let out a slight plea while his cock brushes my slit shamelessly offered. With the same slowness, he slides it along my lower lips, playing with my patience in the most hateful way possible. I want to scream at him, order him to fuck me good. But who knows what he will do to me if I dare to complain?
Fortunately, my ordeal reaches its end as I feel his member align with my entrance, spreading without the slightest delicacy the crown of my intimacy. I pull my ass back, hoping to help get him in faster. His reaction is immediate. His hand closes hard on my hip, so hard I'm sure it will leave marks.
“Why are you trying to fight me like that? Haven’t you understood who’s your master yet?”
Without giving me time to react, he penetrates me with a powerful thrust. I bite the cushion, trying to bear the touch of discomfort he imposes on me as he buries himself inside me to the hilt. Usually, he goes more slowly, giving me time to get used to his imposing presence. But not today. Today, he takes what he wants from me, and I just have to accept it. My breathing gets heavier as I get used to this shaft splitting me open. 
His other hand rests on my back. He does not move it. It’s not a caress, but an unfamiliar gesture of control. Yet the warmth emanating from his skin relaxes me. A short-lived comfort.
With a quick movement, he withdraws from me before sinking again in one fell swoop. Delicious friction that consumes me little by little. I need more. After all these treatments, I need relief. But will he even give it to me? He has to. No matter the cost, I will make sure to get this precious reward. I will kneel down. I will beg him. I will crawl behind him for days if need be, just to feel that sweet fire of orgasm.
His thrusts are getting stronger, faster. As if he wanted to show me some more of his strength, he grabs my bound wrists, forcing me to stand up in an awkward position. Thus suspended in the air, I can only suffer his thrusts, again and again. All I can do is accept what he offers me, praying that I don't lose my balance and lose that delicious feeling of his dick rubbing my inner walls.
My moans mingle with the sound of his thighs slamming against mine. I will have bruises when I wake up. My back hurts from being bent over like this. But these pains are nothing compared to the wave of pleasure that rises in me as he pounds me relentlessly. A string of profanity escapes from his mouth. His mask of control slowly crumbles as he too succumbs to the pleasures of the flesh.
My legs are shaking so much, they are struggling to withstand these powerful assaults. My cries echo all around us. The entire neighborhood can hear me. I don't care. Let them come in front of our house, admire the spectacle of my decadence. I’m my husband's sex toy and no longer feel the slightest shame, as long as he continues to ravage me without the slightest mercy.
I can't take it anymore. I have to come. My mind drowned by near ecstasy remembers, however. I try to form words without being able to give them meaning. But he seems to understand me. He leans into my ear, his deep voice finishing me off.
“You can cum, baby, you deserved it.”
It’s a long moan that welcomes this sentence as the orgasm sweeps me away like a destructive tsunami. The contractions of my vagina finish him in turn, and, with a groan, he empties into me, his cock spurting long strands of hot cum. 
Slowly, he lets me fall back on the couch and pulls away from me. I struggle to catch my breath, and I barely feel his hands undo the knots that held my wrists trapped. I moan, suddenly realizing how sore I am. Gently, he pulls me to him, hugging me tightly and kissing my temple. As I fall asleep, I hear him whisper in my ear.
“My sweet little wife. You were perfect.”




Chapter 4

I can't hold back a plaintive groan as I sit on the edge of the bed. I’ve never been so sore after a night of sex. Chris comes out of the bathroom, a towel casually wrapped around his hips. Drops of water still trickle down his muscular chest.
A smirk forms on his lips. What a show I must give him, my hair disheveled, my body completely undressed despite the sun that bathes the room. Even at the beginning of our relationship, I never slept naked. I’ve never been exhausted to the point of falling asleep without taking the time to put on some panties and a shirt.
He walks over to me and grabs my face with both hands. A passionate kiss follows. He leaves my mouth only to gently nibble my bottom lip. His gaze is still burning with desire, and yet he doesn't seem to want to take this exchange any further. I'm almost disappointed when he hands me my bathrobe.
“Go take a shower. I’ll make you breakfast. Then, we'll go shopping.”
◆◆◆
 
For the hundredth time, I tug on the tails of my dress, trying in vain to lower it down to my thighs. He made me put it on. I had ordered it on the internet, expecting to wear it for last New Year's Eve. But when it arrived, I realized the obvious: it was too short, and the neckline too plunging. I could never wear this kind of clothes. But today, I don't have a say in it. All of this through my own fault.
I listened carefully to his proposal though, as he put the pancakes he had cooked for me on the table. Instead of the cushy weekend we had planned, devoted to some small household chores, he offered to show me more. Yesterday's session was just a glimpse, barely a bite of what can be done. Without hesitation, and without thinking of the consequences, I agreed to obey him trustfully all weekend long.
No sooner had I accepted the deal than a wicked smile appeared on his lips. I swallowed. Maybe I should have asked for clarification. All I know is he can do whatever he wants with me. That he won't stop, even if I cry or beg. My only way out are two simple words. Yellow and red.
I said nothing when he instructed me to put on these clothes leaving no room for imagination. I said nothing either when he decided we needed to run errands. In our usual supermarket, where I go every week. Where the employees know me by sight. I wonder what they will think of this risky outfit.
Now in the aisles of the store, I let myself be guided by my husband's hand, firmly gripped around my waist. I try to look as normal as possible despite this unusual outfit. After all, it's hot outside, it's not so shocking to wear something light. Still, I regret my usual jeans, perfect for hiding this body that I find difficult to accept. I don't have a bra on, and he didn't even let me wear panties. Every time we meet another customer in the aisles, I have the impression that they can see everything.
I feel it. By my side, Chris savors every instant of my ordeal. He even teases me, asking me to grab a can of soup at the bottom of a shelf. We never buy that. He just wants to see how I'm doing. I waddle and down on my legs, pulling my dress to be sure not to reveal my freshly shaved private parts.
That was one of his morning requests. I usually maintain this area, but always leave it covered with a light fleece. He had never found anything wrong with it. But this morning he led me into the bathroom, giving me some shaving cream and a new razor. Then he sat on the tub and watched me. At first I was terribly embarrassed, but eventually I enjoyed the feel of his ardent gaze on such an intimate chore. I never would have thought that such a gesture could turn into something so erotic. When the last razor stroke was done, Chris approached me to test the quality of my work, slipping his fingers between my folds to experience their smoothness. He smiled as he felt the wetness starting to form there, but stopped to get me my dress, leaving me frustrated as ever.
I bite my lip as we wait our turn to pay. He's very close to me. His warmth and his newly imposing stature make me feel unusual things. My whole body is on fire, my skin hungry to be touched. His hand is innocently placed in the small of my back. How I wish he would take it down. That he grabs my butt. That he throws me on the checkout counter and makes love to me wildly in front of all the astonished customers.
I clear my throat, trying to forget these thoughts. He seems to have noticed my excitation. He leans over to me and whispers in my ear.
“Tell me Baby Girl, if I put my hand under your skirt, will I find you wet?”
My cheeks turn scarlet red. He gave me that nickname before, but always in tender situations. When he took me in his arms to comfort me, after a particularly tough day. He never used it in such a situation, to establish the balance of power between him and me. He is the master, and I must submit to him. I'm ashamed to hear him speak to me so crudely. And yet, it turns me on.
Now, I have only one desire, to return and find the intimacy of our house. Let him do whatever he wants with me, treat me like his little sexual thing, behind our closed door. But he seems to have something else in mind.
◆◆◆
 
My chest heaves rapidly as I try to keep my composure. I have never entered such a store. I think I would have blushed just thinking about doing it. But Chris walked in like the most normal of stores. Like he's done it a thousand times. Maybe he has. There are so many things I don't know after all. He's a few years older than me, and it's always been clear that he's had more experience in sex than I do. I just hadn't imagined that his experience was in this kind of games. It doesn't scare me, though. That he’s willing to make me discover his universe makes me feel closer to him.
For now, I have to deal with this new request, my dress still riding up on my sweat-soaked skin. It is boiling today. I catch a few eyes on me as we browse the shelves of the adult store. I try to ignore them but can't help worrying about their opinion. How do I look in this light outfit? I move a little closer to my husband, trying to find some protection against his square shoulders.
I have a hard time not blushing when I see certain objects. Some things are fun, others are unknown. Some items are downright intimidating. What about this huge black dildo? Hard to miss, as it takes up space on the shelves in front of us. I hope he doesn't buy it. I could not receive such a length in my privacy. Chris is well endowed, while this object is simply monstrous.
I nervously play with my fingers, trying to contain my discomfort as he stops in front of nipple clips. The images from the video immediately come to mind. Could I support this kind of device? With a nod, he asks my opinion. I take a deep breath and catch a model with silicone-coated tips. With its black feathers, it looks less impressive than the others. As a cute decorative accessory rather than an instrument of torment. He smiles at my choice and puts it in his basket.
“Why don't you go pick out something pretty. My treat.”
He points me to the lingerie section in a corner of the store. Surely it wouldn't hurt to renew my underwear collection. I do have one or two lace sets, but they are still very modest. As I walk away, I gain a little more confidence and start rolling my hips. I know he is watching me. I could bet that a smirk has formed on his lips. He must like that I get caught up in the game like this. I finally get it. He is the master, but my body is my superpower. With it, I can catch the eyes of others. Stir up his desire. Make him lose his beautiful countenance. Yes, I have a whole panoply of weapons at hand. It's up to me to discover them.
◆◆◆
 
Leaning against our car, I nervously await the return of my husband. No sooner had I finished choosing my lingerie than he asked me to go out, not giving me the opportunity to see the toys he had selected for us.
I wipe my forehead with the back of my hand, trying to ignore the stares of some passers-by on me. If it had excited me in the store, here I only feel uneasy. Without the masculine presence of Chris by my side, I feel excruciatingly naked and vulnerable. Being stared at by strangers when I'm by his side and he can enjoy it is one thing. Having to face them alone is another. I let out a sigh as he finally exits, shooting me a delighted smile. God, this man is handsome.
Gently, he traps my chin between his two fingers and comes to place a soft kiss on my lips. Then, with a nod, he instructs me to get in the car. I don't have to be asked twice to comply. Leaving this heat and this discomfort to return to the shelter of our home, that's all I want. There, maybe he will finally take care of me.
Discreetly, I try to see what's in the bag, but Chris hastens to put it out of my reach. I make a sulky face, squeezing a laugh out of him. He places his hand on my bare thigh.
“Don't worry, you'll know what's in it soon enough.”
I cross my arms over my chest, keeping my frown as he takes the direction of our home. His hand is still on my thigh, motionless. Slowly, as if he might not see it that way, I cross my legs, trying to bring the warmth and pressure of his fingers closer to my core.
A smirk tugs at his lips, but he says nothing, just watching the road. I raise my hips, hoping to persuade him to caress me. But I get the opposite effect. Hastily, he removes his hand to put it on his steering wheel.
“If you want something, brat, you're gonna have to get it yourself.”
I gasp in astonishment, my mouth wide open. He's not suggesting that I...
“You wouldn't want us to have an accident. I need to focus on the road. But there's nothing stopping you from starting without me.”
“I… I can wait.”
“No. I don't intend to spare you. You'd better get ready.”
I swallow hard. But my master asked me to. I must obey him. It's not like I don't like it, as evidenced by my nipples poking through the fabric of my dress. I slide my hand down my cleavage, stroking the needy peaks with the tip of my fingers. My sighs grow louder as my other hand joins my soaked bud. It has been wet for a long time, this series of small humiliations only increasing my excitement. As I begin to play with my clitoris, my husband's hoarse voice echoes through the cabin.
“Pull your skirt up, so I can see what you're doing.”
A smile creeps over my lips. At the sound of his voice, I can tell someone else is excited. I glance to the side. We are still in the city center, where stops are frequent and passers-by numerous. Still, I comply without complaining, wedging the fabric over my hips to give him a full view of my lust-swollen intimacy.
I moan now, my index and middle finger pressed together to draw circles languidly over my bundle of nerves. I may press harder, the feeling is not the same as with him. His hands are bigger, more expert. Inspired by his gestures, I let my fingers drop from their position to slide lower. I glance at Chris, waiting for his permission to act.
“Go ahead.”
My cheeks are burning with shame as we are stopped in traffic. Someone might be looking out the window. They would see me moaning shamelessly as my skirt is pulled up over my hips, and my own fingers pressed deep inside me. But I keep going. I don't want to disappoint my master. If I satisfy him now, maybe I'll get a reward later. I lick my dry lips, remembering the feel of his mouth between my thighs. His tongue tracing unknown shapes on my sensitive button before imprisoning it to suck it gently.
“Get your hand down.”
I flinch at the sound of his voice. I had almost forgotten his presence near me, so much I let myself be carried away by these heavenly sensations. My eyebrows furrow, confusion grips me. Lower is… I blush deeply, my eyes staring at the dashboard in front of me as shame washes over me. I remember his finger passing quickly by there yesterday. I never would have thought of doing that. It's so... Taboo. I'm not sure I can do it myself.
“It's ok, just circle it slightly. See how it feels.”
I bite my lip and shyly pull my fingers away from my privates before setting them on their way to this unexplored universe. I start slowly, staying away, stroking the skin between my two entrances. Then I finally dare to go more frankly, turning around this usually forbidden zone.
Gently, he grabs my other hand to guide it to my clit, encouraging me to touch myself. Little by little, I relax, letting myself go to these new sensations that I feel. I dare to go further, even. Timidly, I insert my still soaked index finger into my puckered entrance, virgin of any penetration. Not far, barely a phalanx. It's not as unpleasant as I thought it would be. Accompanied by my increasingly rapid movements on my clitoris, it's even rather pleasant.
My belly heaves as the pleasure seeps through all my veins, all my nerves. Beside me, Chris growls. His erection is clearly visible through his pants. He caresses himself through the fabric. It’s probably not as satisfying as what I'm feeling right now. I bite my lip as a sudden orgasm tenses all my limbs.
When I finally emerge, I realize that we are parked in the driveway of our house. Turning my head towards him, I shudder at the sinful smile my husband gives me.
“Let the serious stuff begin.”




Chapter 5

Nervously, I run my fingers under the tight leather collar around my neck. Oh, it's not uncomfortable. I can still breathe perfectly. I'm just not used to this kind of ornament. Just like I'm not used to being naked in the middle of my living room. Well, almost naked. As soon as we got home, Chris made me undress in the middle of the room, handing me what he wanted me to wear. A string that can barely be seen, as little fabric shapes it. As for the bra… It only contains the underwire, the absence of fabric allowing my breasts to fall into the void.
Sit, he ordered me next, as if I were just a mutt found in a dark alley. Of course, I complied, too happy to be his bitch. Since then, I have been waiting. It has been several minutes since he disappeared into the bedroom, where I hear him bustling about. Kneeling on the cold tiles, I wait impatiently for my master to reappear.
I straighten up as I hear his footsteps. He too has changed. He is now wearing only a simple gray jogging, his chest left bare for my greatest pleasure. Without the slightest shame, I admire his drawn abs, his protruding pecs topped by his square shoulders.
I gasp in surprise as he approaches me, leash in hand. So he's going to push the dog's fantasy to the limit. The little sound of the leash closing on my collar sends a rush of adrenaline through my whole body. With a click of his tongue, he urges me to move on. Following in his footsteps, I move on all fours. The leash is tight, I better keep the same rhythm as his. Under my knees, the ground is incredibly hard. Its freshness contrasts with the heat emanating from my skin, already burning before we even start.
Pulling slightly on the leash, he makes me climb onto the bed. On all fours on the mattress from which the quilt has been removed, I notice that something else has changed in the bedroom. A few feet from me stands on a tripod the camera he usually uses to document his hikes and other outings. I turn to him, my eyes filled with incomprehension tinged with concern.
“I'm going to film you. I don't want to waste a single minute of what I'm about to put you through.”
I nod, too nervous to answer. I thought I couldn't feel any more vulnerable than I did on our afternoon outing, but my beliefs are shaken again. A video, it remains. What if I don't look sexy? What if someone accidentally stumbled upon this, seeing how ridiculous I look in my skimpy outfit, totally submissive to my husband?
According to the flashing red dot, it’s already running. It didn't miss a thing about my humiliating arrival. I shake my head. If Chris does all this, it's because he thinks I worth it. That I'm hot. And that's all that matters. I wink at the camera, hoping he'll see it when he watches our performance.
I focus back on my master as he sits on the edge of the bed, facing the camera. Without warning, he grabs me, throwing me onto his lap. My body is bent in two, my head is upside down in the void while my ass is exposed to his gaze.
“We’re gonna start with a punishment. I don't remember giving you permission to cum. And yet, that's what you did in the car. Such disrespect towards your master cannot go unpunished.”
I swallow as I feel him wrap the leash around his right hand, creating direct tension on my collar. His deep voice echoes through the room again, making me shiver.
“I'm going to give you three spankings. You're going to count them out loud, and you're going to thank me for giving them to you.”
I am almost disappointed when I hear the number he gives me. I'm sure I can take more. He doesn't have to spare me so much, it’s-
SMACK.
The searing pain that I feel a few seconds later makes me change my mind. I fidget, involuntarily tugging on the leash. He barely gives me any slack, preferring to make me lose my breath for a moment. I pull myself together quickly, not forgetting his order.
“One! Thank you, Master.”
A new slap falls on the opposite cheek, so far free of any pain. My breathing becomes erratic as I try to get used to this new experience. The snapping sound you hear before feeling this sharp pain that eventually spreads throughout the area. The hint of pleasure that emerges, and the desire for more, despite everything.
“Two! Thank you, Master.”
I gasp, trying to anticipate which of my globes the final slap will fall on. My head is spinning from being upside down. I am overwhelmed by my feelings. I scream in surprise as a flash of sharp pain shoots through my entire body. The punishment is carried out.
“T… Three. Thank you. Thank you, Master.”
I sigh as his hand works to massage my reddened ass from his treatment. Never has his warmth brought me so much comfort. Slowly, he straightens me up. I growl a little, the pain still very present.
“Lie down.”
A shiver of excitement runs through me. That's it, it's going to start for real. The punishment was just a taste, a mild stimulation that only left me frustrated. Chris walks up to me, leather handcuffs that match my collar in his hands. I can't suppress a smile. Being tied up is probably the part that turned me on the most watching these videos. How did he know?
“One day I will tie your all body up,” he whispers in my ear as he tightens the bond around my wrist. As he pulls my arms back to attach them to the bed, I realize my position. The camera is pointed directly at me. At my center. I squeeze my legs together, as if that could make a difference to what was going to happen to me in the next few minutes. He does not let this action pass. With a light slap on my thigh, he makes me open them again.
“Don’t make me tie your legs too.”
“What if that's what I want?”
“Be careful what you wish for.”
I squeal as he backs up his words by twisting one of my nipples between his fingers. His two hands then come to grip my breasts, swollen with desire, massaging them vigorously. His gaze is locked on mine, analyzing my every reaction. I would almost blush. It's so intense.
My moans grow louder as his thumbs twirl over my since long taut tips. Since he made me crawl. Since he spanked me. Chris smiles mischievously, proud of the effect he has on me. He knows it. I have always been particularly sensitive in this area, and he’s enjoying himself tormenting me this way.
He plunges his face between my mounts. His vicious tongue traces lines on the soft skin of my breasts. Successfully, it prolongs my torture, exciting all my senses without ever relieving them. The tip of his tongue draws perfect circles around my areolas without ever crossing this border that he imposes on himself.
Rather than his warm mouth, it’s his sharp teeth that close on my breasts. He nibbles on them gently, pulling them up slightly to make me shriek. My breathing is erratic, the discomfort and fear of pain as intense as the waves of pleasure that assault my body. On my thighs, I feel my arousal dripping, barely contained by the micro-thong he made me wear.
I heave as he leaves my body for a few moments to get his next toy. In his hands, I recognize the nipple clamps I picked out earlier. I swallow with difficulty. They may be cute, but I don't know if I'll be able to stand them. Gently, he caresses my breasts with the little feathers that adorn these body jewels, making my already raw skin shiver.
Slowly, the clamps close on my nipples soaked in my lover's saliva. It's not painful, just a hard tug keeping them tight. As if they were firmly captured by his fingers. He has better things to do with his hands.
My eyes widen, and I shake as I see the next toy he plans to use. Despite my anguish, on Chris' face, I can see the reassuring glow behind his dominant mask. Everything will be alright. Taking a deep, courageous breath, I watch the riding crop slide down my body. 
It's just a caress for now. First placed on my mouth, it then goes down my neck, between my breasts, to my stomach where my skin is covered with goosebumps as it passes. It doesn't stop there. It goes down. It goes down. Until it lands on my clit.
“Close your eyes.”
Not without nervousness, I close my eyes. Under the little piece of fabric, I feel my clitoris swollen like never before. I would like to tighten my thighs, bring it a little friction to relieve it. But I know now that I have no interest in going against my lover's wishes. Especially when he has such an instrument of punishment in his hands.
Without warning, the crop falls on the inside of my thigh. The cry I wanted to push dies in my throat, so great was the surprise. I jump as another blow lands. It's a totally different feeling than his hands. If the first sensation is stronger, the pleasure I feel is more intense. Not knowing where the next blow will fall only adds to the confusion of my senses, forcing me to let go and accept whatever my master deigns to give me. The blows keep falling on my meatiest parts, making me a moaning mess, until Chris halts with no explanation. 
Keeping my eyes closed, I patiently wait for the next move to come. It's been a few moments since he touched me, and I can hear him moving around me. I jump as his hand lands on my wet bud.
“You really like this, huh, slut.”
I lick my lips as he massages the area. I'm not even trying to protest. He can call me all the degrading names he wants, I'm in no position to contradict him. Not when his fingers can feel the state his treatments put me in. My breathing quickens even more as I feel the thong slide down my legs.
My whole body arches. Slowly, he insinuates an unknown object inside me. It doesn't take long for me to recognize it, as the vibrations kick in, twisting my body uncontrollably. It's neither as long nor as wide as Chris's member, but my extreme arousal makes me react in the strongest possible way as he uses the crop on me again. I get drunk on all these feelings. My hands trapped, my nipples squeezed, my pussy shaken by the toy’s pulses and the soft stings of the leather against my skin. All of this is almost too much for me to cum.
Suddenly, he drops his riding crop to throw himself between my legs. Like a starving man, he puts his mouth on my soaked sex. He doesn't even try to make me wait, to edge me with his tongue. No, he immediately captures my clit between his lips, causing me to squeal with delight as the vibrations inside me intensify. I want him to swallow me whole. I am nothing more than a disarticulated body, a doll in his hands. What little sense I can put in my mind is dedicated to begging him.
“Please let me come. Please Master. Please, please, please.”
Without trying to torture me, he gives me the long-awaited permission. It does not take me more to let me go to orgasm, my whole body stiffing as I see stars. When my head falls back into the cushions, he gently pulls out the vibrator, giving me a brief moment of respite to prepare for what's to come. And what a follow-up.
Offered to my eyes, a wand made up of bigger and bigger balls. I saw it in the store, I know very well where this rod is intended to go. My legs squeeze, instinctively. I know I agreed to obey the least of his wishes. That the actions of the car left me curious. But the idea of really taking the plunge remains impressive. Timidly, I express my fear.
“I've never done that.”
“I know, Baby Girl. Sweet innocent thing like you.”
He takes my face in his hands and kisses me softly. A moment of respite in this spicy session. His hand slides between my legs, patting my clitoris before moving down, collecting my wetness. Descending even lower, he gently caresses my back entrance, tracing circles over the tightened ring without ever ceasing to kiss me. His sudden tenderness and the reminiscences of the recent orgasm relax me, and I accept without flinching the intrusion of his soaked index finger into this still virgin place. My breathing is made harder, as he starts moving it slowly. I focus on these new sensations, trying not to overthink what’s happening. Seeing that I’m accepting him well, he pulls out his hand to get his shiny new toy. 
My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, failing to dig into his muscular arms. A first ball slide inside me. It’s smaller than his finger, so it’s not so hard to take. But he doesn’t content himself with that and pushes another ball in. And another one. Another one. Little by little, the wand sinks into me, tearing me apart a little more. A big smile forms on my lover's lips as a moan of pleasure escapes my mouth without me controlling it. It's true, I find it good. Surprisingly good. As if I had missed this presence in me. Never have I felt so full.
His other hand reaches for the vibrator, activating it before rubbing it against my still swollen clit. My whole body shakes as he drives the wand even further. It's big, almost too much, and yet I revel in this sweet feeling of pain and pleasure mixed. Waves are coming back to my lower belly. My toes are starting to twitch as my hands cling to the chain that keeps me tied to the bed.
“I'm going to, I'm going to!”
“It’s ok, you can come baby. Come on, cum for me.”
I bite my lip until it bleeds as the power of this new orgasm sweeps me away. He continues to apply pressure with the vibrator, wanting to make sure I feel every sensation until the last second. He then leans over me, a mocking smile on his lips.
“Not bad for a first time, right?”
I nod my head eagerly, making him laugh softly. With delicacy, he pulls out the wand before untying my arms. I breathe a sigh of relief, wiggling them to make the stiffness go away. As I slowly sit up, I meet Chris' lustful gaze, questioning me.
“Ready for the grand finale?”
I frown, almost surprised. Then I follow the movement of his eyes. Between his legs, his cock stands proudly, twisting the fabric of his jogging. I smile mischievously, licking my lips. Showing me the mattress with a brief gesture of the hand, he commands. 
“On your fours.”
I comply with zeal, despite my aching limbs. Without missing a beat, he takes off his last clothes, revealing his manhood to the camera. I almost tremble with excitement as I feel the mattress drop behind me. Despite these two orgasms that made me lose my mind, I needily want this thick member pulsing against my thigh. However, it’s not what comes inside me first.
After having covered it with lubricant, it is a medium-sized plug that he invites into me, taking the place of the wand. I lick my lips. I wanted to know the feeling of being fully filled in both holes. Here I am served.
His cock lines up with my entrance, burying itself effortlessly inside me as I am drenched in my arousal. I only need a few seconds to get used to his imposing size. So much the better, because he does not seem to want to leave me more time before hammering me. His member is so swollen, it must have been hard for him to wait so long to get a relief. A gasp escapes my throat as he enters me again with a single thrust, reaching the depths of my intimacy. He's starting again. One time. Two times. Three times.
Then he speeds up, coming out only to come back immediately, intoxicating me with his gestures, leaving me little respite to realize what is happening to me. Without slowing down, he takes my leash in his hands again, restoring tension to remind me who is the master. I'm his bitch, his dog, his sexual plaything. I have nothing else to do but accept what he gives me and thank him for it.
My shoulders are aching from being bound. They struggle to support my weight, even more with his intractable assaults. As if he heard me, he presses hard on my upper back, forcing me to contort, my head buried in the mattress as he doesn't slow the pace of his thrusts.
Then his hand slides down the back of my neck, tugging my collar tighter. As if he wanted to choke me. And yet, I don't panic. He's proven to me enough times that I can trust him. He knows my limits better than I do, it seems. My breathing is stronger, as if to compensate for his gesture.
The limited oxygen supply makes everything feel stronger. Every square inch of my skin tingles, igniting with pleasure. And then, without warning, the tears begin to flow. Tears of pleasure, of relief, of everything. It's been years since I cried, because that's how I operate. I keep everything inside. But here I can finally let go. Everything is allowed. Shame turns into pleasure, vulnerability into strength.
“That’s it, Baby Girl, come on, you can do it.”
Both of his hands grip my hips now, pounding me harder than ever. My breathing quickens, my core throbs, squeezing more and more around his magnificent cock that drives me crazy. Through my tears, I scream out in pure ecstasy, expressing myself as I've never done before. It's a torrent, a tidal wave that carries me away while my lover tenses up behind me. The last thing I feel through the twisting spasms is his hot seed filling me as I milk him until the last drop.




Chapter 6

“You were perfect, baby. So, so perfect.”
I smile, resting my head on his shoulder as his arms wrap around me. I barely know how I got in the tub with him. In the mists of orgasm, I felt him remove one by one all the toys he had put on me. After turning the camera off, he held me in his arms for a few moments, stroking my hair, kissing me, whispering compliments and sweet words to me.
Then he lifted me up like I weighed nothing and carried me to a nice hot bath. Now curled up in his arms, I gorge myself on his reassuring presence. My whole body is sensitive, and I might feel his passage over me in the days to come. This is surely why he puts such a softness while passing the sponge on my skin hardly revealed by the foam.
I have never felt so close to him as in this moment. It's been such an intense day, I can't believe it all happened in such a short time. And to think that 24 hours ago, I still had no idea what the choice of a simple computer could entail. I turn my head, smiling, placing a few soft kisses on his luscious lips. He purrs against my mouth, also apparently satisfied with this moment of intimacy.
When he looks at me like that, his dark marbles sinking into mine like I'm the only thing that matters in this world, I remember why I fell in love with him. He has always been so considerate, so delicate with me, even when I’m unbearable. A little monster, as he likes to tease me sometimes. Despite my bad temper, he stayed. And even in his role of domination, he never stopped listening to me, giving me a reassuring look and discreet caresses of encouragement.
Now it’s as if time has stopped around us. There is no more work or obligation. Just Chris and Amber. Two lovers in perfect symbiosis. I would like to stay like this forever. I sigh, knowing full well that this is impossible. Besides, I have answers to get. If he has done this often, I need to know more.
“How come you never told me this was your thing?”
“Hm, well, I always knew you were The One. I didn't want to risk losing you. What I do... It's not for everyone. I had no idea how you would take it. And I had even less idea that you would like it.”
“To be honest, I did not know either.”
“We can do it again, if you want to. I could show you other things.”
“There is more?”
He laughs softly and kisses my hair. My cheeks flush and I bite my lip, as embarrassed as I’m again excited to hear him describe the few ideas that go through his head about our future sessions. Perfecting my anal skills. Blindfolds and gags. Harness and ropes. He has a thousand suggestions to make sure that our sex life is never boring again.
Gently, Chris cups my chin between his fingers for me to look at him. He kisses me softly before whispering, laughing at my innocence.
“Trust me Baby Girl, you have seen nothing yet.”




2. PUNISHING THE SUBMISSIVE WIFE





Chapter 1

A shiver of excitement runs through my body as my hand lands on the door handle. I’m not allowed to do that. Chris told me so before he left on a business trip. I am strictly forbidden from looking at what he did with our second bedroom. He wasn't kidding, his fingers gripping my chin tightly to make sure I looked him in the eye.
A smile forms on my lips as I try to guess what he would inflict me if he found out. Spanking or humiliation? Edging or over-stimulation? There seem to be no limits to his imagination. Every time I think I've seen it all, he finds a new way to surprise me, drawing me ever deeper into lust.
And I love that. For a long time, I wondered what was missing in our marriage. My husband is beyond hot, and I never had to complain about his moves in the bedroom. Yet, it wasn’t enough. It lacked that sweet thrill of danger. Knowing that everything could go wrong, but accepting to surrender anyway, letting him do everything he wants with my body.
My lips part in surprise as I walk into the room. All my senses are in turmoil, as I don't know where to fix my gaze. There is so much to discover. The first thing I notice is, of course, the huge X nailed to the wall. At each end of the cross are leather ties. I can only imagine myself there, all my limbs clutched, my body totally spread without the slightest chance of setting myself free. At the mercy of his darkest desires.
Lined up against the wall are crops and floggers. Which one will he use to hit me first, each blow harder than the last? I should be frightened by this vision of instruments designed to punish. To humiliate. Because hitting me with these leather objects is not enough for him. With each impact, I must thank him for taking the time to discipline the brat I am.
Something must be wrong with me. I should be horrified, shocked, that he wants to treat his own wife like that. And yet, I love it. Even worse: I ask for more.
His way of conquering me, of turning me into a little thing quivering with desire, accepting everything from him without finding fault, brings me more satisfaction than any experience I've had in my life. There is something incredibly relaxing about these practices. For a few hours, there is no more virtue or morale. No more judgment. No more decisions to make, however small they can be. All I have to do is to let go. To surrender completely to him so that, finally, everything feels under control. And to think that now we have a room dedicated to that.
My gaze flutters, my fingers touching each of the toys displayed on a shelf that seems to have been tailor made for our most intimate needs. My breath catches as I see the ropes. Of all the things I still have to discover, this is probably what excites me the most. Be patient, he replied to me when I dared to ask him if he would ever let me experience it. My wait is soon over, it seems.
Gently, I grab one of the cords between my hands. It’s the first time I touch one, discovering with surprise how soft they actually are. I wrap it around my forearm, pulling harder and harder to experiment the sensations it will give to the rest of my body. The soft burn it will cause, when it’ll be wrapped around my breasts, my thighs, while he fucks me raw. While he twists my body to better degrade it, treating me like the slut I am.
I look up, biting my lip as I spot a feature I hadn't noticed before. On the ceiling are fixed large, strong hooks. I know it, they will be used to hang me up by my arms, as I saw in the very first BDSM video I watched. The one that started it all. This memory alone makes me wet, my panties already ruined in the face of all these promises of pleasurable experiences.
I gasp as I see what he put above the bed. He knows it, looking at my naked body in a mirror is not something I easily accept. I shake my head, deciding to trust him. Maybe things will be different once I see myself trapped between my husband's muscular arms, totally submissive to his powerful assaults.
I can’t take it anymore. Ever since we started exploring these new games, I've become a little sex-craving thing. Not a day goes by that I don't catch myself daydreaming about Chris' strong body and all the things he'll do to me once our bedroom door is locked. Spending an entire week without his hands on me is unbearable. Especially when his work kept him too busy to call me for more than five minutes.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, I stare at the shelf full of gadgets. I'm so drenched, I'm close to soaking the sheets under me. I should probably go out, leave no trace of my presence here. But how could I abandon this place and pretend it doesn't exist? How could I ignore all these new toys waiting to be used?
He wouldn't know… Not if I clean everything perfectly, putting everything back in the exact same place. How could he find out? Besides, I'm not thrilled with the alternative. A sad manual masturbation, in the banality of our marital bed, when all this is at hand. He doesn't even allow me to watch porn anymore. He wants to be the one who introduces me to the world of BDSM, not a cheap website on my computer.
I head for the shelf, determined to release my body aching with pleasure. But before I can catch anything, my phone rings. A slight panic seizes me, seeing his name appear on the screen. When his hoarse voice rings in my ear, my whole body goes up in flames.
“Hey Baby Girl. Ready to play with your master?”




Chapter 2

My heart is pounding as I barely manage to stammer out a yes to answer him. What were the odds of him calling me right when I was disobeying his orders? I take a deep breath to regain my composure. Calm down Amber. He can't know I'm here.
“How are you? You sound out of breath.”
“I… I'm fine.”
“Are you working out?”
“No… Not exactly.”
“Um, naughty girl, were you touching yourself?”
“Not yet. But I haven't stopped thinking about you.”
“My sweet little wife. You deserve a reward. It's time for you to discover your surprise.”
I shiver, before adopting a playful tone to hide my embarrassment. I even play with the door so that he hears its squeak. Then, in a voice that is almost too high-pitched, I pretend to discover his work for the first time. I've never been much of a bluffer, getting screwed every time he wants to play poker with me. But he seems convinced of my performance, making no comment. Caressing a dildo with my fingertips, I take my most innocent and sensual voice.
“Can I take a toy, Master? I'm so wet.”
“I bet you are, needy little thing like you. But not yet. There's still something I have to show you.”
My lower abdomen twitches, excited to discover something I missed during my snooping.
“Look up and smile, Baby Girl.”
I freeze, discovering a camera. How did I miss it? There are even three more. In the four corners of the room, they are arranged so as not to miss any of our heated exchanges. My cheeks flush red when I realize they're all on. It’s not all. Chris is quick to explain that they don't just record. They also broadcast.
“Right now, I'm the only one who can see you. But soon... Soon I will share you with the entire world. It would be selfish of me to want to keep you all to myself.”
“Are you… Are you looking at me?”
“I just turned them on, yes. Very nice shirt, by the way.”
I look down, realizing I'm wearing his clothes again. It annoys him when I do that, but I can't help it. It's so comfy and reassuring. As if he were there, surrounding me with his protective arms.
“I don't think I allowed you to wear it. Take it off.”
As I slide my hands under the seams of the garment, he interrupts me, his stern voice stopping me dead in my tracks.
“Get in front of the camera. Yeah, like this. You’ll have to learn how to play with it if you want to become a superstar.”
I bite my lip. I'm not sure I want to be a porn star. But I'm way too excited to think about it. All I want is to follow his orders until I reach orgasm. Several times, even, if he feels generous. Gathering my courage, I launch into an impromptu striptease, swaying my hips in what I hope is a sensual dance.
I hear the change in his breathing as my breasts finally reveal themselves, falling heavily against my naked skin. His next order comes in a hastier tone, as if he too couldn't bear these days away from each other anymore.
“Take off the shorts too.”
I smile mischievously and turn around. With extreme slowness, I pass my fingers under the elastic of the garment, sliding it along my generous curves. I arch my back slightly, giving him a full view of the ass he loves so much. A taunting snap of my tongue comes through the phone.
“No panties, huh? It’s really time for your master to come back and discipline you.”
With pleasure, I think before changing position to face the camera again. With a full hand, I grab my breasts, pressing them together to make them look bigger. My gaze flirts with the camera as I lick my lips. It's weird that it comes so naturally to me, when I’ve always hated posing for photos. But this is different. I know that on the other side of the camera is my husband. My lover. The one who knows every inch of me.
“What should I do now, Master?”
“I’ve prepared everything you need, it's in the nightstand.”
A smile stretches my lips as I discover the contents of the box he concocted for me. A medium-sized dildo, lubricant, a plug and a small toy I think I recognize. I already feel my excitement leaking down my thigh at this sight.
“Now lie down and spread your legs. Show me how wet you are.”
Without being asked twice, I comply. I barely hesitate a few seconds before exposing my soaked intimacy to the lens. My breathing quickens as I hear him zoom in to better admire his effect on me. I turn my head to the side, my gaze fixed on another camera. I hear him mutter his approval.
“You’re a natural, Baby. You’ll drive them all crazy.”
I flinch and close my legs slightly, suddenly remembering that with one click, he could send these images to anyone. He notices immediately, and in a soft voice, reassures me. It's just the two of us right now. He and I, ready to enjoy this new game together.
Following his instructions, I grab the first item he wants me to use. He doesn’t even try to make me languish, to force me to caress myself for a long time without ever letting me come. Slowly, I run my fingers along the curves of silicone before turning it on.
I let out a long moan of relief as I press the toy between my legs, my clit trapped in a pleasant sucking motion. I always wanted to buy myself something like this, without daring to take the plunge. What a mistake. My whole body vibrates to these new sensations. I almost forget my lover on the other end of the line.
“You like it, Baby Girl?”
“Yes,” I manage to answer in a breath. “But it's not as good as your tongue, Master.”
I'm not even trying to flatter his ego by saying that. Of course, the sensations felt with the toy are incredible, but they don’t come near the warmth of my lover's mouth, nor the expertise of his tongue or his teeth nibbling dangerously on my sensitive mount. He laughs softly, abandoning his role of dominant for a moment. Only a moment. He's not here to play.
“Get yourself ready for the plug.”
I wedge the phone between my cheek and my shoulder to catch the lube. It's not the most comfortable position, but I want to keep his voice in my ear for as long as possible. It's as if he were near me, his warm breath disturbing all my senses.
Without the slightest hesitation, I slide my lubricated finger between my legs. Towards my most intimate entrance. I no longer have the shyness of the beginnings. It almost became an obligatory passage of our sessions. My back entrance has already seen plugs, beads, and even a small vibrator, once. The only thing that hasn't visited this secret place yet is his cock. It is imposing, and he wants to be sure that I am well accustomed to this before imposing his mark on me. But I know it's coming soon.
I run my finger around the jagged area, letting out small sighs of excitement. Then, after making sure that my lover misses nothing on his side of the screen, I slowly bring my finger into the warmth of this forbidden place.
“Go further. Move it around. That's it, Good Girl.”
I let out a moan when I hear him encourage me like that. I, usually so independent, turn into a little thing in constant need of being controlled once in bed. My groans are getting louder and louder as my finger gets busy inside me. Without asking Chris for permission, I let my thumb find my clit, trying to free it from the pressure that's been building up there since I walked into the room.
“Tsk. Always so impatient, huh Baby Girl? You are prepared enough. Go ahead.”
I swallow, grabbing the plug in my hands. It's a lot bigger than usual. After covering it with a good dose of lube, I approach it to my entrance, trying to relax to better accept it. It’s huge. I grit my teeth as it sinks fully inside me, pulling me apart like never before. My head turns towards the camera again, letting my lover see my face twisted with the discomfort of the situation. I know he likes to see me so tormented by the sensations he imposes on my body.
“Don't play the one who doesn't like it. You're so wet, I can see you dripping on the bed, slut.”
My cheeks turn red at these raw words. But again, I can only agree with him. I feel torn apart by the object in me. Full as ever, despite the absence of my husband. An orgasm is building up in the pit of my stomach. It’s not here yet, but it’s ready to take everything in its path. Only one thing is missing.
“You know what to do now.”
I lick my lips, parched from my hot breath, and nod in response. Fumbling, I go in search of the last object in the box. A seven inches dildo. It's neither as wide nor as long as Chris' perfect member, but that should be more than enough to satisfy me.
I'm already about to explode. If he had been there, one thrust of his finger inside me would have been enough to knock me off my feet. Quickly, I align the dildo with my entrance. I don’t even bother to lubricate it, relying on my pussy to take it all. I don't want to waste another second. If I don't come soon, I'll go crazy. I need to cum.
I spread my thighs a little more. I want to make sure Chris doesn't miss a beat of this show. Without waiting, I increase the vibrations of the object, letting out a long moan of mixed pleasure and relief.
“Damn, you look so hot with all your holes filled like that. You don't know how much I want to put my cock in your mouth right now.”
My moans get louder, hearing him talk to me like that. His voice is huskier, more urgent. I know it, on the other side of the screen, my husband is touching himself while looking at me. He must be in the same state as me, in constant need since the moment we said goodbye. Suddenly, the dildo stops working. I growl in frustration. I was so close to release. Before I can grab it, the vibrations come back, stronger, before fading away again.
“Ah, by the way, I forgot to tell you. I have a remote.”
No sooner has he finished his sentence than he increases the movement of the toy to the maximum. My whole body tenses, my back arching as if I were possessed by the devil. I can't even breathe as the feeling is so strong. I’m unable to control my own body. A scream eventually manages to come out, as the intense buzzing press down on the plug, causing it to move in turn into my secret entrance.
“Look at me.”
I turn my head back to the camera, giving him a desperate look as he keeps playing with the intensity of the vibrations. He raises them, lowers them, raises them… As if it was his own cock going back and forth inside me.
“Touch yourself.”
He can barely grumble his order, he's so excited. One of my hands grabs a breast, rolling the outstretched tip between two fingers. The other goes down between my legs, capturing my clit. I'm not even trying to take it slow. Right away, I press hard on my hungry mound, treating it with the same harshness as Chris would.
“I’m gonna… I’m gonna!”
“Come on Baby, come for me.”
No sooner does he say those words than a flash of white bursts before my eyes. My open mouth lets no sound through, as my energy is concentrated on my lower abdomen, electric shocks running through my whole body. I fall heavily on the bed, barely feeling the dildo that continues to dig into me. At the end of the line, I hear him coming in turn. I can't help but smile. I’m the one who did this. I keep staring at the camera, expecting to get a few compliments.
“You know I'm not happy, right?”
I freeze when I hear his suddenly cold tone. I try to understand, the mists of orgasm slowing down my brain. I don’t know what I did wrong. I even asked permission before I came.
“I know you entered the room before I called. It was forbidden, you knew that. And yet, you disobeyed me. That's not how good wives behave. When I return, you will be punished.”
Before I can even formulate an apology, he hangs up on me. I bite my lip. His tone was so cold. A shiver of worry runs through me. I know it. I’m going to pay the high price for my misdeed.




Chapter 3

I shiver, moving my sore knee for the umpteenth time. Chris should have been there for a good ten minutes already, if I believe the text he sent me when he left the airport. This position is more than uncomfortable. But incredibly erotic. A desperate attempt to appease his anger, and hopefully for a more lenient punishment.
He hasn't called me since we had sex over the phone. On purpose, I know it. He wants me to torment myself, to spend my days wondering what he will do to me as soon as he walks through the door.
So, I decided to take the lead, as I saw in a video. Completely naked, I stand on all fours in our entryway, my back arched as my weight rests on my elbows. The first thing he will see when he enters will be my core, totally offered to him.
I thought waiting for him like that would be sexy, that it would turn me on. But at the moment it's mostly painful, and I'm cold. And then, as the wait is getting longer and longer, I start to doubt my idea. Okay, he likes to play this kind of games. But maybe he just wants to drink a beer and watch a movie, rest. Not having to deal with his nymphomaniac wife.
Oh no, what if he isn’t alone? It's rare that he invites a colleague without telling me, but not unheard of. And my phone is in the bedroom. Just as I'm about to give up on this ridiculous idea, I hear a car pull up in our driveway. Too late...
I shiver again as the cool night air sweeps across my bare skin. I don't turn to look at him, lowering my shoulders in a position of perfect submission. No noise is heard. He doesn't even close the door, giving the whole neighborhood a chance to see me. How does he feel seeing me like this? Is he shocked? Excited? After a few more moments, he finally slams the door and approaches me.
I feel him kneel beside me. His hand rests on my lower back before moving up my spine. It’s a light movement, yet it awakens the least of my senses. When his hand reaches the top of his course, his touch becomes quite different. Firmly, he grips the back of my neck between his long fingers, forcing me to raise my head to look at him.
“What are you playing, huh? Did you really think you could appease me like this? By acting like a whore instead of a good wife? It really was time I came home to discipline you.”
A scream dies in my throat as he tugs at my hair to get me back on my hands. Then, wrapping my ponytail around his arm, he forces me on all fours, dragging me down our hallway. He is ready to inaugurate our chamber of pleasures.
As he abandons me in the middle of the room, I look up at him. For the first time in a week, I have the opportunity to observe him. And what a sight. He’s still wearing his suit, from which he takes off the jacket. Then he folds up the sleeves of his shirt, freeing his finely chiseled forearms. His biceps show through the fabric, his shoulders look even wider than usual. Everything about this vision is dripping with testosterone. My man is an alpha male, no doubt about it.
As he unbuttons his collar, he wraps his freshly removed tie around my neck. He slides the knot up to hold it tight against my skin, my stomach tensing from the feeling of being imprisoned. My eyes widen even more as I see him undo his belt. He has never punished me with it before, preferring a crop or his bare hand. I breathe a slight sigh of relief as he lays it down on the bed. He notices it and for a moment, just a moment, he steps out of character to give me a knowing wink. With this harmless gesture, he reminds me that this is all just a game. That I can stop him at any time, with a single word. Red.
I won't say it. No matter the fear, no matter the pain. This dark part of me wants to see how far he can push things. How far my body can hold, can enjoy while he pushes me beyond my limits.
Sitting on my feet, I watch him meticulously browse the pleasure shelf. I hold my breath, wondering what's going through his mind. I lick my lips as I watch him come back to me with some chain-linked nipple clamps in his hands. Without waiting, he grabs my swollen breasts. His fingers get to work, playing and pinching my tips so he can hang his toy on them. A cry escapes my throat as the clamps tighten around my breasts like fangs ready to devour me.
He barely touched me, and yet I can already feel my excitement flowing down my thigh. But the pleasure felt is short-lived. He’s grabbing his belt again, folding it into a tight loop in his dominating hand. My breathing quickens. I have no idea what I'm going to feel when the leather hits the sensitive skin on my buttocks. I have no way of anticipating, of telling myself that it will be fine. And the more I look at the object, the more I tell myself that it will be painful. I bite my lip. I’m getting punished for real.
“You are going to count, and you are going to thank me for trying to discipline the brat you are.”
I choke when he tugs on the tie, forcing my head down to the ground while my ass stays in the air, fully exposed to his authority. My chest heaves rapidly, my breathing more erratic than ever as I wait for the first blow to fall.
An animalistic scream erupts from my chest as a searing pain shoots through my entire body. Never has it been so acute, so vivid. I bite my lip, wondering if I'll be able to withstand the remaining four blows.
“One. Thank you Master.”
I stutter quickly. Despite the pain, I mustn’t forget to answer him. Who knows how many more blows he will give me if I forget even one word? A new shock makes my body tremble as the belt comes down on my still untouched cheek. I believe that it’s even more sensitive than the other.
“Two. Thank you Master.”
I want to feel his hand on my ass. May he grasp them tenderly to bring them warmth and comfort. But all I get is another hit that makes me arch my back a little more. Tears start to well up. We’re halfway through, but I don't think I can handle the last two blows. This pain has nothing to do with that of a whip. It has never been so strong.
“Thr…Three. Thank you Master.”
My voice cracks as the tears flow for good. I'm afraid of receiving the next blow, and yet I don't stop him. It would be so easy. A single red, and he'd let go of his belt to hug me. But I remain silent, and it's a fourth blow that falls on my reddened buttocks.
“Four. Thank you Master.”
My sobs are so loud that what I say is almost incomprehensible. I'm in pain, but I feel good. As if I was purging myself of all my frustration, of this whole week away from him. I knew I had missed him, I just didn't realize how much. These sessions have become essential to my balance. No matter how much pain they bring.
Abandoning myself to my tears, I wait for the final blow to fall. I jump as his fingers land squarely on my swollen center. He parts my lower lips and lets out a mocking sound, discovering how soaked I already am.
“You enjoy your punishment way too much. You’re such a little slut.”
“I… I'm sorry Master.”
I hold back a disappointed moan as he pulls his hand away, robbing me of that sweet warmth he's given me. My whole body leaps forward as the final blow lands, not on my already battered ass, but on my soaked core. The burn is nothing like what I've felt before. The cry I utter is more like the lament of a wounded animal than enjoyment, my sobs shaking my bruised body.
“Five. Thank you Master.”
I try to regain control of my emotions as he kneels beside me. He catches my face between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. With the tip of his thumb, he wipes a tear from my cheek before brushing it over my lips. I don't need to see myself in a mirror to know it's smearing my lipstick, blending it into the mascara that probably smudged with my tears.
“See what happens when you're a disobedient brat? Have you learned your lesson?”
I nod and sniffle, the tears still flowing. Despite the fatigue rising in me, I feel the excitement taking over. The punishment is done, now he’s finally going to touch me. To make me cum. Just the thought of his hand on my skin brings me back to life.
“Good. You’re ready for the rest of your punishment,” he announces, standing up. I raise my head, puzzled. Never has there been another punishment after a spanking. He chuckles darkly, leaving me on the floor to rummage through our new collection of toys.
Still on my hands and knees, I watch him close some handcuffs around my wrists. Then I feel him move behind me. He opens my legs as wide as he can, tying my feet on either side of a long leather-covered bar. I gasp in surprise as he easily lifts me up, laying me on my back. My legs are fully spread, the bar pressing against my bruised ass. I’m totally trapped. Thus positioned, he can miss nothing of my privacy, freshly shaved for him. I’m totally exposed. My breathing quickens, not knowing what he's going to do to me. I hear the cameras turning on. My panicked gaze goes to meet him.
He does everything to ignore me, deciding to push the punishment to the end. He refuses me this much needed comfort, inserting a dildo into me before leaving the room with no explanation. Then begins an endless wait.
The tears start flowing again. I have never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. I know I have to trust him, that it will eventually do me good. But I can't stop the panic rising in me. I hear him bustling around in the kitchen. Will he leave me like this for a few minutes or a few hours? What if he goes to bed without even coming back to see me?
I jump, almost hurting myself by inadvertently pulling on my bonds. The dildo just ignited inside me, vibrating in slight movements. It's light, much too light to give me the slightest satisfaction. He does it on purpose. This is part of his punishment. It will continue for a long time, I can feel it.
I can't help but lift my head to look at the camera. It’s pointing straight at my crotch, missing absolutely nothing of my turmoil and excitement. I wonder if he's on his phone, admiring his work while he does God knows what. I swallow, a spurious thought continuing to come back to me. Who else is watching me?
I don't have time to ask myself too many questions, hearing his footsteps approaching. I turn my head towards him, seeing him come forward with a plate in his hand. Without a word, he sits down on the chair strategically positioned near the camera. From there, he can see everything: my nipples still trapped in their clamps, my exposed pussy. He points to his plate.
“That's why you're being punished. If you had been a good wife, you would have welcomed me with a good meal. Not naked and desperate like a whore in heat.”
I can do nothing else but watch him eat. How can he remain so unmoved after a week without touching me? I had thought that by now he would have already fucked me two or three times, filling me with his seed. And yet, here he is, comfortably installed as if watching a move.
“Crawl to me, dog.”
I swallow, and without even thinking, roll onto my stomach. The bar holding my legs apart makes the task more complicated, but I still manage to get on all fours. Without making him wait any longer, I approach him, my ass rolling with desire at each of my moves. My trapped ankles prevent me from progressing quickly, but I don't care, I continue on my way.
Maybe he will finally touch me. My skin is on fire, hungry for his touch. One week. One long week without feeling his hands on me. He can inflict me humiliations and blows. The biggest punishment will remain this absence that drives me crazy.
As I'm within reach, he grabs his tie still tight around my neck, forcing me to come and settle between his spread thighs. Then, with slow gestures, he unzips his pants, lazily pulling out his already hard cock. I lick my lips at the tantalizing sight of his ribbed length.
I don’t move, despite my mad desire to put my lips on him. I've done it, once. The punishment was immediate. So this time, I'm patiently waiting. I look up at him, silently asking for permission to take him in my mouth.
One nod and I'm already sliding my tongue from its base to its tip, tasting the first drops of his excitement. He expresses few emotions. Not a sigh, not a shiver. Only his erection gives a sign that what we do pleases him. He even starts eating again. How can he control himself like that, when I'm just a needy little thing ready to come at the slightest stimulation? I guess that's why he's the dominant in this relation.
I trap his cock between my lips, letting it slip inside my mouth. I don’t take him entirely, his length too imposing for me. My tongue wraps around his manhood, desperately trying to get any reaction of pleasure out of him. Finally, he lets go of his plate to focus on our actions.
His now free hand comes to rest on my head, forcing me to take a little more of his length. He lets out a satisfied sound as a choke comes out of my chest. His pubic hair tickles my nose, as tears come back to my eyes. It's hard, but I won’t stop. I would give anything to satisfy him. As he holds my head in this unpleasant position, he increases the vibrations of the dildo. I'm shaking all over as a slap hits my ass. I feel like I'm being manhandled by three men at once.
My body tenses, ready to cum. Chris knows me too well, stopping the dildo to make my ecstasy disappear. A harsh slap sounds again, before he grabs my hair to hold me in place. He moves his hips quickly, dragging his length ever further down my throat. It takes all the concentration in the world to relax and bear his thrusts.
Suddenly, he pulls me back. My chest heaves as I try to collect myself, thinking he's going to force me to take him back in my mouth again. He decides otherwise. He grabs the chain connecting my two nipples and starts tugging on it, making me mew as I surrender to the pleasant pain. My clit throbs, my vagina contracts around the object, desperate to achieve this orgasm that he refuses me.
His fingers tug on my chin, forcing me to open my mouth. He sits up and takes himself in hand, applying the same frantic rhythm on his stretched length that he had reserved for my throat a few moments earlier. My eyes stay fixed on him as I stick out my tongue, ready to welcome his offering. He comes in a long groan, letting his seed flow on my tongue and on my breasts.
I'm not moving. I mustn’t. Not if I want him to touch me. But I now doubt that is part of his plan. This must be my punishment. Only good girls are allowed to come. I surely don't deserve it. A few tears start to well up again, my whole body desperate to stay this frustrated for hours.
Coming to his senses, he puts his hands under my arms, forcing me to stand up. With the same silent force, he moves me towards the large mirror he has installed on one of the walls. Without wasting a moment, he releases one of my wrists from the cuffs, only to come and tie my arms again, behind my back this time.
“See how bad girls look like? That's not how a good wife should look like, right?”
I bite my lip and shake my head in response. He holds it, forcing me to look at myself. He knows I hate this. Being confronted with my naked body, in all its imperfections. My face is unrecognizable. My cheeks reddened by these treatments are covered with long traces of mascara. Around my mouth, my lipstick is totally smeared, mixed with my saliva and his semen already starting to dry.
And yet, when my gaze slides over the rest of my body, there’s something satisfying about it. My legs spread wide, constrained by this bar. My chest tensed forward as my arms are twisted behind my back. All of this is his work. And the cum on my tits? The proof that even tied and submissive, I can have an effect on him.
I breathe a sigh of relief as he removes the clamps from my breasts, gently massaging the tips to soothe them after such a hard treatment. Then his hand slides down my belly. Slowly, slowly, until it reaches my tense clit.
My knees buckle as he applies pressure on my core. He catches me, sliding his arm through my chest to keep me upright. I lean on him as the dildo vibrates inside me again, requiring all the courage I can muster not to collapse to the floor.
His hand settles around my throat, but doesn't squeeze it. It’s just a reminder that a punishment is never far away if I don't obey him. He leaves my clit to grab the toy. At first, he just holds it in place. Then he gets more playful, pulling it in and out at a rapid pace as the vibrations get stronger and stronger.
I'm almost screaming now, my legs shaking from the merciless drill inside me. My cheeks are red as I am embarrassed to see myself like this. In the hollow of my ear, he whispers insanities that I barely understand, so overwhelmed I am by the reactions of my body. I have only one obsession, to orgasm.
His hand lets go of my neck to set between my legs. Something gives way in my mind, like a dam collapsing under the pressure of water. He pounds me with the dildo while his other hand follows the same rhythm on my clit. The tears are flowing again, stronger than ever.
“You’re allowed to cum. You are a good girl.”
Through tears and cries, I manage to thank him. I finally let go, and an orgasm of unparalleled power sweeps over me. Everything goes blank in my mind. There is no longer the slightest thought, the slightest desire. Only a semi-consciousness wrapping me in cotton. He has to hold me so I don't collapse. As the last waves of pleasure ricochet through my stomach, I feel him release my hands from their cuffs and gently guide me to the floor.
I barely feel him untie my feet from their shackles. He pulls me into his arms, rocking me gently as he strokes my hair. The tears flow a little more, before finally drying up. I barely hear the compliments he slips me as he gently kisses every inch of my skin.
“You were perfect. You took your punishment like a good girl. You will be rewarded.”




Chapter 4

For the hundredth time, my fingers go to my face, checking that the mask affixed around my eyes is still in place. I'm nervous. Having our sex life on the internet is already making me anxious. But the idea that my identity could be revealed is surely the thing that terrifies me the most.
It was my main condition, the only one really, when Chris revived this idea of streaming our intimate sessions. That no one would recognize me. He promised me, kissing me passionately as his excitement was great. He's dreamed of this moment since the day he first tied me up with his tie in the harsh light of our living room.
A last tender kiss on my forehead, a last reassuring caress, and he turns on the camera. On the screen hanging on the wall, we can see everything from our broadcast. One after another, people are connecting. To welcome them, I face the camera, totally naked. Only a leather collar adorns my neck. Chris is completely dressed. Another way to show his dominance over me. A few comments start popping up in the chat, mostly gritty compliments on the size of my breasts or the look of my freshly shaved pussy.
“Get on the bed.”
I shudder. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. His voice is even deeper than usual. I can't help but smile to myself. It's the same alpha tone he uses when another man comes a little too close to me. He lets them watch me, but I really belong to him. That's probably why he wants to expose me like this. To show everyone what he has, and what he can do to me without getting any resistance.
He told me many times how this session would go. What he plans to do to me. The freedom he intends to give to the spectators to retain them. The safe words I have to say if it ever goes too far. Red, and he immediately stops broadcasting. Yellow, and he slows down to take the time to reassure me.
My body shakes a little as I get into place. I try to ignore the camera and the comments that fall one after another to focus on Chris's hands on me. I can still hear his voice in my head, telling me he would make sure my position was always the right one for the camera. He takes care of everything. I just have to let myself be guided and enjoy this moment.
I hold my breath as his hand slides down my body, creating a trail of goosebumps in its path. And then, finally, I feel the long-awaited thing against my skin. Patiently, he begins his work. A first rope wraps around my thigh, gripping it like a snake on its prey. It presses hard on my skin. Oh, he won’t hurt me, I know that. It's just enough to remind me that, soon, I won't be able to move anymore.
My back arches a little, my breathing quickening as the rope encircles my waist before descending to my other leg. He barely touches me, but it's enough for the excitement to build inside me. All those knots, all those twists, intoxicate me as he grabs a second rope.
I know it now, his few years older than me served him to perfect his education, giving him a head start on the sexual experience. Before, I was jealous of the other women he had touched. Now I thank them. It’s because of them that he became an expert in the field. It's because of them that I can cum in a different way every day of the year.
I lick my lips as he pulls me back, locking my arms behind my back. It's uncomfortable, but I know I have to get used to it. Soon, from discomfort will arise a feeling of completeness. I let out a small sound of pleading as his hand brushes against my tense nipples.
“Be still.”
I bite my lip, trying not to move as he binds my chest in a more complicated set of knots. I lower my eyes to discover his work. My breasts seem bigger, thus hindered. Our viewers seem as thrilled as I am with my husband's work, judging by their comments. My cheeks get red as I read them. One says they have the perfect color. Another comments on their firmness, saying he would spend his days sucking them if I were his wife.
Chris must have read them too. Standing beside me, he grabs my spikes, tense with excitement. Harder and harder, he turns them between his fingers, pinching them, then pulling them as if to test their elasticity. My sighs turn into moans. I have always been ultra sensitive in this area, my lower abdomen igniting at the slightest caress.
I see him walk away with regret. When he comes back, it's to show the camera two objects that I can't see. I lay perfectly still, knowing full well that he would punish me if I tried to see before he showed them to me. He has extra eyes to help him watch me now.
“I promised to ask your opinion. So that's your first choice. What torture for her tits?”
He lets out a whisper of approval as the answers flash before his eyes. Unanimous. I clench my jaw as I see him approach the audience’s choice. I have never tried those, saying no to Chris the first time he showed them to me. I found them a little too intimidating. But this time, I have no choice. We have to listen to our fans.
Making sure they don't miss a beat of the show, he installs the first metal round around one of my tips before closing the screws one by one to hold it in place. I squeal when he attacks my other breast, squeezing harder than I would have liked. Each inspiration makes me feel a little more the grip of the ropes on my body. I have to stay calm if I don't want this to turn into a more painful experience than expected.
A shiver runs through me as his hand slips between my legs. Gently, his fingers spread my lips, revealing my swollen intimacy to the camera. He barely presses against my clit, but I can't help but sigh in relief. Each time he touches me is like a deliverance, a comfort.
“She's already wet. A real little slut. What do you say, what should I do to her now?”
I close my eyes, trying to make the most of his hand lazily stroking my slit as they decide what to do with me. Who knows how long I will have to wait before feeling pleasure again?
I cry out as he grips me tightly, burying my face in the mattress while positioning my ass in the air. Goose bumps form on my exposed skin. I feel the mattress sink behind me. He could take me without warning me, if that's what the spectators asked.
I moan. It's not his cock that sinks into me, but his expert tongue. It seems to be everywhere at once, titillating my entrance before leaving to draw unknown shapes on my fully erect clit. My pleasure sounds are soon drowned out by a gag in my mouth, surely imposed by my new fans.
I clench my jaw, trying to hold back my screams. The ropes seem even tighter now that my body is seized with jolts of pleasure. I see stars as two fingers enter me, spreading my intimacy in a delicious dance. All this is too much, I will come if he continues. I try to warn him, to ask his permission, but the piece of cloth in my mouth stops me. For any response from my lover, I get a loud slap on the buttocks.
“Don’t talk with your mouth full.”
My whole body shakes as he picks up again, licking me thirstily, not missing a drop of my arousal. I can't hold on anymore. I tried to resist as long as possible. My body tenses as a gentle fire ignites every nerve, every cell. I stay in my position, panting. I can't believe I came so quickly. I who thought that my enjoyment would not come until the very end of the session, here I am served. The reaction of my master is not long in coming.
“I don't think I allowed you to come. I’ll have to punish you.”
I remain perfectly still in front of his stern tone. I don't even try to catch a glimpse of the options he offers to the camera. No matter the object, I know I will feel it hard. He comes back to me, removing my gag. No doubt he wants others to hear my cries of pain. For once, he doesn't ask me to count or thank him. This only means one thing: the blows are going to be quick and strong.
“You can beg, but it won't get you anywhere. Are you going to take your punishment like a good girl?”
“Yes Master.”
I barely have the time to answer him that a first shock falls on my ass. A leather paddle, that’s what the others choose. It's the first time we’re using one, and I'm inwardly thanking Chris for not taking one of the studded ones. I'm not sure I could have endured it.
Blows are bursting on my flesh. The pain may not be as acute as with his belt, but it is there, my buttocks already red from the harsh treatment. My legs tremble under the weight of torment, the tears flow as my nerves are raw. Grabbing my hair, he turns my head around so the others won't miss a thing of the show. My mascara must be running down my cheeks. I chose this one on purpose. It adds to the show, apparently. A harder blow startles me, my chest slumping forward a little. I beg him.
“Please, Master, please.”
“Straighten up.”
I sniffle, trying somehow to obey his order. It's hard to keep my balance as the ropes keep my body in an impossible position. A new round of strikes falls on my ass. I resume my pleas, hoping for a little leniency from him. Wasted effort. The paddle slams my crotch. I lose all sense of restraint, imploring him.
“Please Master. I will be a good girl. I promise.”
The beatings stop, and I tense as one of his fingers scours my insides, penetrating me without warning. Then, he withdraws, and approaches the camera to display the evidence of my excitement.
“She's soaked. That's not how good girls react to their punishment. I have to add something.”
I gasp, hearing him activate behind me. My vision is too blurry to see the images on the screen. I hiss through my teeth as his hand grips my ass, ignoring the bruises that are already starting to form there. And then I feel it. The coldness of the metal against my forbidden entry. I contract immediately. Usually, he prepares me better than that. There, he doesn't seem to want to give me even the start of a finger. He clicks his tongue, calling me to order.
“Good girls obey.”
“Yes, Master.”
I manage to pronounce in a breath, before a long lament escapes from my throat. The plug is big, very big. And my entry even tighter since he inflicted the many blows on me. I breathe heavily, trying to come to terms with the presence of the foreign object inside me as the paddle lands harder against my irritated skin.
I don't even have the strength to beg anymore. I could stop everything, giving him the proper word instead of these theatrical pleas. But I don't want it. With each blow, I say to myself, just one more, just to see if I can take it. He seems to know my limits better than I do. Soon my torment is over.
Meticulously, he lays the paddle down as I slowly come to my senses. With the same gentleness, he straightens me up to help me breathe better. He kisses my forehead and wipes away the last tears that have rolled down my cheeks before gently stroking my back.
“Shh, it's alright Baby Girl. You have been a good girl. You deserve a reward.”
His mouth captures mine as his hands unzip his pants. A smile forms on my lips when his semi-erect member appears before my eyes. He catches my chin between his index and middle finger so that I look him in the eye, while his other hand lazily strokes his length.
“That's what you want, right?”
I nod my head greedily. As if I weighed nothing, he lifts me to the ground, my knees scraping against the rough floor. I lick my lips, eagerly waiting for him to offer me his cock. But it's a vibrator that comes to my mouth. I lick the wand without hesitation, looking Chris straight in the eye. His erection grows seeing me do. I pout as he pulls the object away.
I squeal when he jams it into the ropes, pressing it against my clit before turning it on. It's almost too much stimulation, but I have no say in it. He grips my ponytail tightly as my body squirms with the toy's throbbing. I have no choice but to submit to his will. I can't do anything at all, with my hands stuck behind my back, and my legs bent over. He is the master of the game. With a single jerk, he can decide how deep to penetrate my throat.
He finally approaches, letting his already wet tip slide over my lips. I open my mouth to welcome him, inch by inch. I let out an exaggerated moan. He was the one who asked me to do it, before we started all this. It will drive them crazy to see how much you like sucking my cock, he told me. I don't really have to force myself, just focus on relaxing my throat and letting him go as deep as he wants. I choke, his back and forth getting faster and faster. My eyes fixed on his, I encourage him to continue despite my aching jaw.
He decides otherwise, withdrawing without having cum. He won't let go of my ponytail. Quickly, he sits on the edge of the bed, carrying me until I'm on his lap. Gently, he kisses my neck, my breasts, before grabbing my ass to lift me up and align me with his cock soaked by my saliva.
I moan as he knocks me down in one motion, thrusting into me to the hilt. I have to breathe harder to bear the stretch that he imposes on me. My forehead falls on his shoulder, the only way I have to hold myself on a little. To my surprise, he lets me do it. Discreetly, his hands caress my buttocks, bringing me a little comfort in this rough exchange.
As he slides me down his length, his mouth captures mine in a passionate kiss. Our tongues brush in a sensual dance, leaving me craving for more. For a moment, I forget that I am tied up. I forget that there are dozens, hundreds, of eyes looking at us.
Chris doesn’t. While thrusting hard in me, he spreads my ass, to let our viewers see the shiny plug inside me. I groan as he puts his fingers on it, wiggling it back and forth. I turn my head to the screen, trying to follow the flood of comments that animates the chat. I can only read a few words here and there. They all seem happy with the show.
Good, my lover does not intend to stop there. I know it, the grand finale is coming soon. But he won't take the plunge until I've come a second time. It's been a long time since he removed the vibrator from between my legs. I try to arch my back to get a little friction on my clit in a desperate search for an orgasm. He laughs wickedly before addressing the camera.
“What do you say? She deserves to cum?”
His thumb digs into my mouth as he reads the responses from those hungry men on the other side of their screen. I twirl my tongue over his finger as I watch him, savoring every spark that erupts in his satisfied gaze. The decision is quickly unanimous. Without waiting, he pulls his hand away to slide it between us.
A long moan escapes me as he presses against my clit, replicating the same movements as those of his cock inside me. My breathing is choppier, faster. He whispers encouragement in my ear. His warm breath against my skin, his words both lustful and comforting. It does not take me more to orgasm a second time, fireworks exploding in my belly. I feel the ropes tighten around my skin as my limbs tense uncontrollably.
Chris has to hold me tight so I don't fall. Not letting himself come, he pulls out of me the instant my orgasm wore off, giving me time to come down to earth, gently stroking my hair. He whispers in my ear so only I can hear him.
“You still wanna do this?”
I nod slowly, and he captures my lips in a passionate kiss. I feel it, he’s more excited than ever. I wonder how long he will last, after all this stimulation his member has received. His ability to postpone his end will always impress me.
His hand leaves my head to join my ass again. Gently, he removes the plug, drawing a slight sigh of relief from me. I know it, however, in a few moments, it's something much bigger that will come to spread me. I bite my lip, trying not to think about it.
Because it's kind of a crazy idea, right? Have my first anal penetration live on the internet. But after all, isn't all that crazy? My cheeks heat as he spreads my ass apart, showing our new fans the gap the plug created. His words only add to my sudden embarrassment. I hide my face in his neck, as if that could change anything.
“What do you think, she's ready for my cock?”
Judging by the big smile that crosses his face, they all want him to do it. I shiver as he picks me up again, now setting me up to face the camera. He spreads my thighs as wide as possible, exposing my privacy to their hungry eyes. I can't hide anymore. They see everything about me.
I can't help but tense as I feel him approach his member to my entrance. His hand rests on my belly without moving it. This warmth soothes me, as he whispers reassuring words in my ear. I close my eyes and try to let go, the recent orgasm having left my limbs relaxed.
I grit my teeth, my face contorting in discomfort as he creeps inside me. He’s much bigger than the plug. I knew it, and yet part of me hoped it would be painless. I gasp as he burrows deeper and deeper, his cock never seeming to stop. I feel like it’s even wider than usual. Finally, he doesn't have any inch left to fit inside me.
“Look at this. She took me all the way, like a pro.”
His hand comes to undo the nipple clamps, giving me time to get used to these new sensations. With his palms, he massages my aching breasts, releasing some of the discomfort that was holding my body. I keep my eyes closed. I have never felt so full. So open. It's as if I had been torn apart. And yet, it’s not as unpleasant or painful as I would have thought.
I start moving my hips, slowly, just to see what it feels like. He kisses my shoulder encouragingly, his hand still resting on my stomach. Small sighs of satisfaction escape my mouth as I increase the range of my movements. I bounce around a bit, trying to slide down his member.
He sneers. I can't really move, and he doesn't help me, enjoying the sight of my humiliation. Here am I, a slut wanting to be taken in her forbidden place. I know it. If I want him to take over, I have to ask. I try for a few more moments, before giving up.
“Please, Master.”
“Yes? You need to be clearer. What do you want?”
“I want… I want you to fuck me.”
He laughs again, but this time decides to grant my request. His hands close around my hips, sliding me onto his cock. Despite his efforts, the position turns out to be unsatisfactory, my restraints making the movements complicated to perform. I growl, both excited and frustrated that I can't feel it any better.
He, too, is frustrated. In one swift movement, he pulls out to lay me on the floor, my head on the ground and my ass in the air, at the perfect angle for him to piston me. Without being asked, he plunges deep inside me. Each of his thrusts presses my face to the ground a little more. Soon, I get properly pounded. I forget all reason, all morality, as his hand comes to rest on my clit. His growls are getting louder and louder. I know it, he’s close to explode. The dance of his fingers on my center drives me crazy. The screams I let out must be heard from the outside, but I don't care.
I’m no longer in control of my body. I let myself go to my lowest instincts, the animal in me expressing itself at the top of my lungs. It doesn't take more than a few of his deep thrusts for me to fully contract around his cock. I tremble with all my limbs as a powerful orgasm ravages everything in its path, making me a disjointed doll. Only the ropes and the last erratic movements of my lover keep me in place. Not for long.
In a long grunt, he empties into me, his cock unloading long streams of cum into my forbidden entrance. I keep moaning as I feel his seed fill me deliciously. After my own orgasms, this is probably one of my favorite sensations in sex. To be the source of such a reaction, such a loss of control.
He pulls away from me and lifts me up one last time to turn my ass towards the camera. It is on this vision that we leave our spectators. My legs apart, my holes enlarged by his powerful member. Our mingling fluids flowing down my legs as he flatters the curves of my buttocks in a gesture both protective and proud. I smile. That's it, I'm completely his.
And the whole world knows about it.




Chapter 5

One by one, the ropes withdraw from my body reddened by their passage. My buttocks are still sore, both from his punishment and his repeated assaults. I'm so exhausted that I don't have the strength to stretch my aching limbs.
Chris seems in better shape than me. Oh sure, he wasn't twisted into an awkward position for what felt like hours. He also did not suffer multiple humiliations, blows, and penetrations. But still. It must be tiring to be in charge. To have to fight his own instincts to always keep this mask of control. To make sure that I am always safe and as comfortable as the situation allows.
After freeing me of all my ornaments, he laid me on the bed, throwing a soft blanket over my limp body. Then, he left me a few moments to prepare myself a cup of hot tea. I smile softly. I wonder if the people watching us know how considerate he can be, once our sessions are over. They must not realize that once the deliverance is reached, he’s just Chris again, my husband, who loves me more than anything.
He finally allows himself to rest, joining me on the bed. Gently, he pulls me to him, hugging me over the blanket to make sure I'm not cold. With his usual delicacy, he pushes aside the hair that has stuck to my forehead, before depositing his lips tenderly there. I sigh, making him laugh.
“Did you like it?”
“It was amazing. The ropes... I don't know how to explain it. It was like being held in a cocoon, even if the position wasn’t comfortable.”
“And the rest?”
I almost blush, knowing perfectly what he means. I don't know why I'm embarrassed. After all, it was with him that I performed these actions. In front of people. But once out of my submissive role, it suddenly becomes more difficult for me to talk about these things. He notices it and places a soft kiss on my lips.
“Anyway, they loved you.”
“You think? You’re not disappointed?”
“Are you kidding? You were amazing.”
“We’ll do it again, then?”
“Of course, Baby Girl. We’ll try new toys, new positions. You still have so much to discover.”
I smile, burying my face into his neck, basking in his reassuring scent. As long as I am in his hands, I know that my future will be orgasmic.




3. USING THE SUBMISSIVE WIFE





Chapter 1

Relax, Amber, nobody knows you're not wearing panties.
I take a deep breath, stopping myself from adjusting once again my short skirt. Chris assured me it was perfectly suited for the occasion. But now that I’m amid of all his colleagues, I realize that he only thought of his own pleasure. I can feel it. On the other side of the room, my husband doesn't miss a beat of my embarrassment. I sigh at his twisted, dominating way to get himself off.
I hadn’t planned for us to play tonight. His entire company is gathered to celebrate his promotion. All eyes are on him, and therefore, on me. This is definitely not the time to be playing our dirty games.
And yet, no sooner had we gotten into our car than he started touching me. His eyes fixed on the road, he let his hand run over my thigh. He brushed against my center without ever pressing it, making me eager for his caresses. When he pulled up, all I had in mind was to ride him in the driver's seat until we both reached ecstasy.
I tried to make a move towards him, but he stopped me dead. Be a good girl, he told me in his dominant voice. I groaned in frustration, but complied with my lover's wishes. That’s our way. In real life, I am his partner, his equal. But when our bodies escape to more lustful horizons, I become his submissive.
Coming back to reality, I laugh stupidly at the tasteless joke that one of his colleagues tells us. I only half-listened to it, much more focused on the excitement still present in the pit of my stomach. Once again, I press my legs together, trying to find a more comfortable position.
I still can't believe he asked me to take my panties off. I had to make him repeat, as the floor numbers rolled by in the elevator. He ordered me again, his voice deeper, more authoritative. My cheeks flushed red, but I obeyed him anyway. I barely had time to get rid of the piece of fabric that the elevator doors opened, people rushing toward us to congratulate him on this advancement in the hierarchy.
No one knows my condition, and yet I feel horribly naked. Exposed. I wonder how all these people would react if they found out their new regional manager is keeping his wife's soaked panties in his pocket. I can't help but glance at him. God, he’s handsome. His black suit shows off his assets. His broad shoulders, his muscular arms that can lift me without the slightest difficulty. The perfect V of his hips… I bite my lip as my eyes trail over his privates. I know it, inside these pants is the solution to my problem.
My nipples tense against my bra. He speaks with such ease, his charming smile helping to convince any of his interlocutors. A pang of jealousy seizes me as I see a hand land on his arm. Its owner is beautiful. A doll face, long blonde hair, and endless legs.
Yet, my husband doesn’t seem to care, preferring to turn to me. He's been doing this all evening. Each time we find ourselves separated, he gives me provocative looks, knowing full well that he’s driving me with uncontrollable excitement. He, as always, masters his emotions to perfection.
My heels hurt like hell, but I can't sit down without revealing my privacy to this serious assembly. My gaze travels through them, seeking to fill the boredom by imagining the life of each of the guests.
Suddenly, I freeze. A man has just entered the room, enthusiastically shaking my husband's hand. With his curly blond hair and tattoos on his arms, he looks more like a Californian surfer than a traditional office worker.
I lick my lips discreetly as I detail this man who stands out from the pack. He and my husband seem to like each other, both smiling so much that their cheeks must hurt. And here they are laughing, patting each other on the back, doing these big alpha male displays. I should find this ridiculous, and yet, I feel my stomach tighten, my breathing quicken.
All sorts of images are racing through my head. I imagine this stranger's pretty mouth between my legs, his tongue and fingers working together to push me over the edge. Chris would be there, of course, stifling my cries with passionate kisses, or with something dirtier. After offering me two or three orgasms, they would force me to stand up and would hold me captive between their two powerful bodies. So, together, they-
“What do you think, Amber?”
I clear my throat before stammering out an answer to this pointless question. Ignoring my blushing cheeks, I apologize and walk away. My heart is pounding. What's wrong with me? I've never had such thoughts. Chris has always been more than enough for me. Sure, we sometimes share our sessions on the internet. But it’s different. It’s just the two of us in the room. I can close my eyes and forget about the cameras pointed at me. Here, we’re talking about a man in the same room as us. Looking at me. Touching me.
I meet my husband's gaze, lustful. Has he noticed the blush on my cheeks, the rapid breathing that heaves my chest? To calm myself down, I grab a mini-sandwich from a tray. I decide to play with Chris, innocently licking the finger on which some sauce has fallen. From where I am, I can see his jaw twitch. I know it, he's burning with as much desire as I am. But he's stuck with one of the company's old associates.
I crack a mocking smile before joining the nearest conversation. I voluntarily turn my back on him, arching it slightly so that he doesn't miss the sight of my ass trapped in this impossibly tight skirt. A shiver runs up my spine as, moments later, he places his hand on my lower back.
"I'm borrowing you my wife, I want to show her my new office."
To others, his voice must sound normal. But I know it too well not to notice that it's a half tone lower than usual. The very clear sign of his excitement. Of the resumption of his dominant role. He's going to do a lot more than leave me without panties… I swallow as he guides me away from the party, his hand at the edge of my ass.
“I’m gonna make you pay for this.”




Chapter 2

I whistle in admiration as I follow Chris into his new lair. It has nothing to do with the broom closet he used to call office. Shelves up to the ceiling, a huge wood desk overlooking a panoramic view of the city. All this breathes responsibility. Power.
Instinctively, I squeeze my legs together, looking for a little friction. I didn't think it was possible, but his new status makes him look even hotter than before.
A smile creeps across his lips when he sees my reaction. He has taken off his jacket, his fitted shirt reveals the biceps he trains thoroughly. I can't believe this hot man is mine. I stand still, eagerly awaiting his orders, as he casually leans against his desk, his arms crossed over his bulging pecs.
“On your knees.”
Immediately, I bend my legs to drop to the ground. As if his voice had a telepathic effect on me, my body obeying him before my brain even have time to understand his order. My chest heaves rapidly as my burning eyes dig into his.
“Crawl.”
Suppressing a smile, I get down on all fours. I love doing this, but I can’t show it. Good girls aren't supposed to enjoy their punishments. Slowly, I move towards him. My hips roll in a feline motion. My eyes are lowered to the ground in submission. But I don't need to see him to know that he doesn't miss a beat of the show.
As I get closer and closer to him, I try to ignore the fact that neither of us has closed the office’s door. Anyone could pass and see me in this degrading position, my short skirt revealing the birth of my core. A shiver of worry overtakes me. What would happen to him if someone came to discover us like this? Exposing yourself on the internet is one thing. Here, it’s real life. With real consequences.
And yet, I say nothing. When we engage in these kinds of games, he’s the master. The one who makes the decisions. The one responsible for both our pleasure and our safety. A feeling as exciting as it is relaxing. For a moment that belongs only to us, I am freed from all pressure of decision, of choice. I just have to let myself go to my most primal feelings. Without fear of error or judgment.
Finally at his level, I remain in my position of a submissive dog, waiting for his orders. The only freedom I allow myself is to briefly bend down to place a kiss on his polished shoes. A way to prove my obedience. Everything is good to excite him and gain a bit of mercy.
My clit throbs as I hear his deep laughter echoing around the room. He pulls me up onto my knees, my face coming strategically up to his groin. His hand grabs my chin so that I look up at him. His thumb plunges into my mouth, his piercing gaze probing every corner of my soul.
“What am I going to do with you, huh? Unable to behave in society.”
He pushes his thumb a little deeper, preventing me from protesting. He’s the one who started all this, forcing me to wear this way too sexy outfit. I gently nibble his finger, just like that, to push his limits. Show that I disagree. Immediately, this provocation is greeted with a threat.
“I'm going to chain you to bed this weekend. You leave me no choice. You have to learn.”
I let out a moan as his index finger meets his thumb, amusedly spreading my cheeks before pushing deeper. My tongue gets to work around his fingers, and I feel my arousal flow down my thigh. I know exactly what he has in mind. He told me about this Free Use concept. For a whole day or a whole weekend, I’ll have to be permanently at his disposal. No matter what I do, he has the right to interrupt me to satisfy his needs. Without the slightest obligation to satisfy mine. For this last detail alone, I should say no. Why would I agree to be denied my share of pleasure?
And yet, I must admit. The idea of being transformed into an object picked up and put down without the slightest care makes me curious. Eager. And if, on top of that, he intends to tie me up, I can't help but be consumed with anticipation. I cough as he digs his fingers deeper, bringing me back to reality.
“Maybe I can start teaching you.”
Slowly, he lowers the zipper of his pants, his fingers continuing to explore my mouth. I shudder at the sight of his already erect cock. I've seen it hundreds of times, and yet it's always the same emotion that grips me when I see how thick it is. The same anxiety of not being able to take it inside me.
His fingers withdraw, and I have no other choice but to overcome this anguish. I let my hand grab the base of his erection, moving lightly up its length. He may sigh with relief, but it's not enough, and I know it. I don't have to wait for him to guide me to approach my lips, fluttering down his length before placing a kiss on his already wet tip.
“Careful.”
His low growl is enough to convince me. Who knows what humiliation he might inflict on me if I took too long to satisfy him? Without further ado, I open my mouth, letting his member sink slowly into my mouth. I start slow movements, without forcing too much on my throat. I could take him deeper, I did it in the past. But I decide to take my time. He may be the dominant one, but in this position, I’m the one who holds the reins of his pleasure. Well, I was.
“That's enough.”
He loses patience, grabbing the back of my neck to pull me out, my mouth dropping his cock in a loud pop. I sit back on my heels, putting on my most innocent expression as I lick my lips to remove the saliva that has collected there.
“Open your mouth. Hands behind the back.”
I tremble, not immediately obeying him. But no sooner does he move towards me than my jaw loosens. I know what awaits me when he grips my hair in his tight fist. I take a deep breath as his length plunges back into me. The noises coming out of our bodies are perfectly obscene. Yet, I do my best to remain silent. I would die of shame if someone found me in this position, my husband deep in my throat like I was a hardened porn actress.
A few tears well up in the corner of my eyes, my body reacting to these repeated assaults. I am nothing more than an object, a means for him to empty himself of his sexual overflow. I can't do anything but endure and try to relax as he abuses my mouth. His end is coming. He holds my head down, making me cough as he unloads deep in my throat. Not a single sound came out of his mouth. As always, he is in perfect control of himself.
“Clean your mess.”
He whispers as he pulls away from me. My breathing still chaotic, I hasten to get to work to satisfy him. Meticulously, I lick every inch of his manhood, delaying his return to normal size. My task done, I step back, awaiting his next command. His thumb slides over my chin, picking up some of the seed that has flowed there without my realizing it. He puts it in my mouth in an authoritative gesture. I must not waste a single drop of what he offers me.
I yelp as he picks me up without warning. Surprisingly, I find myself sitting on his desk. I expected him to pick me up by my hair, leaning over the desk to take me hard. And yet, here he is, slipping between my thighs, pushing them apart firmly.
“You better not make a sound, or I'll stop. I don't need everyone to know I'm married to a slut.”
With the same assurance, he pulls my skirt up on my hips, exposing my intimacy to his gaze. With the tip of his index finger, he brushes my slit opened with excitement. I bite my lip, both embarrassed and excited. If he doesn't do something fast, I'm going to drip on his brand new desk. Maybe that’s what he wants. That I permanently mark the wood. That with each contract, with each decision, he thinks back to what happened there.
I shudder as I watch him kneel in front of me. Unconsciously, I move my hips forward, eagerly anticipating the pleasure he’s going to give me. Staying quiet is going to be real torture. Being discreet has never been my forte, especially when I have to submit to the law of his expert tongue.
He doesn’t immediately meet my burning core, preferring to take his time. Keeping my legs apart, he places light kisses along my thigh, barely brushing the inflamed skin, his stubble scratching it as he moves along.
My fingers curl around the edge of the desk as his tongue traces a long line down my perfectly shaved slit. I'm going to need all the support I can get to endure his treatments. My chest heaves rapidly as he gets to work, alternating between fast and slow, pressure and caress. The hardest thing is to remain silent, especially when his tongue decides to take a detour to dive into my intimacy, tasting how wet he’s making me.
Suddenly, I tense up. At the door, someone is watching us. And not just anyone. The tattooed man from earlier. The one I fantasized about. The one I imagined between my thighs. Shocked, I say nothing. I should stop Chris, get dressed and run to the bathroom to hide, mortified.
And yet, I don’t. I even sketch a smile when the other puts his finger on his mouth, winking at me to encourage me to stay quiet. To play with that blurred line between exhibitionism and cheating. I lick my lips and continue to indulge myself, voluntarily exposing myself to this stranger.
My fingers close over Chris's hair as he traps my swollen clit between his lips, sucking on it without hesitation. I regret that my breasts are still hidden. I would have liked to show them to this intriguing visitor, to offer him a little more of myself.
My eyes leave his for a moment to slide over his body. I'm sure that under this shirt hides perfectly defined abs. If he let me, I would lick them shamelessly. A frustrated frown forms on my lips. He's standing in the half-light of the doorway, and I can't make out his crotch. Does he have a hard-on? Is he dreaming of being in my husband's place, devouring me before plunging entirely into me, tasting the welcoming warmth of my intimacy?
My eyes land on his again. His mouth shows a playful smile, as if he has guessed my thoughts. I groan despite myself. Chris's response is immediate, his fingernails digging hard into my thighs. This is the first and only warning he will give me. If I do it again, he will stop.
My fingers grip the desk harder, while my other hand abandons his hair to meet my neglected breasts. One after the other, I twist my tips eager for caresses. My lip will bleed if I keep biting it like this. I think he wants to kill me with pleasure, while two fingers penetrate my soaked privacy. A few in-and-out, and here I am losing my footing.
My whole body tenses and I have to hold onto the desk with all my might to keep from collapsing completely. My head falls back as I feel the waves of orgasm racing through every nerve. My chest heaves, and I can't hold back a long moan of relief.
The orgasm hasn't dispersed yet when he gets up and turned me around, pinning me against the desk. His voice is deep, his annoyance snapping at his every word.
“You had one job. Don’t make a noise. Why don't you obey me, huh? I try to be nice to you and this is what I get. You don't deserve all the attention I give you.”
My muscles tense as a loud smack hits my bare ass. My nerves are still raw after this powerful orgasm, everything I feel is heightened. I bite my hand to keep my complaints from being heard.
“You can scream. Make them come. Show them what a bad a girl you are. What do you think they'll think, huh? All those responsibilities, and a wife to discipline on top of it. I'm sure they'll take pity on me.”
He doesn't hold back, replacing the whip he usually uses with his large hand. I think that's what I like better. His hot skin inflicting the most delicious pain on me. When it's him, it's more intimate, more powerful. There is no object to put distance between us. I can feel the emotions he’s trying to convey. A certain angle, a certain speed, and I can tell if he's frustrated, annoyed... or terribly pleased with my reaction.
The blows fall as my eyes are fixed on the city lights twinkling at our feet. Between two spankings, I wonder if our spectator is still there. I can't believe Chris didn't see him. Guilt mixes with shame. Is it cheating to look at another man while your husband is taking such good care of you? I squeal softly as I indulge in the punishment. I will see later how to handle this moral dilemma. For the moment, I take each of these impacts as a punishment for all my faults.
I let out a small sigh of relief as his hand stops in its tracks, preferring to massage my skin reddened by his abuse. I breathe a weak thank you, triggering a chuckle from my lover.
“My pleasure, Babe.”
I gasp in surprise as I feel him lining up his cock at my entrance. I expected him to end our session there. It's been a while since we left the party, and he told everyone where we are. It won't take long for someone to come look for us. But It doesn't matter one bit. Not when his delicious cock plunges into me in one motion. They can come. I just want to cum again.
I don't know when I became so obsessed with sex. Since we started experimenting BDSM, it seems that I’m insatiable. It hasn't been ten minutes since I came, and here I am asking for more.
I moan as he pins me against the desk, his hand pressing down on my head, blocking it against the cool wood. I feel him dig to the side. My eyes widen as I see him approach my mouth with the tie offered by his colleagues. Unceremoniously, he shoves it between my lips.
“Since you cannot control yourself.”
I inhale, struggling to catch my breath with the fabric deep in my mouth. I don't really have time to get used to the feeling. His other hand grabs my hip to hold me perfectly still. Without him even having to ask, I cross my wrists behind my lower back. He grunts, visibly pleased that I'm submitting without him having to ask.
His reward is not long to come. In one excruciatingly slow motion, he pulls out, leaving only the swollen crown of his hard dick inside me. I utter a muffled moan as he plunges back, his tip rubbing every inch of my walls. He repeats the same movement several times, each time going deeper into my belly.
Soon, he gets tired of this little game. His rhythm changes completely, pounding without the slightest respite my body contorted for him. I would be lying if I said I didn't appreciate the situation. How many times have I watched adult movies, imagining myself in the place of these secretaries savagely taken by their bosses between two meetings?
With each of his thrusts, my hips sink into the edge of the desk, bringing me that twinge of pain now so essential to my pleasure. I surrender to all these sensations, feeling him soon coming to his end.
I love this moment when everything changes. Where, despite all his dom’ self-control, he can no longer hold back and becomes a simple man of flesh and blood, having to yield in front of the impulses of his body. A few more jerks, a few more grunts, and he pushes us both toward the precipice, ecstasy tensing our bodies against each other.
He does not take long to withdraw, making us return to reality. Anyone could arrive and discover us, out of breath, our clothes in a terrible state. Tenderness will have to wait. For now, we need to get dressed. No sooner have I straightened up than I can't help but turn back to the door. I bite my lip, trying not to let out a disappointed sigh.
The stranger is no longer there.




Chapter 3

With a slight movement of my wrist, I gently pull the bonds that hold me captive on the bed. Oh, I do it more out of boredom than real discomfort. Chris made sure it wasn't too painful or too uncomfortable. Sure, he wants to leave me tied up for hours to use me as he pleases, but he’s not a bully. He wants me to enjoy each of our sessions as much as he does.
I wonder how long it's been since he left our chamber of pleasure. It's hard to keep track of time when my vision is blocked by a dark blindfold. This position is without a doubt the most difficult that he has ever made me take. It's not the first time he's tied me up. But being deprived of a sense makes it much more difficult to bear.
He saw how disoriented it made me feel, my labored breathing causing my chest to heave with anxiety. For long minutes, he caressed my face, my neck, my sides, to help my body relax. It wasn't until I was reassured that he started having fun, stroking my body with unrecognizable toys, making me shiver. Then he decided he had taken care of me enough, leaving the room without giving me any direction.
When he returned, he silently climbed onto the bed, forcing my lips open to insert his half-hard organ. He came in my mouth, keeping it closed until I swallowed his seed. He then left as he came, without a sound.
I’m nervous. Seeing nothing makes everything so much scarier. The slightest sound, the slightest touch, tense my body up. How do I know it's really him who is in the room with me? Sure, he's my husband, I should be able to recognize him without hesitation. But how to be sure, totally sure?
I shiver, indulging in this idea to pass the time. He could very well bring someone else into the room. One of his friends, or several even, if he feels like it. Could I differentiate their touch? Slowly, my fear turns into envy. In the pit of my stomach is born a warmth at the idea of being used by unknown hands. To spread my legs so that one by one, these men take their pleasure. Friend or stranger, I wouldn't know.
A stranger… This thought immediately brings me back to his office. Under the gaze of this man with a charming smile. I didn't dare tell my husband. Maybe it was a mistake, maybe I will regret it one day. But I couldn't, preferring to suggest the idea to him in a more subtle way.
We were watching a movie, and innocently he dropped a comment about the actress, suggesting he would like to see the three of us in bed. I jumped at the chance, daring to tell him I would rather have a man to join us in our bedroom. He just smiled before refocusing on the television.
I jump as the door opens again. I was so caught up in my thoughts that I didn't hear his footsteps approaching. A cry of surprise escapes my mouth as his hand lands between my legs. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked, the mere thought of these men using me being enough to awake my appetite. I sigh in relief as he caresses me gently.
“You’re so wet. Is that just for me?”
His whisper in my ear sends goose bumps all over my body. It's crazy how a simple headband can trigger such sensations. I feel him bustling around me, never knowing what he's up to. It's part of his game, and I try to respond to it as best I can, oscillating between fear and excitement.
My body tenses as sirup falls on my bare chest. The smell quickly tickles my nostrils, suddenly reminding me I haven't eaten. But it's another hunger that takes me as his tongue lands on my skin, starting to meticulously clean the chocolate that adorns my breasts.
My breathing quickens as he works to wipe away all traces of the food. His tongue glides sensually over my skin, drawing curves and straight lines to better lose me. If I can't anticipate what he's going to do, I have no choice but to let myself go and feel everything more intensely. Besides, it's not like I could do anything else, my limbs tied to the four corners of the bed leaving me no choice but to surrender to his law.
After getting lost on my belly, he goes back to my breasts. He begins gently, kissing the thin skin between my two mounts. And then he moves to one of my nipples, gently sucking on the taut tip. I squeal as he nibbles lightly on it, just enough to not know if I'm feeling pleasure or pain.
He gets bored quickly, it seems. Without warning, one of his fingers penetrates my core. I gasp in surprise as he slips easily between my drenched walls. I twitch when a second finger immediately follows the first. Nothing compared to his large cock, and yet, I feel full.
I arch my back slightly as the two fingers begin to dance inside me. In a sequence that has meaning only for him, folds his digits, pulls them out to better re-enter me. My sighs turn to moans as he presses harder. He knows exactly what to do to drive me crazy. The perk of being married, I guess. He knows my body better than anyone. Better than myself.
My breathing quickens as I feel my orgasm coming. My feet are already twisting with pleasure. I am ready to welcome this pleasure he wants to offer me. But he gets malicious. With a brisk gesture, he withdraws his fingers entirely, letting the sparks of ecstasy dissipate before they can fully express themselves. Like waves that can’t reach the shore. I bite my lip, holding back my tears. I know, in a few moments, he will plunge his fingers back into me, to withdraw them again.
One time. Two times. Three times…
He’s in control. He gives me what he wants, when he wants, I have no say in it. And I better not complain. The punishment would only be more terrible. Yet, that's what I do when he stops me from coming for the fourth time. I feel horribly empty. In a desperate attempt, I beg him.
“Please, Master. Please. Fuck me.”
All I get in response is a change in his position. I feel his weight shift back onto the bed. Please don't leave me, I beg silently. And then, a very recognizable sound is heard. A ridiculous complaint escapes my mouth as his hand is working his length.
This time, the tears really flow. I am so frustrated. Ashamed, too. I'm here, open for him, and yet he'd rather jerk himself off than dive into me. He’s not moved by my crying. It even seems that it turns him on to see me transformed into a little thing so desperate for his cock.
It doesn't take him more than a few moments to come, his seed spreading over my chest heaving with my sobs. I shudder when his index finger lands on me. Slowly, he draws with his sperm, spreading it on my belly, on my breasts. I moan pathetically. I’m so overwhelmed by my emotions that this simple caress is enough to ignite me.
I rush to clean the fingers he forces into my mouth. I lick them greedily, hoping to turn him on again, or at least convince him that I deserve to be touched. I have only one fear, that he leaves me alone for hours.
My mouth drops open, a scream stuck in my throat, as he grips my nipples between his fingers. Alternately, he pulls them up, then pinches them, taking me from pleasure to pain at the speed of light. It’s good. Terribly good. I could come just like that.
He must feel it, because he is pulling away from my body. But not without removing the bonds that held my arms behind my head. I shake them slowly, trying to relieve them of their numbness. He warns me, his stern voice snapping through the air.
“I'm untying you out of kindness, so you don't suffer too much. Don't abuse it.”
“Please, Master, touch me.”
“No.”
“Please!”
“I'm going to leave the room. If I find out you did anything other than wait for me nicely… I won’t be gentle.”
The door slams, leaving me alone again. I take deep breaths, trying to return to a normal state. I lick my lips, trying to reason with myself. He will be back soon. He's not going to leave me like this all weekend. No, he's gonna make me cum. He has to.
And yet, a small voice in me makes me doubt. This may be my only chance to come. He wouldn't even know. I can act it out. I'm already soaked, and the cameras are off. I hesitate for a moment before lifting my hand. I tremble as much with desire as with the idea of defying the ban.
My fingers rest on my lower abdomen. I smile as I feel a bit of sperm that fell there. I play with it a bit, wetting my fingers before sliding them lower. That way, I take a bit of him with me. I lick my lips while my clit is only a quarter inch away.
“What are you doing?”
All my limbs tense. I am like a doe in front of a car. All this time, he was in the room. He slammed the door to make me think he was gone, but he was there, watching me. Seeing if I would fall into his trap or remain innocent. I bite my lip. I couldn't even wait five minutes. I’m gonna pay dearly for it.
I beg him as he quickly unties my legs. Then he grabs me without the slightest delicacy, lifting me by the waist. I struggle, more for the show than out of any real fear. I know he won't hurt me. It will just be painful. Very painful. I got used to that sweet thrill of danger. Not knowing when the pain will stop to give way to pleasure. No matter how hard he punished me in the past, I never had to stop him. Yet.
I shiver as he throws me onto the submission bench. Without wasting a moment, he ties my belly against the furniture, my ass held in the air. He’s gonna punish me, I know it. A first blow falls, making me jump. He grabbed a paddle with nails. It's the first time he uses it. I can barely understand what is happening to me. The spikes dig deep into my skin, leaving my lover's mark. I know I’m going to wear it for several days, as his blows fall with no respite. One more... One more... Through my tears, I try to soothe him.
“I… I’m sorry Master! I won’t do it again. I... I promise!”
He lets out a disapproving sound. He doesn't believe me in the least. My screams split the air as three close blows land on my buttocks. I lick my lips. It shouldn't be so good to be in pain like this. I moan as he runs his hand over my soaked core.
“Tsk… I don’t think I punished you enough.”
I protest, try to convince him I understood my lesson. I promise him not to do it again, to always obey him, to do whatever he wants. The more I beg him, the more I feel the excitement growing inside me. He ignores me, tracing a slow line along my lower lips, collecting my fluids on his fingers.
“You would like me to come here, right? Have my cock inside your pussy?”
“Yes… Please Master. I need to feel you.”
“Ah, but here’s the thing… That’s only for good girls.”
I choke as his finger digs into me. But not where I expected. Rather than entering my soaked privacy, it’s in my back entrance that he plunges his finger.
“When you're a bad girl, that's all you deserve.”
He already withdraws his finger, leaving me panting. I barely have time to realize it’s there that I feel his shaft pushing into me. It's the first time he's doing it like this. Usually, he always takes his time, preparing me with his fingers, with plugs. I bite my lip, trying to control my breathing as he thrusts into me. At least he took the time to lube up. I can't imagine what I would have felt otherwise.
I feel ripped in two, but I let him continue. No way I say my safe word. He moves slowly, without pausing. It’s only once fully in me that he removes one of his hands from my hips to stroke my back. A gesture that is both dominating and reassuring. His presence in me is stronger than ever, and this mask over my eyes doesn't help. I feel terribly trapped, a slave to his goodwill.
I tense up at the thought, this gesture making me feel him even more. I moan, my body shaking from my irregular breathing. I feel stretched like never before. Sometimes his perfect cock is hard to accommodate inside me.
I squeal as I feel him slowly withdraw. It’s like I'm burning from the inside as he doesn't waste a moment and comes back deep inside me, his balls thumping against my swollen clit. His movements are getting faster and faster, barely giving me time to get used to his presence. A few tears flow, wetting the headband a little more.
I gradually got used to his imposing size, my moans of discomfort turning into sighs of relief. I hold my breath as his hand slips between my legs. With an expert touch, he caresses my clit ready to explode. His hips hit against mine in a slamming sound that mixes with our beastly grunts.
I lose my footing, closer and closer to orgasm. My pussy contracts on the emptiness that fills it, in the desperate search for something to cling to. It won't be today. With a cry coming from the depths of my organs, I come against his hand, collapsing completely on the bench. He in turn lets himself go, pulling out to paint my back with long streams of cum, marking me for the second time with his possessive imprint. In the mists of orgasm, I barely hear him speak.
“Naughty girl, cumming while I'm in your ass. Let's call it a day. Tomorrow, you better behave”




Chapter 4

Perched on my heels, my eyes blindfolded, a new ordeal awaits me. All my efforts go into staying still. Today, I’m tied again. But this time, my arms are held in the air by large ropes. The slightest wrong move, and it's a sure fall. I don't want to imagine the pain my shoulders and my ankles would go through if I were to lose my balance. It would have nothing to do with the one I usually look for in this room, for sure.
I blush, imagining the shame I would suffer if I were to explain to the emergency services, then to the doctors, the position that would have injured me in this way. There would be no way to lie. My chest heaves in a shiver, the fear of this happening really gripping my stomach.
Seeing nothing only adds to my torture. I feel like the slightest breath makes me lean to one side or the other. I have no point of reference, no element on which to fix my gaze to stay straight. Only darkness to accompany me. My jaw clenches as I curse Chris. He made me put those stupid heels on. I rarely wear them, and I know very well that soon my legs will shake with fatigue, finding it difficult to support my weight. Another new way to end up hurt. It's stupid.
I take another deep breath. I have to stay calm. Otherwise, it will be a disaster. I could have said no, of course. He's not forcing me. At least I'm not naked, a black lace body covering my modesty. I'm not sure I understand the point of it. Soon, he will undress me, take me as he sees fit before leaving again. I don't know why he insisted that I do my makeup and my hair so well. He has no plans to turn on the cameras today. It's just us. Unless...
My whole body tenses as I hear another voice coming from the living room. My husband invited someone. A man. He's supposed to take care of me, and he invited someone. I shudder. It's another one of his twisted ideas to make me nervous...and horny. I lick my lips, running scenarios through my head. There's something terribly exciting about imagining this other man, sitting on our couch chatting casually with Chris. He can't imagine that behind that door at the end of the hall, his host's wife is scantily clad, tied up and hanging from the ceiling.
My stomach lurches as I imagine my lover apologizing to his friend before coming into the bedroom. He would order me to be quiet, but would do his best to make me cry out in ecstasy, feasting on my shame of being caught in the act. Maybe our guest would eventually join us, wondering why he was left alone for so long. And then he would look at me. He would slip his hand down his pants and give himself pleasure as he watched my husband unveil me.
I jump. The door has just opened. I bite the inside of my cheek, eagerly waiting to hear my husband's voice. At the moment, all I feel is this energy, this wave of heat coming from the entrance of the room.
“Honey, we have a guest. I’d love to introduce him to you.”
I remain stunned. I did not expect this. Not so fast, not like this. He wants to invite him to share me, to play with me. I nervously tap the tip of my heel against the floor, its sonic click adding to my anxiety. Chris continues softly, as if speaking to a frightened animal.
“You have the right to refuse. You only have one word to say.”
I bite my lip, trying to make sense of all the feelings running through my mind. Fear, excitement, shame, envy. Which one will win this battle? Chris doesn't push me, but I feel his gaze probing me, watching for the slightest crack, the slightest sign of abandonment or terror. Taking a deep breath, I clear my mind. And then, without thinking, I answer under my breath.
“Green.”
He says nothing, but I can feel the slight change in his breathing. I think for a moment he really thought I was going to refuse. I sketch a faint smile, satisfied to be able to perceive these small subtle signs of his condition. But this satisfaction is short-lived. I tense again as I hear him call the other man.
Is it really such a good idea to invite someone into the privacy of our games? Could I bear another man's hands on me? Will Chris be really ok with sharing me, him so protective and possessive? It's too late now. He’s coming.
No words are spoken. The footsteps stop short at the door, as I feel my husband approaching me. I lower my head, as if this could miraculously expose me a little less to this burning gaze that details the slightest of my curves.
“Shit.”
The stranger hisses through gritted teeth, seemingly stunned by the sight I offer him. I lick my lips, his deep voice sending small jolts through my lower stomach. Is he already getting hard, just to see me thus offered for their greatest pleasures?
“Take a look at the shelves if you want some inspiration. You can go ahead, she's used to them.”
“Even this one?”
“It's her favorite.”
I blush with shame at hearing them talk about me like that in my presence. I hear the other pick up and put down objects, intensifying my shame. My vulnerability is not so much caused by this stranger I know nothing about, not even his face, as by his curiosity about our toys. Letting him see them, touch them, is forcing me to reveal what is most personal, most intimate: our sexual habits. I shiver as his voice rings out again.
“May I?”
“Be my guest.”
I flinch as I feel hands land on me. I didn't realize he was so close to me. If yesterday I wondered if I could tell the difference between my husband's hands and those of a stranger, now I'm sure of it. It's not Chris' touch crawling up my sides.
I gasp in surprise as the straps of my bodysuit come down my arms. My breasts are revealed. I feel terribly vulnerable, tied up and naked for these men I can't even see. An admiring hiss rings out, making me blush with embarrassment, tinged with a hint of pride. At least our guest is enjoying the view.
A hand rests on my belly, reassuring. This time, I immediately recognize its owner. Breathe baby, Chris whispers in my ear encouragingly. His other hand lazily caresses my back, following the curve of my spine. One way to keep me calm while the other fastens a dog collar around my neck.
Our guest’s hand soon slid from my neck to my chest. It is wide and warm, awakening the fire of desire with every centimeter of skin covered. In his palm, he grabs one breast, then the other, appreciating their weight and size. My tips immediately tend to this contact, and I feel my lovers smile, apparently satisfied with my reaction. He caresses them with the tip of his thumb before abandoning me.
I don't have time to regret his presence. As he rummages through our toys, my husband presses his lips at the juncture of my neck and shoulder. First dropping kisses, he quickly gets bored of this tenderness, preferring to bite me harder and harder. I smile. Even if he shares me, he makes sure to mark me. Mine, he whispers in my ear.
A long moan escapes my mouth as my breasts find themselves imprisoned in objects I know too well. The man just has to press the button, and these nipple clamps will start sucking greedily on my tips desperate for some attention.
I squeeze my thighs as the movement begins on my nipples. Neither of the men let it pass. Firmly, my legs are spread again. A hand remains between my legs, undoing the button of my body to reveal my privacy. Immediately, two fingers slide over my slit, drawing long lines between my entrance and my swollen clit. My shame only increases. I'm already horribly soaked, even more than usual, it seems. I moan as the fingers withdraw, causing a chorus of laughter.
“She’s a needy one.”
“You have no idea.”
I'd like to protest, but the groan I let out when a hand comes back between my legs takes aways all credibility. I let my head fall slightly back, counting on the thoughtfulness of my lovers to catch me if I lose my balance, too carried away by their caresses.
My chest swells, I try to keep up. Deprived of my eyes, everything feels stronger. Each caress, each pinch, is intensified by a thousand. They seem everywhere at once, their hands on my thighs, my belly, my crotch. Their mouths in my neck, between my breasts sucked by these infernal toys. All these sensations plunge me a little more towards madness.
But my lovers don't intend to let me come so easily. I shudder as my husband begins to speak in his authoritative voice, his finger poking through the ring of my collar, tugging on it a little to make sure I'm listening.
“We're going to play a little game. You have to guess who's touching you. Me, or B. We'll give you three chances. Don’t get it wrong.”
I nod my head, anxious. What if I can’t tell the difference? What a shame, not recognizing the one I made love with hundreds of times. I gasp as a hand slams down on my ass. I bite my lip. It was fast, too fast. But I believe I have the right answer. Forgetting the throbbing pain, I stammer.
“Ch-Chris.”
“Wrong.”
I frown for a moment before accepting that answer. I really thought I recognized him. But a slap is still a slap, apparently. I don't have time to think about it any longer. In front of me, I feel that one of them kneels. My breathing quickens as I wait for him to finally make up his mind to touch me. He takes his time. His hands rest on the back of my legs, his mouth inside my thighs. With excruciating slowness, he traces a line on my soft skin, making every part of my body vibrate.
I advance my hips, inviting his mouth to approach my center. But he prefers to taunt me, rocking on the opposite leg. For a moment, I forgot I was supposed to respond, surrendering to the delicious feeling. Maybe if my answer is right, I will be rewarded with this tantalizing language.
“B?”
“No.”
A growl thunders in my throat as the man, Chris apparently, walks away, robbing me of his warmth. How could I not recognize his tongue? His fingers? I only have one chance left. My last chance. Before what? He did not say, but I won’t be rewarded for not knowing how to recognize my own husband.
I tense in surprise as a thumb lands on my clit. It stays still, despite my pitiful attempts to feel it better. Then, a light drawing is done on my throbbing mount. It's fast, almost too fast considering the wave of pleasure that this touch brings me. But I know this movement by heart.
“Chris.”
“I'm very disappointed Amber. Once again, you’re wrong.”
“Liar!”
I shout at the top of my lungs, frustrated at them, at myself. I'm sure it was Chris' gesture. His trademark when he wants to send me over the edge. For all I know, they've been lying to me from the start. I don't really know what I'm hoping for by protesting like this. I should know better, that provocative tone is bound to get me in trouble.
“Have you forgotten who’s your Master to talk like that? And in front of a guest at that?”
I shudder hearing his stern, almost threatening tone. He adds nothing, letting the deafening silence do its job. Blindfolded, hands tied, I have no way to appease him, no way to know how upset he is. Will he punish me? Yes, without a doubt. But how? Maybe they'll leave me like that, thinking I don't deserve to be touched.
I flinch as hands land on me, violently tearing my bodysuit from my body. I think they destroyed it. My shoulders are imprisoned to keep me perfectly straight. Then, with no gentleness, the nipple clamps are removed, depriving me of this suction which was becoming almost painful. I would give anything for the warmth of their palms to bring them comfort. But it's something else that falls on my skin.
My breath becomes more irregular as I try to endure the burn the leather straps impose on my skin. Not knowing when a blow is going to land is already a difficult thing to bear. But not knowing who is on the other end of the swift is downright terrifying.
Two close shocks land on the inside of my thighs, causing me to pull on the cords holding my wrists. I'm having more and more trouble keeping myself straight. Hands land on my hips as the blows continue to rain down, alternating between my chest, my stomach, my thighs.
While the warmth of contact with another human being is comforting, I soon find myself worrying. Without delicacy, the hands move on my ass, squeezing with authority the bare globes. I moan, as much because of the impacts on my skin as because this finger which turns around my intimacy before going up. Covered with my natural lubricant, it gently traces the crenellated outline of my forbidden entry.
I tense up as he lets his finger enter me. The hardest part is not the penetration. After all, I welcomed Chris' cock there just yesterday. No, what makes me tense is not knowing which one of them is inside me. All my certainties flew away with their vicious game.
I am unable to know what I prefer: that a stranger goes to this place only visited by my husband, or that it’s someone else who controls an object of torture as powerful as the whip that falls on me.
Still, I can't hide my excitement. My thighs are soaked, my moans getting louder as he moves his finger faster and faster inside me. I even let out a sound of protest as he retreats. I don't feel empty for very long. I can't help but smile in anticipation as I hear the very distinctive noise of lube. Moments later, a large plug moved inside me, ruthlessly spreading my tight access.
I heave a sigh of satisfaction, drawing snide laughter from the two men. I smile, no longer feeling the slightest embarrassment. I believe there is no need to hide it. I love sex, and I love being abused like that.
I'm so focused on being full that I haven't noticed the blows have stopped. I breathe with ease as the rope holding my arms back down, gently releasing the pressure that had built up in my shoulders. I roll them, trying to dissipate the aches already present.
Soon, two pairs of arms surround me. I let my head rest on the chest of one of them, sighing softly as their hands caress me gently, helping me to come down after the adrenaline rush of my punishment. I'm not stupid, I know it was only part of our session. I feel their erections still trapped in their pants, pressing against my belly, against my hip. Chris only confirms it.
“It's time for you to clean your mess. Can you feel how hard you made our guest? You're going to suck him to make up for it.”
I nod, and without waiting, drop to my knees, opening my mouth in a gesture of total submission. The stranger hisses in admiration at my obedience, as Chris strokes my hair. Yes, no doubt, he’s the one who flatters me like that, proud to be able to show the result of his long work to submit me to his law.
Patiently, I wait for the click of a zipper being undone, the pressure of a penis swollen with desire against my lips. But nothing comes. What are they still playing? Chris strokes my hair again, explaining with a chuckle.
“It’s fine Amber, you’re a good girl. But we had thought of something else.”
Not letting me ask questions, the two of them grab me and lift me up to lie on a brand new toy. I smile as I feel the straps grip my thighs and my back. We had talked about buying a sex swing, but I had no idea he had already ordered it. I lick my lips as my feet are placed in the raised stirrups.
Outspread on the swing, I let myself go when a hand comes to lower my forehead with confidence. My head falls back. I know it. In this position, I won’t have any other choice but to take him deep in my throat. I take long breaths, preparing myself for this new ordeal.
Obediently, I open my mouth when this unknown cock invites itself against my lips. As the first few inches plunge into me, I know for sure that's not my husband. They’re not the same width. They don’t taste the same. Even if Chris is there, taking another man like this awakens in me the sweet shiver of the forbidden. I promised fidelity to my husband, and now I allow myself to be led astray by a complete stranger. Who does that?
Little by little, I take this long cock in my throat. All my concentration is required not to cough, not to reject this foreign body. But I get there. Seeing that I am relaxing, my husband decides to take care of me. He grabs my breasts first, pinching them just enough, bringing me to that murky boundary between pleasure and pain. Then he descends slowly, until he encompasses my throbbing intimacy.
On the other side, the man begins to move in and out of my mouth. It is not the man who moves, but the swing, set in motion by Chris. His fingers are inside me, lazily stroking the walls of my intimacy, applying just enough pressure to move me against the other's cock.
I don't know how long it lasts, the movements of the man going deeper and faster. I feel him tense as he feels the vibrations of my muffled moans against his cock. As his movements become less and less precise, he speaks in a hoarse voice.
“Damn, she’s good. Can I?”
“Please.”
I twitch around Chris's fingers hearing them talk like that. It's not me he's asking for permission, but my husband. I’m only an object, a doll at the service of their desires.
And I love it.
I barely have time to get ready when long jets of cum run down my throat, making me cough. The man caresses my breasts to encourage me, taking his time to withdraw from my mouth. Without even being asked, I swallow this offering, proof of the effect I can have on men.
“Good girl,” Chris whispers, sending a shiver down my spine. I try to hide my disappointment as he removes his fingers. I don't need to see them to know they're switching places. My annoyance is short-lived. Between my thighs, the stranger kneels, not wasting a moment to taste me. I tremble in all my limbs, his tongue revealing him to be as expert as that of my husband. I let myself go to my moans, enjoying the new twists and turns taken by this man I know nothing about. For a few moments, I forget Chris's presence, indulging in pleasure.
But he doesn't forget me. Firmly, his hand lowers my head back again, his thumb opening my mouth to slide his erected member inside. The two men gently rock me, taking me from the hardness of one to the softness of the other in one motion.
It doesn't last very long, just long enough to make Chris really hard, and to torture me a little more by never letting me reach orgasm. I squeal as in one common movement they stop touching me.
One by one, my feet are removed from their stirrups, and they raise me to a sitting position. Immediately, my legs wrap around the hips of one of my lovers. B, I think. I don't think I felt them switch places. But I can't swear to anything, my senses too clouded by the many treatments they've given me since they both entered the room.
My breath hitches as a taut cock plunges into me. I'm so soaked that he sinks into me completely without encountering the slightest resistance. Without letting me get used to this new presence, the man pulls on the ropes of the swing, making me slide lazily on his rod. Behind my back, I feel Chris' tense cock. He presses the plug still anchored in me, nibbling my ear before whispering in his dominating tone.
“You're going to be a good girl and take us both, right?”
“Yes… Yes, please, Master. I want to feel you inside me.”
His breath hints at the satisfied smile on his lips. Slowly, the plug comes out of me. He doesn't leave me empty for long, inserting his lubricated hard on inside me. He hisses between my teeth, his cock much larger than the toy they had given me. The other stopped his movements, holding me firmly in his arms to immobilize the swing and help me support this new intrusion.
My head falls forward onto his shoulder. Chris had filled me whole before, using a toy. But it's never been as big as their cocks totally opening me up. Besides, they’re made of flesh. Their warmth, their movements. None of this can be compared with a stupid silicone object.
Slowly, they begin drilling me, sometimes in rhythm, sometimes alternating, making me discover all kinds of new sensations. Being fucked likes makes me like I’m in my wildest fantasies. Even better. I don't want it to end, even though I don't know how long I could stand their cocks taking me roughly.
“Harder… Harder.”
I can barely sigh, delirious. I begin to fantasize as B's mouth comes to find mine in a passionate kiss. This mouth. This is how I imagine the man of the other day. What if Chris had found out that his college had been watching us, inviting him to our session?
I’m dreaming, I know it. But that's the whole point of this blindfold. My lovers can have a thousand faces as they get busy filling me with their gorgeous cocks. They can be whoever I want. Athletes or actors. Politicians or colleagues. As I lose my mind, all these faces mix in my head, until they disappear. Nothing matters anymore. Nothing else than their cocks plunging into me without mercy.
They deprived me of my sight, but now it seems to me that I also lost my hearing. I no longer hear my own cries, which I know are deafening when orgasm is not far away. I don't hear their encouragement either, said between grunts worthy of animals in heat. Chris's hand slips between our two bodies, imposing its crazy rhythm on my clit ready to explode.
I lose all consciousness, trashing against his fingers, milking their cocks to the last drop as a powerful orgasm takes me. My head falls back, letting me go to these feelings of pure happiness. They hammer me for several more minutes before they both come, filling me with their hot seeds. In my fever, I can only stammer two words.
“Thank you.”




Chapter 5

I groan, barely opening my eyes as I feel movement behind me. I don't have the strength to turn around, preferring to snuggle up a little closer to Chris as he holds me tight against him. I have little memories of what happened once our orgasms washed over our trance bodies. All I remember is to be vaguely carried to bed. They both lay down next to me, surrounding me with their arms in a protective cocoon. Gently, they caressed my hair, my arms, rocking me gently to accompany me in my descent.
I know this feeling well now. The floating, the absence of consciousness. Chris knows exactly how to get me through these times, hugging me tight and showering me with compliments and gentle kisses on my raw skin.
They wanted to remove my blindfold, but I protested. Despite my itching curiosity, I want to keep the identity of this man a secret. It's better that way. Being ashamed in our bedroom is one thing. But I don't want to have these feelings in an informal meeting, over coffee or at a social event. And that's what will happen if I find out who he is. I could never look him in the eye without blushing, without letting everyone see how thrilled I am to be near him. I don't want to feel that way, nor do I want to suggest that my marriage to Chris doesn't satisfy me.
Near the bed, I vaguely hear B. getting dressed. Chris suggests walking him out the door, but he refuses, telling him to take care of me instead. That I deserve it. No sooner had he heard the front door close than my lover took the blindfold off my eyes. I blink, trying to get used to this sense I've been deprived of for so long. Fortunately, night has fallen, protecting me from too strong a light.
My mind still foggy, I smile at Chris, who responds with a tender kiss. His hand caresses the back of my neck gently, making me mewl in relief. His lips land gently on my forehead, on my cheeks, on my nose, before returning to my mouth. I'm sticky, and only dream of a good shower followed by a long bath in my husband's arms.
“Did you like it?”
I don't answer, just glare at him. Does he really have any doubts about the pleasure I took? I screamed so much, my throat is hurting. Ok, maybe it hurts for other reasons… I straighten up, suddenly curious.
“He’s really the one who touched me, the third time?”
He understands immediately, and a childish smile crosses his face.
“I showed him how to do it.”
I make an offended pout and grab a cushion, kicking him gently in revenge for this betrayal. He doesn’t fight back, laughing before grabbing my chin to kiss me. He caresses my face, becoming gentle again to ask his usual question.
“So, will you want to do it again?”
I bite my lip before nodding excitedly, squealing an amused chuckle from him. Yet, his brow furrows, seeing that I continue to bite my lip, preventing myself from saying what is on my heart.
“What's the matter?”
“Do you think… Do you think we could do this with more people?”
My cheeks immediately turn scarlet. I don't know if it's the remains of my orgasm that disinhibits me in this way. I never even thought of doing that before this moment. But the idea of being touched by even more people awakens a certain excitement in me.
“Anything you want, Baby. You know I’d do anything to satisfy you.”
I roll my eyes. He said that as if I was the only one enjoying our sessions, when he was the one who dragged us into it. But I let him talk, preferring to snuggle up against him. In this intimate position, I let my mind wandering, fantasizing about those future pleasures he just promised me.
No matter where life takes us. I’ll always let him use me.




4. SHARING THE SUBMISSIVE WIFE





Chapter 1

Stop looking at him, they'll find out.
I gulp as I hear Harry's laughter echoing in the car. A sound that shakes my belly, already twisted with worry... and desire. I didn't think I’d ever see him again. His curly blond hair, his arms covered in tattoos. He’s as attractive as the first time I saw him. I remember it like it was yesterday.
It was at a boring party at Chris’ office. To escape the boredom, my husband guided me away from his colleagues. Sitting on his desk, my skirt pulled up over my hips, I let him kneel between my thighs to taste my forbidden fruit. That’s when Harry arrived. I didn’t even know his name, and yet, I let him watch us without the slightest shame. It was just a game, a way to flirt with the limits. Besides, I thought I’d never see him again, so what was wrong with having a little fun?
But now, here he is. In our car, joking with our friend Joe as if nothing ever happened. I bite my lip, trying to forget the feeling of his burning gaze on my half-naked body. Next to me, Chris is focused on the road. I've always loved watching him drive. For this, as for our sex life, I like to let him take the lead, his dominant male confidence emanating from his every move.
Without my noticing, I go back to watching Harry in the rear-view mirror. But this time he sees it, his eyes piercing through me. My breathing races, my cheeks turn red. I quickly turn my head away, the heat emanating from my body suddenly unbearable. To slow my heart rate, I look outside.
But inevitably, my mind starts to ask the same question that has been nagging at me since the beginning of the trip. Was it him? The stranger Chris invited into our chamber of pleasures a few weeks ago. The one who punished me, who used me for his pleasure before possessing me until I came. I was blindfolded, and I refused to discover his identity once it was over. But many times, I imagined it was him.
It wouldn't be that unlikely. Apparently, these three were inseparable before Harry left the country. Now that he is back, they intend to make up for lost time. And that starts this weekend. We’re on our way to Joe's cabin, in the forest that borders our town. The poor man really needs this change of air. His girlfriend just dumped him, leaving him alone and unhappy. Hearing him laugh so heartily with the others warms my heart.
I take a deep, quiet breath. That's what I have to focus on this weekend. Cheering up my friend. Not thinking of Harry's pretty mouth between my thighs...
◆◆◆
 
With a sigh of relief, I put my weights down. I hadn't planned on working out as soon as we arrived, but with this fickle weather, the boys insisted on doing it. I shouldn't be surprised. Having bodies like theirs doesn't come from sitting on a couch. I sigh. I’d rather have done that, though. But that’s how I am. I have to take on every challenge I face.
Wiping my face, I glance at the three men. Unsurprisingly, my eyes first settle on Harry. How could it be otherwise, when he’s pulling off his shirt, sweat dripping in fine drops between his pecs. I discover that besides the tattoos he has on his arms, he has a much more interesting one. Nestled in the hollow of his finely chiseled stomach, lines of colored ink intertwine, sliding lower and lower inside his gray sweatpants.
I bite my lip. We've done it with another man, but I was blindfolded. Impossible to know who this stranger was. Now I want to do it again. And if I were to choose the person to accompany us… It would be Harry. But how could I tell Chris? It's his friend, he would surely find it weird.
I cheer Joe, lifting heavy weights. He’s not very tall, but he’s by far the most muscular of the three. Without a doubt, a woman would feel safe in his arms, even if she were to be taller than him. I don't really worry about him. He is a kind, hard-working man, with a very cute face. His square jaw, his high cheekbones, his dark gaze matching his jet black hair... He could pose for the biggest magazines without any problem.
My gaze flickers to my husband. Even if I appreciate the vision offered by the muscular bodies of his friends, it's Chris' body that makes me vibrate the most. I don't need him to take off his shirt to see his defined abs, the perfect V of his hips, a natural guide to his vigorous member that so often drives me crazy. He catches me looking at him, a big smile lighting up his face. He licks his lips and winks at me, resuming his exercises, never taking his eyes off me.
I have to put all my energy into staying in control of myself. It's been over a week since we've done anything. In other words, a century for our couple. Since we started exploring BDSM, we have become insatiable. From these practices came an intimacy, a new spark, bringing us closer than ever.
I sigh, looking at the clock. It’s still far away, the time when we will find ourselves together in the privacy of our bedroom. When his hands will slide over me with crazy slowness, awakening in their path all the ardor that my body can contain. Who knows, maybe he found a way to take some of our toys with him? Handcuffs don't take up too much space in a suitcase. A cord to tie me to the bed, either. For the rest, I don't need much more. Oh sure, the gadgets he uses on me drive me crazy, and I wouldn't do without them. But out of the house, I can make do with his hands slapping my ass, his expert fingers exploring my every angle. Who needs vibrations with such a man on hand?
I swallow, realizing that I’m indulging in erotic dreams in the middle of the day, surrounded by these men. I turn my back to them as my nipples are peeking through the tight fabric of my sports bra. A single glance would be enough for one of them to discover my state of excitement. I can't imagine the humiliation I would feel if that were to happen. I wouldn't dare leave my bedroom again, that’s for sure.
It's a risk I don't want to take. Discreetly, I grab my towel and place it in front of me before leaving the room.
A long, cold shower, that's what I need.




Chapter 2

In the darkness of our bedroom, I pace. I've been here for a while, wearing my black lace nightie that shows off my plump breasts so well. I'm more than ready to welcome Chris. But he doesn't seem in a hurry to leave his friends. The last time I saw them, they were deep in discussion in the kitchen. The cold shower I took earlier was useless. I was patient all evening, laughing at everyone’s jokes, enjoying this excellent dinner. But now that's enough. I need my husband, and I need him fast.
Wrapping myself in my bathrobe, I decide to go looking for him. Innocently, to remind him of my presence, and of what he could be doing instead of talking with his friends. Stealthily, I walk down the hall. Their voices are calmer than before. They seem to be talking about serious things. Harry's voice confirms it.
“I'm sorry about your breakup, Joe.”
“Well, that's life. And to be honest, she was a pretty bad sub.”
I frown. Sub… Like submissive? The thing I am to my husband, when we decide to play our darkest games? The dominant and his submissive. Is Joe also into BDSM?
“That's not what I want in my life. I want someone to share everything with. Someone I can laugh with during the day, but who would let herself be tied up at night. I'm starting to think such a woman doesn’t exist.”
“Well, there is hope. Look at Chris, that's what he got.”
“Eh, what can I say? I’m a lucky bastard.”
I remain flabbergasted. Is this conversation really happening? Not only do they talk about BDSM openly, but they also seem to know what's going on between me and Chris in the bedroom? It’s not that it upsets me. But I thought men never shared their private stories with each other.
As I'm about to head back to the bedroom, the wood under my foot creaks. Shit, I've been spotted. I take a quick breath before heading for the kitchen, pretending I'm only arriving now. All three are facing me, looking perfectly impassive.
“Hey Amber, is everything ok?”
“Yes, I just want a glass of water.”
I manage to stammer, heading for the sink, trying not to blush when I feel their eyes on me. I almost jump when Chris approaches me, placing his hand gently on my lower back. He smiles at my reaction, glancing discreetly at his friends. I keep my eyes down on my glass, trying to keep the little composure still in me. His thumb traces light symbols through the fabric of my bathrobe, awakening my desire with this simple contact. He must feel it, speaking to others in the most natural way possible.
“Gentlemen, I believe we’ll leave you now.”
I sketch a pale smile and let myself be guided by my husband. The other two greet us. I could swear, in their "good night" rings a mocking spark. But also a touch of jealousy. Chris is the only one getting lucky tonight.
In the bedroom, I twist my fingers, watching him sit nonchalantly on the bed. If I were to listen to my desires, I would take off my bathrobe in one fell swoop and jump on his lap, imprisoning him with my weight to kiss him with passion. It wouldn't take me more than a few minutes to pull his swollen member out of his sweatpants and impale myself on it, the stretch quickly replaced by a gentle warmth, a long-forgotten pleasure.
But now, despite all this animal desire in me, a little voice is getting louder and louder. I have to ask him. I need to know exactly what the others know. What they are. I cross my arms over my chest, ready to confront him. A smile tugs at the corner of his lips. He knows I heard them.
“You have questions, I guess?”
“How… How exactly did you meet Harry?”
“In a club… An adult one. We had the same interests. All three of us got on well.”
“All three... I thought you met Joe at a bar?”
He gives me a condescending look, as if he can't believe I’m being so naive. I bite my lip. Of course, he wasn't going to tell me about that when I first met Joe, a month after Chris and I had started dating. He never even told me he was into BDSM until I discovered his taste in porn videos a few months ago.
So, both Harry and Joe like this sort of thing. And both are dominant. This hardly surprises me. They are both built for it. They exude a certain natural authority, a certain charisma. I feel a warmth rising in me, imagining these three men imposing their laws on other women. Talking technique and comparing their notes.
“You… You told them what we were doing? Our room… The toys?”
“They know some of it, yes.”
I swallow, nodding slowly. Our room… Oh no, does that mean that-
“Do they know about the cameras? You... You showed them?”
A deep, almost mocking laugh answers my question. He loves it. Making me wait. Letting me worry, wrapping myself in my own thoughts so that the tension overtakes me and makes me a little thing in need of his comfort, his control. It’s twisted, but it makes me wet.
“You really worry that they saw our shows? After all, don't you like it, when Harry’s looking at you?”
My face crumbles at those words as I watch him slowly stand up. He knows everything. It's certain. I can read it in his eyes as he approaches me with his predatory gait that makes me shudder. He doesn't stop until he's inches away from me, leaning down to whisper in my ear.
“Harry and I are like brothers. He told me everything. How you let him watch you while I made you cum. How you couldn't stop staring at him. You were imagining him in my place, weren't you?”
His hand slides over the edges of my bathrobe, dropping it in a snap. His eyes glide over my body, observing this little outfit highlighting my assets. He circles around me, as if I were a prey ready to be devoured.
“Look at you. All dressed up. You thought you deserved a treat tonight, right? A shower of orgasms for your needy little body? You really think I'm going to give it to you, now that I know how you behave?”
A loud and unexpected slap crashes on my buttocks, snatching from me a complaint that I cannot hold back. I feel so ashamed. And worried, too. I know he's not really mad at me. Not to the point of jeopardizing our couple. Otherwise, he would never use it as an excuse for one of our games. And yet, I can't help but fear what comes next.
“I don't know if I still want you, now that I know you act like a slut when you think I don't know. But I am your Master. I know everything about you.”
I'm so stupid. I should have told him straight away that Harry was looking at us, rather than entertain that doubt. Maybe he would have let his friend join us, giving me even more pleasure. Now what will happen? I shiver as he comes closer to my ear, a wicked smile on his lips.
“If you want me to stop, you know what to say. Otherwise, don't count on me to spare you.”
I stand there, shaking. He punished me many times before, finding the craziest excuses to do so. But this time, the reason is very real. And no matter how much fear runs through my veins, I'm not going to say my safe word. Not immediately. I want to receive a punishment for my misconduct. Let him use all the instruments he deems necessary to bring me back to the right path. I will accept his every move. Worse, I’m craving it.
Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs me, steering me with controlled violence towards the bed. In one firm motion, he forces me to my knees, bending my body in two. My breasts find themselves crushed against the mattress, while my butt is presented to him. I dare not move, trying to calm my erratic breathing. I hear him rummaging in his suitcase before coming back to me. The piercing pain on my butt takes me by surprise.
“I’m gonna ruin you, and you’re gonna accept it without flinching. Never again will you disrespect your Master, do you hear me?”
A snap rips through the air, as the leather belt meets the thin skin of my backside at high speed.
“I said, do you hear me?”
“Yes, Master!”
Three rapid blows fall on me, as if to reward the confirmation of my obedience. I don't know how many times he drops his strap on me, or how long this treatment lasts. No matter how hard I try to hold myself back, I feel my throat tighten, tears pooling in the corners of my eyes. I bite the sheets beneath me as the blows continue to fall at regular intervals. But I don’t falter. I've been a bad girl. I deserve my punishment.
After a particularly severe blow, I can't hold back. Behind my back, I slide my hands, placing them gently on my skin reddened by these impacts. I don't even try to massage them, the simple coolness of this contact is enough to bring me even a little comfort. Something I'm not allowed to have.
“Take your hands away.”
I whine, not moving. I just want a few more seconds. A brief respite before the blows fall again to tear my burning skin.
“Take. Your hands. Away.”
He doesn’t need to move. His voice, darker than ever, is enough to make me obey. I tremble, and no sooner have I removed them than a powerful blow comes down where they were standing. A heartbreaking moan escapes my chest, and the tears flow for good. I surrender to my feelings.
It doesn't matter how many more strikes he gives me. I feel drained, and it’s like I can't feel anything anymore when a new impact resonates in the room. I think he senses it and, perhaps in disappointment at not getting any more reaction from me, drops his belt to the ground with a loud clink.
He sits on the bed and grabs me tightly, throwing me into his lap. I'm doubled over, my head dropping to the ground, giving him a plunging sight on my scarlet ass. The tails of my nightgown fall on me, but he doesn't care. All he cares about is the thin lace thong I put on. The piece of fabric doesn't hide much, but he seems happy that I'm wearing it.
I moan as Chris pulls on the strap, applying heavy pressure to my clit. Biting my lip, I savor this delicious friction, like a break of pleasure in this painful journey. I squeal as, in one fell swoop, he manages to tear the fabric, exposing me completely.
My sobs start again as the palm of his hand replaces his belt. Alternating where it falls, it never falters in vigor. To keep the screams from coming out, I slide my fist into my mouth, biting it hard. This doesn’t please my partner. He grabs my arm unceremoniously, crossing it behind my back while never stopping hitting me. He doesn't need to say anything. I know it. He wants the others to hear me. That they take advantage of my humiliation without being able to really take part in it.
Because I'm sure he won't invite them to join us. Not tonight, at least. What happens here must remain between husband and wife. He has to discipline me, and he has to do it alone. No one should interfere with his wishes.
My whole body convulses, the situation made even more uncomfortable by the position he imposes on me. He has never hit me so hard, for so long. My moans are interspersed with litanies of meaningless words. I beg him, promise him never to do it again, that I learned my lesson. But it's useless. For each please I mutter, a new blow comes to tear my inflamed skin. I don't think I’ll be able to sit down tomorrow.
After what seems like hours, the blows slow down, decrease in intensity, until they completely stop. And then, without warning, he grabs my ass with the full hand, his fingers digging into the raw skin. I growl in discomfort, sniffling pathetically. Then he let go, tracing lines and curves on my ass cheeks.
With his fingertips, he slides up my inner thighs, then back up, brushing against my throbbing slit. I think... I think I'm wet. Despite the pain, the fear, and the fatigue felt, this simple contact of his skin against mine is enough to make me moan with pleasure. Something I don't deserve, apparently, because no sooner have I sighed in delight than his hand slams my center, making me buck on him. He holds me firmly, and two new slaps crash between my legs.
Without giving me time to catch my breath, he straightens me up. My head is spinning from the sudden rush of blood, I have to fight to stand. He doesn't care, sternly ordering me to undress completely. In a daze, I manage to comply, miraculously avoiding collapsing in the middle of the room. I don't need to upset him any more than he already is.
“Lie down on your stomach.”
A sigh escapes my lips as I lay down on the cool sheets. If I weren't so scared of the punishment he might inflict on me, I'd roll onto my back to offer that relief to my still burning buttocks. I try to calm my breathing and my tears as he rummages through his things again. I barely react when he gently grabs my wrists between his fingers, wrapping them in a linen cord that he then ties to the iron bedpost. I let myself go like a doll, my ankles in turn attached to each corner of the mattress.
His fingers move up the inside of my leg, gently, gently. This caress alone is enough to make me wet a little more. This week without his touch has made me hungry. Now I just want to feel his body against mine. He could delve into me on the spot, split me in two with his imposing cock, I would thank him for it.
But it's something else that enters my soaked privacy. Two of his fingers insinuate themselves slowly. I moan, not really knowing what to feel anymore as the rest of his hand applies a firm pressure to my buttocks with each of his thrusts, the relief of feeling something inside me disturbed by the unbearable pain emanating from my posterior.
And then, without warning, he removes his fingers. I fidget and complain about this sudden disappearance. For answer, I hear the very distinctive sound of vibrations. My whole body tenses as he approaches the object of my intimacy, straightening my hips so he can place the vibrating ball on my clit.
I moan and whine, the vibrations already intense against me. I know what he has in mind. He's not going to be tender. He wants me to cum, yes. But not in a sensual and gradual way. No, he wants me to come as many times as possible, as soon as possible. Put me through these waves of pleasure until they become unbearable, almost painful.
I'm losing my mind as he makes small circles with the object, adding pressure to the already ample pulsations. I hadn't realized how excited I was, too preoccupied with the pain. Or maybe it's the craving that makes me react so strongly to this forced stimulation. I grit my teeth as a first wave of pleasure hits me, leaving me no choice but to moan out loud.
I would like him to stop the object and fuck me, to offer my core something to contract on. I feel horribly empty, and I know that no matter how many orgasms he forces my body to produce, I won't be satisfied until he's the one touching me, rather than some toy. I scream now, as the vibrations increase even more. I move as I can despite my attached limbs. My breasts feel horribly neglected, yet they are essential to my satisfaction. As best I can, I rub them against the mattress, trying to give them some relief as another orgasm takes hold of me, electrifying every cell in my body.
The spasms barely dissipate when he undoes the cords holding my ankles. He spins me around in one motion, crossing my wrists in the process. I look up at him, meeting his satisfied gaze, before sliding my eyes down his still clothed body. I lick my lips at the sight of his member, taut through his sweatpants. Maybe he will finally give me his cock. I'm so desperate that even taking him in my mouth would be enough to satisfy my most lustful cravings. But I understand that's not his plan.
The vibrator comes back between my legs, making me cry harder. For what seems like long, long minutes, I beg him. He doesn't stop, of course. Only the word red could make him stop. But I don't want to pronounce it. Not yet. I'm not sure I can take any more, and yet I keep going. As a challenge to myself, to see where my real limits are. As he presses the toy harder and harder against my folds, he leans into me.
My eyes widen as his powerful hand closes around my neck. He doesn't squeeze very hard, just enough to make me feel totally at his mercy. Just what it takes to let me go to an ultimate orgasm. I arch my back, my body tense as sparks crackle before my eyes, causing me to lose all sense of time and space.
When I come to my senses, the vibrator is still against my privacy. I barely feel its vibrations, now at a minimum. I lick my lips looking at Chris. Who would have thought that watching a man touching himself on top of you could be so exciting to watch? I'm mesmerized by the movements of his hand down his length, firm and fast. It doesn't take him longer to come over me, painting his seed over my chest still shaken by my last sobs.
Slowly, he undoes the ties hindering my wrists, before getting on the bed beside me, overlooking me. Instinctively, I throw my arms around his neck, clinging to him for some comfort, which he doesn't deny. Gently, he strokes my hair, whispering reassuring words to help me come back to reality. Despite the mists that surround my thoughts, I manage to question him about my greatest fear.
“You… You’re not bad about Harry? I swear, I didn't mean to hide it from you. It's just that-”
“Sssh, calm down. I'm not angry.”
“For real?”
“Why would I be? I’ve always dreamed of sharing you with my friends.”




Chapter 3

Ouch
I curse Chris as I try to find a comfortable position on the wooden bench. I thought that moving into the sauna would make me feel better, but it’s not looking good. Groaning again, I throw a towel under me to try to soothe the irritation. I've never been so sore after one of our sessions. But again, never has he been so hard with me.
Despite the pain, I feel a kind of pride. I managed to withstand his blows, to hold on despite the pain and the emotions that invaded me. I never thought I'd be able to handle it, not without having to say one of my safe words at some point.
After helping me clean up, Chris gently put me down in bed. Comfortably installed in his reassuring arms, we talked for a long time. About our couple, about our life. And naturally, the discussion came back to this idea of not being alone in the bedroom. To invite other men to join us in our intimacy. Being at the cabin with Harry and Joe seems like the perfect occasion.
“I wouldn't let you in anyone’s hands. But them... Them I trust. I know they will take care of you like I would.”
And I trust him with that. He would never put me in danger, no matter his desires or his state of excitement. However, I could not answer him with confidence. The idea is appealing, of course. How many times have I fantasized about this? And these two men are treats for the eyes. Plus, they’re expert in domination, and I feel comfortable around them. I surely couldn't find better people to continue my introduction to the pleasures of group sex.
Chris didn't insist, reminding me I have no obligation whatsoever. That no one had any particular expectations. If I want to do it, fine. If not, it'll just be a nice weekend with friends like we had originally planned.
He wouldn't trust anyone else... This sentence has been running through my mind since this morning. That means when he invited someone the last time... It was one of them. I was blindfolded, and my senses were so heightened that I now can't remember the voice of the man who touched me.
I won’t have an answer to this question, not just yet. When I woke up, the house was empty. Chris left a note by the bed, telling me they were going for a run, that I should rest until they come back. I don't know where they get that energy from. I just want to spend the day wrapped up in a blanket on the sofa, with a good book and hot tea. How can they get out with this pouring rain?
My mind wanders. I imagine them running. Their chest exposed under their rain-soaked shirts. Their messy hair. Their fitted pants revealing the most interesting parts of their anatomy. And then, they would come back. They would get rid of their soaked clothes so as not to flood the whole house.
I squeeze my legs together, imagining bringing them towels. Help them dry off. They would surely be cold. Maybe I could heat them up. I have a whole bunch of ideas so as not to leave them like this, naked and cold. I could drop to my knees and, one by one, take them in my mouth, in my hands.
With my fingertip, I draw a line on my inner thigh, parting the sides of the towel I've wrapped around my body. I close my eyes, letting myself go to the gestures of my hand on my skin. I do not put it immediately between my legs, preferring to go higher up to my breasts. With the tip of my thumb, I play with one point, then the other, sighing with relief.
Yesterday's session did absolutely nothing to quell the fire in me. All this time without being touched by my husband. Without feeling the power of his body against mine. This combined with the idea of these three males ready to take care of me for the rest of the weekend. How could I not be soaked and quivering with desire? If I still had doubts, I am now sure. I want to do it.
My hand slides over my body again, ready this time to give myself the pleasure I’m craving. But as soon as it lands on my privacy, the sauna door opens with a loud creak. I barely have time to close my towel properly when someone enters. Harry. Of course, it had to be him. His hair is soaked from the rain, and all he's wearing is a simple towel wrapped around his hips. I wonder if he's naked underneath.
I shake my head and pull myself together, giving him a slight friendly smile. He sits down on the bench across from me, letting out a long sigh.
“The others are coming back soon. They wanted to run a little more, but I had enough. You slept well?”
I nod, trying in vain to think of something sensible to say to him. Fortunately, he takes care of the conversation, telling me about the path they took, about the bird that startled Chris, him who usually keeps his cool in all situations. I chuckle softly, doing my best to focus on what he's telling me.
But my eyes can't remain indifferent to the sight of sweat beading on his tanned skin. A drop rolls over his muscular abs, falling on his tattoo and disappearing on his towel. I’d like to let my tongue slide there. Trace each of the lines of ink and muscle that cover his perfectly sculpted body.
I clear my throat and fidget, trying to find a new position to regain composure. In the process, I can’t suppress a slight groan of discomfort. The pain in my ass has not subsided, unfortunately. In front of me, a smirk lights up Harry's face.
“He didn't go easy on your punishment, right?”
My lips part in a surprised O. I don't know what to do with myself. I shouldn't be so surprised. Not after Chris made me scream my lungs out, tearing at my skin slap after slap. Seeing my embarrassment, he tries to reassure me.
“The walls are really thin, it’d have been difficult not to hear.”
“Shit, I'm so sorry!”
My cheeks are so red I can feel my entire face burning with shame. I don't know where to stand, not daring to look him in the eye. Instinctively, my hand closes around my towel, squeezing it a little tighter in my fist. As if that could hide my embarrassment, or my excitement.
Because I am turned on. I imagine him lying on his bed, his ears straining to feast on my every sound as he works his taut length, hoping to be there with me, slipping it inside me. It doesn't matter where, as long as he can feel my warmth gripping him until he comes.
“You shouldn't be sorry. You have a very pretty voice when you moan… But that, I already knew.”
I lift my face to him, finally daring to look him in the eye. He already knew it… So it was him, taking me along with my husband in our pleasure room. He who called himself...
“B?”
“Himself.”
I shudder as I watch him slide off the bench to sit next to me. My breathing quickens as the sensations come back to me as if I had just experienced them. The hands of the stranger undressing me. His mouth between my legs giving me intense waves of pleasure. His cock, thick and long, in my mouth, in my pussy.
Oh sure, all this time, I imagined it was him. Fantasized about this body, this face, so attractive. But I can't believe it’s real. It's all almost too good to be true. I lick my lips, his presence next to me intoxicating.
He, too, seems to share this desire for more. I see him move his hand, bring it closer to my knee, before putting it down. I want him to do it. And yet, I feel guilty. We shouldn't do that. Yes, Chris told me he wanted to share me with his friends. But he said nothing about doing it when he's not around.
I struggle to think, as Harry's breath caresses my face, his lips so close to mine. A slight movement, and we could kiss. Yet he pulls back and turns his face to the side. I follow his gaze, intrigued by his serene expression. On the doorstep, Chris stands. A toothy grin on his lips.
“Oh, naughty girl. You're in trouble.”




Chapter 4

I can't believe this is happening to me. That was a trap, no doubt about it. I didn't even fall into it. Not really. And yet, they use this excuse to drag me into one of their dark games. And despite the fear in my heart… I am terribly excited.
Chris made sure I was okay with that. When he entered the sauna, he walked towards me in his predatory gait. Just before he lifted me, he leaned in close, reminding me I could say my safe word and end this in an instant. He even asked me the question to be totally sure, asking me if I wanted to do this. I couldn't speak, surprise and fear filling my stomach. But my vigorous nod was enough for me to be clear, making them both laugh.
So he threw me over his shoulder, and I struggled a bit. This demonstration of insubordination was quickly greeted by a slap on my sore buttocks. This simple gesture was enough to make me stop fighting. Unceremoniously, he dropped me in the middle of the living room, the cold floor against my knees making me shiver. Along the way, the towel that wrapped around my body fell to the ground. I am now completely naked, at the mercy of these three men.
My cheeks are already red with shame when Chris catches my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. For a moment, he leaves behind his role of dominator to give me an encouraging smile. A final wink and he steps back, calling out to the other two.
“I don't know who gave me such a wife. No matter how much I discipline her, it doesn't get me anywhere. I'm going to need your help. And remember… Have no mercy.”
I shiver, suddenly impressed by the situation. I'm naked and on my knees, totally vulnerable in front of these men towering over me. Joe is the first to emerge from his contemplation. Without hurrying, he heads for a chest in the corner of the room. I can't help but open my mouth in astonishment when I see its contents. To think that we came here dozens of times without me suspecting what he kept in this trunk. His collection isn't as impressive as ours, but he certainly has everything needed.
Meticulously, he wraps a rope around my limbs, making me shudder at this rough yet pleasurable passage. He seems to master his knots perfectly. I wonder if he was the one who taught Chris. I squeal as he grips my arms, pinning them behind my back. My breathing quickens. As much as I love the feel of the rope against my skin, being tied up like this, deprived of my arms while my legs are wide open, only accentuates the position of vulnerability I find myself in.
I hold my breath as I see Chris coming over to me with something I've never tried before. A gag, not to silence me, but to keep my mouth open. At the mercy of their desires. Because know it, if they put that on my face, it's not for decorum. It's to use my mouth as they please.
I clench my jaw, suddenly worried. With my hands tied behind my back, and this terrifying gag in my mouth, will I be able to let them know if I’m not okay? I know the code. Tap three small taps with my foot, stop, tap again. They are three. Someone will see it if I have to use it. But I can't help but worry.
“You regret it now, don’t you? I warned you, though. Disrespecting your master is a big mistake. Open your mouth.”
I swallow and look up at him, hoping to soften him up. He clicks his tongue in a sound of disapproval before firmly grabbing my jaw, forcing me to open my mouth. My chest heaves erratically as I watch the object move closer to my mouth. He pretends to ignore it, perfectly in his role. I try to control my emotions, accepting the gag despite my survival instincts screaming at me to fight against it.
“You’re so cute with your mouth open like that.”
He gently caresses my face. It could be a tender gesture, but I think it’s another way to dominate me, to show his superiority. I tremble, fear bringing tears to my eyes. I don't want to react like that, but it's stronger than me. These restraints, this gag. The stern looks of these men looming over me without saying a single word. This silence is killing me, as only my muffled moans echo through the room.
I close my eyes and try to reason with myself. Everything is fine. I am safe. It's just a game. Patiently, the three men wait for me to calm down on my own. When I open my eyes again, my breathing is back to normal. Only a few silent tears run down my flushed cheeks.
It's Harry's turn to approach. Slowly, he kneels beside me, pushing a lock of hair that has fallen in front of my eyes. Then he grabs my breasts made bigger by the rope that encloses them. A pathetic squeal escapes me as he twists my tips between his fingers, squeezing them tighter and tighter. My privacy clenches at this feeling, and I must resist the temptation to close my legs. He would punish me if I moved.
From his pockets, he takes out two small objects that look like jewelry. They're nipple clamps, like Chris used dozens of on me. But I've never seen some like these. I frown, noticing the bells mounted on each of the clamps.
“Your husband wants you to learn patience.”
I'm shivering. His tone is more serious than usual, sending a shock to the pit of my stomach. Gone the friendly, laughing Harry. Here, he’s a dom. He expects respect and listening, or else there will be consequences. I try not to moan as he squeezes one of the clamps on my tits.
“You are not allowed to move. If you disobey, you’ll be punished.”
I'm shaking, and immediately one of the bells starts ringing. There's no way to lie, no way to hide my movements. They can stop looking at me, those damn bells will tell them the second I move even an inch. The tears start to flow again, and I have to concentrate not to sob and make noise. There's no way I'm escaping my punishment. And with my butt so sore, it's going to be hard to maintain a still position.
Chris and Joe sit on the couch, as if I'm not there, naked and exposed in the middle of the living room. Harry walks over to me and puts a blindfold over my eyes. Then he leans back into my ear.
“I'm going to give you a minute to pull yourself together. After that, it's in your best interest to keep calm. Understood?”
I nod my head quickly, to which he answers with a whispered good girl. Surprisingly, the deprivation of my sight helps me to calm down. It's easier to focus on my breathing. One minute is very short time. I try not to think about it. I inhale deeply, then exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale…
Somehow, I manage to relax, and for a moment, I think I’ll be able to survive this ordeal. But my hope is short-lived. A loud sound makes me jump, the bells attached to my breasts shaking loudly.
I can’t believe it. They just turned on the TV. Like nothing ever happened. As if it were a normal day, spent on his couch watching sports with old friends. As if I weren't there, naked and offered to them, totally at their disposal.
I don't know why, I find it very humiliating. That's not what should worry me, though. I moved, and my one-minute deadline is long past. I’m gonna be punished. I try not to tremble as I feel a towering presence near me. Which of the three men came? It doesn't really matter. Not when a crop slams on my still sensitive ass.
Hands grip my shoulders, holding me upright as I try to regain my composure. I know it, I'm going to have to show a lot of coolness to survive this ordeal they want to inflict on me. The man walks away, leaving me in complete solitude as they comment on the game.
The tears well up again as I feel the saliva dripping from my open mouth. Impossible to swallow. Everything has to come out, flowing over my breasts and onto the floor below my knees. I feel deeply humiliated, thus abandoned in a corner of the room in this degrading position. I want them to touch me. Let them be near me. Even if that means suffering their powerful assaults. I’m willing to take pain, if that means feeling the warmth of another human being against me.
A sob shakes my body despite myself. Bells ring, and I squeak pathetically as one of them approaches me again. Three crop impacts fall in close, making me scream in pure pain. Again, he straightens me up, holding me while I regain my composure before walking away again.
I don't know how long it lasts. My senses are too confused for me to get any time information from listening to the game. The tears dry up, giving way to a sweet unconsciousness. But that's only short-lived. My body is starting to struggle to hold this awkward position. My legs are shaking more and more, and soon my whole chest is following, making the little bells ring again.
My face twists into a grimace. Oh no. I don't think I can take any more. This time, it's no longer a crop, but a large hand that falls on my ass. Once. Twice. Thrice. On the fifth blow, I can't take it anymore, and I fall forward. My ass is in the air, my face crushed to the floor as I cry pathetically.
I wait for them to straighten me up, to continue to punish me, but it’s not what is happening. Suddenly, I feel a heat on my buttocks. Gently, one of the boys massages my inflamed skin. I sigh with relief and gratitude for this first gesture of compassion.
I moan as a finger traces the length of my slit, making me realize how soaked I am. I hadn't noticed the excitement that had started to trickle down my thigh as they inflicted me incomparable humiliation. I meow with pleasure at this touch so light, so contrasting with the blows that fell on me before.
The finger slips into my soaked privacy, making me arch my back as much as the ropes allow me. If my mouth were not kept bound, I would thank my benefactor, and beg him for more. After these long moments of feeling so alone in the world, these simple caresses are an indescribable relief.
I let out a moan of disappointment as the hand pulls away, leaving me empty. But not for a long time. I struggle a little, groaning a little as the finger returns, this time to my most secret entrance. I'm used to it now, and yet it's always a little difficult to welcome something there.
I see nothing, but I hear a very distinctive sound. That of the lubricant that is squeezed out of its tube. I twitch, making me feel that finger wiggling inside me even more. What if they claimed me directly, with no other preliminary than these few rare stimulations? I'm not sure I could handle it.
My toes clench as, slowly, a wand replaces the finger. The person holding it is meticulous, pushing the balls in one by one, watching my every breath. If I struggle a little too much, he slows down, giving me time to get used to this ball before inserting another. Soon, I am completely filled. I manage to breathe a sigh of relief, gradually getting used to the presence of this intruding object in me.
But this respite is only short-lived. A hand grabs my hair, forcing me to sit up again. The hand slides over my face, wiping away a few lingering tears before plunging his fingers into my mouth. First, he plays with me, tracing the outline of my parched lips. I try to go with the flow, sticking my tongue out to meet him. The three men laugh to see me respond to this stimulation.
I try not to vomit as the fingers slide over my tongue, digging ever deeper into my mouth. I inhale deeply through my nose to stay calm. If I cannot bear this intrusion, how could I bear their dicks? I don't know what Joe looks like naked, but I already know that the other two are very well endowed, standing the comparison to some porn actors.
“What do you think? She’s ready?”
In response, I hear grunts worthy of beasts, and the sound of a zipper being undone. A first erect member approaches me. I straighten up, trying to take the best position, even though I know it well, with my arms tied behind my back and my mouth wide open, I won't be able to do much but suffer his rhythm.
With the tip of my tongue, I meet this dick so eager to be taken. In small swigs, I taste this taut end, already wet with the pre-cum of its owner. The latter does not let me play like this for long, pushing his member into me. Inch by inch, he insinuates himself, letting out a string of curses.
A few tears of discomfort bead on the corner of my eyes as his comings and goings become more pressing, faster. My whole body moves under these assaults, the bells tinkling at full speed. I can feel it, he’s soon coming to his end. Promptly, he withdraws from my mouth to let his seed spurt out on my breasts stretched by the ropes. The others chuckle softly.
“I've known you more resilient, Joe!”
“Shit, have you seen her? How do you want to hold back to that?”
My cheeks blush at this compliment. Chris is flattered too, laughing softly, and approving of his friend's comment. Patiently, I wait for the next one to appear. There's something terribly exciting about being used like this. Relaxing, too. I don't have to worry about satisfying them. I know that no matter what, they will be. Harry’s voice makes me shiver.
“Don't worry, we won’t ask you to recognize us this time.”
Before I can laugh at this remark, a new cock enters my mouth. I won't try to figure out who it is, remembering their twisted game all too well. They punished me every time I got it wrong, humiliating myself by being unable to recognize my own husband.
I moan as he squeezes my hair between his clenched fist, rocking me hard on his member. I do my best to relax my throat and welcome him, despite my aching jaw and tired limbs from being contorted like this. Fortunately, his end is coming quickly too. They must all be as excited and craving as I am, especially after the show we put on last night.
I cough as he unexpectedly comes into my mouth, holding my face firmly to make sure I take it all in. He jerks away, cum falling from my mouth that I can't close, dripping onto my breasts, onto the floor. I pray that the next one goes quickly. I'm starting to have a hard time keeping this position. I gasp of astonishment as I feel hands work at the back of my face, undoing the loop of the gag. I cough again when it comes off, trying to regain sensation. Slowly, a warm hand begins to massage my jaw.
“You did well baby.”
I smile at this compliment from my husband. I believe he is the last to have to come inside my mouth, although I am not sure. A cry of surprise escapes my mouth as a slap crashes down on my breasts, followed by a second. The nipple clamps are removed, quickly replaced by vigorous fingers. I moan in mingled pleasure and pain as my tips are pinched, pulled, in the most delicious of motions. This gesture alone would be enough to make me come, as this zone is especially erogenous to me. But it looks like they have another idea in mind.
“I think she deserves a reward, right?
Two pairs of hands grab me and gently lay me on my back. My arms get pinned against the floor, as the rope around my legs forces me to keep them bent and apart. My privacy totally exposed to the lustful eyes of these men. I don't need to see them to know the gleam in their eyes.
“How about a competition? Whoever makes her cum wins the right to take her first.”
I can't help but smile at the contest being thrown around. It's as if they were students again, giving each other stupid challenges to impress a girl. In this case, the girl is me. And at first sight, the pleasure I should receive will be enough to impress me. I shudder, feeling fingers creeping on my thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps on its passage.
I moan shamelessly as my left breast finds itself trapped in a wet mouth, a tongue playing expertly over my pointed nipple. The fingers are not left out, sliding from my entrance to my clit, from my clit to my entrance. I arch my back a little more, hoping to make him understand that I want him lower. His tongue on my mount, his fingers inside. Oh, I could ask, I'm not gagged anymore. But I don't want to risk upsetting these dominant males. Complaining would be like saying they are not doing the right thing. And that's not something they're going to let me imply. They might stop, not want to touch me anymore. Maybe they'd go back to watching their stupid game instead of caring about me.
The fingers do a little dance over my clit, before finally plunging into me, making me moan pathetically. I'm just a little thing in heat, ready to do anything for even an ounce of pleasure. I let out a moan as a phone alarm rings in the room, and this man leaves me there.
“Your turn. Thirty seconds for you too.”
Really, they set a timer? If I weren't so desperate to cum, I'd be laughing at them. But it's a moan that comes out of my mouth. Lips have just captured my clit hungry for stimulation. I am lulled by this wet heat, by this tongue performing a frantic dance on my mount of pleasures.
I growl and wriggle as I can despite my bonds. Time is up again. This competition looks strangely like an attempt to deny me an orgasm. One time, two times, three times. Each in turn, they go over and over me, kissing me, touching me. Who will do it the best, who will find the best angle, the best position? I'm shaking, on the verge of begging them all to take me to get it over with. But I bite my lip. It is up to them to lead the dance.
Again, someone settles between my legs. His mouth is warm and pleasant, sucking on my clit like it was a small candy. His fingers don’t enter me, despite my little strokes of the hips encouraging him to do so. Instead, his hands move up, caressing my sides slowly before grabbing my breasts. I arch my back under these delicious pinches. That's what I missed to come. I gasp harder and harder, my body heaving with desire. I can only pray that the timer doesn’t deprive me of the orgasm that is building in me.
“I’m gonna… Please, can I come?”
The men laugh at my request. They are lenient, giving me permission to let myself go to these electric waves that sweep my whole body. That’s a good thing, I wouldn't have been able to hold them back.
I come back to myself when Joe removes the blindfold that still covered my face. I blink, getting used to the ambient light. Between my legs, Chris does not stop, licking every last drop of my excitement. I smile as I meet his gaze, glowing with pride that I was the one to bring me here.
“It's not fair, you're her husband, you knew what to do.”
Chris laughs softly before getting up. Without the slightest effort, he lifts me up. With the same ease, he throws me on his shoulder before leading us to the nearest couch. I shiver, eager to see what he wants to do with me. Because one thing is certain, this orgasm was not enough. I want more. Much more.
With assurance, he places me astride his lap, my back leaning against his muscular chest. Thus positioned, my legs are wide apart, shamelessly offering the vision of my soaked pussy to our guests. I thought he was going to plunge inside me immediately, but he doesn't. Instead, he prefers to reposition me on one of his knees, my clit pressed against his leg.
A small squeal escapes me as he begins to slide me onto his thigh, still covered in his pants. I can not say if the feeling is pleasant or painful, as my clit is sensitive from its recent orgasm. His hands on my hips are firm, giving me no respite. I sigh with relief as the other two stare at us, mesmerized by my husband's expert gestures. My feet bend, I could almost come like this, if he decided to go on long enough for that. But he has another idea in mind.
“You’re gonna be a good girl now? Show them how well you take me?”
I nod, longing to finally feel him inside me after these long days without his skin against mine. Wasting no time, he pulls his cock out of his pants, swollen and ready to sink into me. He grabs me again, helping me line up with his outstretched member. I lick my lips as I slowly move down his length. I let him control the speed, his hands gripping my hips to steady me.
My gaze goes from Harry to Joe, from Joe to Harry. They both smile at me, apparently happy with the spectacle they are witnessing. Already I can see their dicks harden again as my moans echo around us. My whole body is shaking, devastated by the quick movements of my lover. His arm wraps around my shoulders, pulling me closer to him. His other hand slowly descends along my chest shamelessly offered to our viewers.
The other two jerk off while looking at me, and I almost hope that they come closer to cum on me. But I know they will prefer to preserve themselves for a less solitary exploration. Secretly, I hope that my back entrance won’t be visited only by the wand still inside.
My head falls back on Chris' shoulder as his fingers apply pressure to my clit. His hip thrusts become more and more abrupt, less and less precise. I contract myself too, ready to come in record time around his cock so perfect. It fits me so well, it’s as if it has been molded into me. The perfect alliance between our bodies. No doubt we were made for each other. I can't hold back anymore. I must come again.
“Please, Master. Fill me.”
Despite the haze that begins to form before my eyes, I manage to see the reaction that this plea causes in the other two. Something very animal. Breeding. Do they imagine themselves coming into me too, filling me with long spurts until I am totally full, fertilized by their seeds?
This lustful thought completely finishes me off. My whole body tenses, held back by Chris' strong arms around me. In a long groan, I feel him empty inside me, his member milked by my throbbing intimacy.
It doesn't take me more than a few moments to come to myself, despite the power of this orgasm. My position is really uncomfortable. Who knows how long I've been tied up like this, my arms contorted behind my back? And yet, this discomfort disappears completely, giving way to fear, when I see Joe approaching me, a knife in his hand.
My breathing quickens, my chest heaving in fear as his blade brushes against the thin skin of my belly. With the tip of his blade, he traces a light line from my navel to my lower abdomen, without pressing enough to make me bleed. Chris's kisses against my shoulder reassure me.
I almost jump when, with a sharp blow, Joe cuts one of the knots holding my leg prisoner. It's definitely not the first time he's done this. With as much dexterity, he cuts in other places, gradually freeing me from this embrace that was so reassuring and so uncomfortable at the same time.
He helps me up, holding me despite my shaky legs. My body has been through so much since the start of our session, it's starting to get tired. Harry steps closer, pressing his back to my chest, bringing me warmth and comfort with this simple gesture. Slowly, he begins to caress my arms, my shoulders, to help me remove the numbness that still holds them. His support is not too much, as my body seems so flaccid after all these treatments.
Flaccid, they are not. Joe smiles at me before lifting me up, my legs automatically wrapping around his waist. Almost immediately, I feel his vigorous cock entering me. He’s not as long as Chris, but he’s thicker. I hiss a little at this new friction in my harassed intimacy, trying to get used to this stretch he imposes on me.
It doesn't stop until I reach the end of it. His hands firmly embrace my ass, reminding me all too well of the various punishments they inflicted on it. He knows what it does to me, I see it in his eyes. He's a sadistic dominant, apparently. Rope expert, knife expert. To think I didn’t see in him anything else than Chris’ best man. The nice and funny guy, always ready to help. Appearances can be deceptive, it seems. After all, who would guess that Chris and I have an entire room dedicated to sex?
I snap out of my thoughts as he slowly pulls away from me, before diving back in, impaling me fully on his cock eager to explore my wet cave. Behind me, Harry leans a little closer, kissing my neck. I can feel his erection rubbing against my back. He too needs to come into me.
I squeak when one of his hands slide between my ass cheeks, playing with the wand still installed in me. My head falls back on his shoulder as I savor these combined sensations. I pout when he removes the toy entirely, tossing it into the corner of the room. He laughs softly when he sees my face. Oh, I know he won’t stop there. And yet, he makes sure that I’m okay with me. Sliding his finger over my enlarged hole, he whispers in my ear.
“You’re gonna take me there?”
I bite my lip. I would like to tell him yes, even beg him to hurry and come inside me. But I’m not the one who should decide. My master is. I turn my head towards Chris. He’s comfortably installed on the sofa, his eyes shining to see his wife in the hands of other men. He smiles at me, visibly pleased that I haven't forgotten my position. I am the submissive, he is the dominant, even when he’s not the one touching me. With a wave of his hand, he told Harry to continue. I lick my lips, muttering a "thank you Master" which draws smirks from the men.
There is no doubt. I like what they do to me. I'm a slut for these men who handle me so roughly, and I'm not going to hide it. Not when it makes me feel this good. I have never felt so alive, so good about myself since we started exploring this kind of games.
My fingers close over Joe's muscles as his friend begins to thrust inside me, his member covered in a healthy dose of lube. I take a deep breath. This is the first time that another man than Chris comes this way. He’s not as thick as him, but he’s longer. His cock keeps sinking inside me, never seeming to end.
When he finally fills me up to the hilt, I have to ask them to wait a bit, between two gasps of discomfort. I feel so full. This is only the second time that I’m welcoming two men inside me. The sensation is far from natural, although I know it will soon be delicious.
The two whisper words of encouragement to me, caress my hair, my sides, to restore my confidence. I have endured everything with flying colors so far. I can do it. I can do it. Slowly, Harry begins to move, helping me get used to his size. When he feels me relaxed, Joe follows. Soon, my sighs of discomfort are replaced by moans of pleasure.
They don't spare me. Never mind the hours spent being punished, humiliated, tied up. Never mind that I've already made them cum with my mouth. They want more. They want to possess me in every possible way. And I love that. I love feeling them drill inside me, alternating their movements so I have no moment of respite, always having one of their cocks vigorously pounding me.
My screams echo throughout the room as I receive a full pounding. Fortunately, we’re in an isolated cabin deep in the woods, otherwise a neighbor would surely have already called the police. I bite my lip, imagining the reaction of the officer seeing us like this, naked and sweaty, indulging in these most bestial acts. Perhaps he would like to join us.
My breathing becomes increasingly ragged as Harry slips one of his hands between me and Joe. I completely lose my footing as he expertly rubs my clit in time with their thrusts. I can't moan, let alone think, as a third orgasm sends my whole body shaking. Under the waves of pleasure, my back arches, my head falling violently on Harry's shoulder. I can’t see anymore. I can't hear anymore. I'm just a rag doll, tossed around with their final movements, until both of them come inside me.
Slowly, they take turns withdrawing before carrying me to Chris. With delicacy, my husband takes me in his arms, rocking me gently to help me come down from these intense sensations. He doesn't seem the least bit disgusted by his two friends' seed running down his thigh. He strokes my hair, kisses my forehead before resuming with a starved smile.
“Rest a little. You’ll need it. We're not done with you yet.”




Chapter 5

I sigh with relief as our house finally appears at the end of the street. This trip has seemed endless. My whole body is bruised, the marks left by my lovers making me suffer at the slightest movement.
And yet, I regret absolutely nothing.
Chris didn't lie when he told me they weren't done with me. The rest of the weekend wasn't as intense as our first session, but it was just as interesting. It only took a look, a smile, for one of them to do it again, gently caressing my body before taking it as he wanted.
They took good care of me, too, making sure that I felt good at all times, checking that I didn't suffer too strong a backlash after these exchanges that were trying for my body and my mind. But the truth is, I've never felt better. I will surely regret it for the rest of the week, when I will remember their passage every time I have to sit down.
I smile, remembering Joe's sweetness. Considerate as always, he laid me on the sofa, bringing me tea and cookies, putting a movie on the TV for me to relax. Then, he left for his bathroom, returning to the living room with a jar of lotion he handed to Chris.
It made me chuckle that he didn't want to be the one applying the ointment to my bottom. He and Harry touched me absolutely everywhere, degrading me in every way possible. And yet, laying their hands on me after our sessions were over was not something they could conceive of. It was something that belonged to my husband, and my husband only. The boundaries between our relationship and them well defined.
Chris is, as usual, very attentive, hurrying to open my door to help me out of the vehicle before leading me into our house. With the same gentleness as at the chalet, he makes sure I’m comfortable before leaving to unload the car.
I sigh with relief. If I am treated like a dog during our sessions, the care he puts after them makes me feel like a queen. Without a doubt, these practices have strengthened our couple. And I know it won't end there. As he sits down next to me, enjoying the happiness of being home again, I decide to revive a discussion we had with the boys at the cabin.
“Those parties you talked about… The ones you went to before we met.”
“At the club?”
“Yes… I think… I think I would like you to take me there.”
“For real?”
“For real.”
He licks his lips, and in his eyes, I can see a gleam of excitement. He leans towards me, gently kissing my temple. In a breath, he promises me.
“As soon as you recover from this weekend, we’ll take you there. You'll see, you're going to love being tied up in public. You're gonna drive them all crazy. My perfect, perfect little wife. »
I reply with a proud smile, before snuggling tenderly against him. Right now, I want nothing more than his comforting presence. But I know it. Soon, he'll be dragging me deeper into lust.
I can’t wait.




5. DOMINATING THE SUBMISSIVE WIFE





Chapter 1

Shack!
The whip falls again. A long moan echoes through the dimly lit room. Like many guests, my eyes are fixed on this magnificent woman, abandoning herself to her dominant. I hold on to my husband a bit tighter. We haven't been here for ten minutes, and I already feel lost in this unknown world.
Chris is in his element. Before we got married, he was a regular. It's been several months since he introduced me to BDSM. He even invited some of his friends to join us in our chamber of pleasure, making me discover the joy of being taken by several men at the same time.
But tonight, I face a completely new situation. In this large house that I don’t know, I find myself surrounded by dozens of strangers. They are all dressed for the occasion. Leather, lace or birth suits, there’s something for everyone.
Nervously, I tug at the hem of the little black dress Chris made me wear. Nobody is really looking at me, and yet I feel more exposed than ever. My lover closes his hand on my waist before leaning towards me.
“Stop worrying. You’re perfect.”
I bite my lip, trying to regain my confidence. I was the one who asked to come here, in this grand mansion just outside the city. Since he told me about this place, I haven't stopped thinking about it, fantasizing about the idea of finding myself in the middle of all these people sharing the same lustful activities as us.
A man walks comes forward, visibly thrilled to see us. With undisguised enthusiasm, he shakes hands with Chris. Then he turns to me, introducing himself. He’s Master D, owner of the premises and Great Organizer of this party. As he and Chris talk, I watch him out of the corner of my eye. He must be in his fifties, maybe a little older. Despite the few wrinkles in the corners of his dark eyes and his salt-and-pepper hair, I don’t see the age difference between us. He’s terribly attractive, his suit revealing his square shoulders and his muscular arms.
My body tenses when he observes me in turn. His eyes sparkle, and he licks his lower lip in a very sexy way. Out of modesty, I lower my eyes and move imperceptibly closer to Chris, regaining his protective warmth.
“I understand why Chris has been neglecting our parties for so long. With such a lovely wife, I too would have given up everything.”
I dare not raise my head, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment... And excitement. To receive a compliment from such an attractive man flatters me terribly.
“My friends, I let you discover the house. I'm sure we’ll meet again later.”
I shudder. His tone leaves no doubt. It's not to chat that he wants to see us again. Slowly, Chris puts his hand on my lower back, guiding me forward. He leads me to the bar, where he orders us a drink. No alcohol. We need to keep our minds clear to fully enjoy this evening.
I smile at the pretty waitress. My eyes can't help but glide over her finely sculpted body. All she has on is a thin thong and two nipple covers. Just like me, she wears a leather collar around her neck, the sign of our submissive position.
Sipping my drink, I observe the place. I try to get used to the sounds, the lights, the perfumes. On a sofa a few feet from me, a woman is surrounded by two men. The top of her dress is undone, revealing her opulent breasts. Head tilted back, she indulges in the gentle caresses of her lovers.
The crack of a whip makes me jump. In the middle of the room, on the stage set up for the occasion, a woman is tied up. Blow after blow, she gratefully receives what her dominant offers her. As I'm mesmerized by this sight, a man walks up to Chris, whispering in his ear. My husband smiles, visibly satisfied.
Without giving me any further explanation, he takes my glass and places it on the counter before ordering me to follow him. I would like to ask him a thousand questions. But I know my place. I must obey him, not question him. It’s the rule. When we are in these moments, I must submit to his will.
He seems to know the place like the back of his hand as he guides me to a door at the end of a long hallway. When I enter the room, my mouth opens in surprise. I expected to find a dungeon room, with ropes, chains. And here I am, projected into a movie set. In the middle of this small room is a games table. Three men are already seated there. Among them, Master D, a cigar stuck between his fleshy lips. He watches me longingly, detailing my every curve before addressing Chris.
“I saved you the best place to celebrate your return. But before you sit down, don't forget to show the money.”
With my eyes, I follow the movement of his hand. Only then do I see the three young women lined up along the wall, all wearing collars around their necks. We’re four women. For four men. I suddenly realize what is going to happen here. I swallow, both excited and nervous. Men are going to play, but not for money.
No.
For us.




Chapter 2

Breathe, Amber, you can do it.
Lined up with the others, I try to control my anxiety. I have a knot in my stomach at the idea of not being good enough. After all, I’m one of the curiosities of the evening. The reason Chris gave up BDSM for years. They must have imagined incredible things about me. What a disappointment it must be for them to find out that I'm just the most ordinary girl.
And yet, all the men around the table seem satisfied with what they see. I regain a little confidence and straighten up. Christ would never have brought me here if he hadn't had faith in me and my talents. For now, all I have to do is focus on staying perfectly still. I must not disappoint my master.
Soon, the game begins. Strip poker. Except that it is not the players who undress, but the submissive. And the big winner will leave with the woman of his choice for a very intimate session.
I quietly squeeze my thighs. I should find that degrading. But it turns me on more than anything. I had confided to Chris the desire to be played at auction. The risk of being won by someone other than him. Not having a say. To be treated as a simple object that can be exchanged endlessly. All of this makes me more eager than ever.
I wonder who my husband will choose if he wins. Maybe me, to defend my honor and his in this scoundrel game. But I'm not sure. He can have me whenever he wants. Why would he deprive himself of the chance to touch another woman? We've done it with other people in the past. But each time, it was with men that he shared me. Never have I let him join another woman's arms. I wonder how I would feel if that were to happen.
The game starts slowly. Men are playful. They don't make us undress right away, preferring to tease us by making us take off an earring, a bracelet. I can't really follow the game, too focused on maintaining my position. I just obey the orders given to me.
From time to time, I look up at Master D. He too often looks at me. Examines me from every angle. I wonder what he would do with me if he were to win the game and claim me. I know little about him. Only that he brought Chris into this world, teaching him the ropes of being a dominant.
I shudder. The man has just laid down his cards and issued an order to me. He won this round, and he wants me to take my dress off. This is what he has decided, and I must submit. I hesitate for a moment before making up my mind. After all, it's not much different from the times we broadcast our sex life on the internet. How many times has Chris made me strip naked in front of the camera, proudly exposing my naked body to the world? Here, there are only three men. Nothing compared to the hundreds of people who can see me on their screens.
Slowly, I slide my dress down my arms. I try to make the movement as sensual as possible. After all, being claimed by the winner is winning too, right? What an honor it would be to be selected among these three other magnificent women.
With a sudden surge of confidence, I lock my eyes into Master D's, savoring each of his micro-expressions. Like all other dominants, he remains in control of himself. And yet, in his eyes, I can see a glimmer of desire. Chris forbade me to wear a bra tonight. So when my dress falls at my feet, I reveal my almost naked body.
My cheeks flush a light pink as I see the approving smiles of the men around the table. In my husband's eyes, I can see a certain pride. Sure, he doesn't regret taking me now. Master D crushes his cigar.
“Enough playing, it's time to win one of those beauties.”
With these few words, the atmosphere in the room changes completely. It’s no longer a simple game between friends, but a real competition. These men are dominant, Alpha males. No matter how much respect and friendship they have for each other, the desire to win will always be the strongest. In my belly vibrates a new sensation. Fear and excitement mix. I have only one desire: to be possessed by one of these men.
And yet, the idea of having to submit to someone else than my husband terrifies me. I have complete confidence in him. No matter what he does to me, he knows me, my limits. He would never put me through more than I could take. I know Chris wouldn't put me under anyone’s hand. But will another be able to detect my limits, my fears, and my most intimate desires?
I think I’m about to find out. With a victorious smile, Master D has just shown his cards. He won. And given the carnivorous smile he gives me, I already know who he’s choosing. Discreetly, I glance at Chris. I can't read the expression on his face. He’s perfectly stoic. Is he mad to have lost me? Glad that I fell into the hands of his mentor?
I won't know right away. Already, the man gets up and approaches me. Gently, he grabs my hand and, like a gentleman, places a light kiss on my knuckles. Then he greets his competitors and leads me to a door at the back of the room. I enter a space empty of all furniture, except for a closet which I imagine filled with accessories. Despite the tremors that take me, I try to stay as still as possible. Chris trained me well. I'm a sub, I have nothing else to do but wait for an order to be given to me and execute it.
The man approaches and circles around me, sizing up my body with an expert gaze. He doesn't touch me. Nor does he smile at me or give me the slightest sign of comfort. Discreetly, I clench my fists, trying to focus on my quickening breathing.
“I don't know what your husband told you about me. One of my passions is trapping beautiful women. Binding their bodies with ropes. Make them slaves of my good will without them being able to do anything about it.”
I shiver as his hand caresses my back. With his fingertips, he draws an imaginary line on my skin, going up and down as he pleases. It's so light that I barely notice when he stops doing it. He stands in front of me, watching my breasts, my belly, my neck. Then he walks away, fetching all the necessary equipment for our session.
“As soon as I saw you, I knew I wanted to put ropes on you. You have the perfect body for this. Chris is a lucky man.”
He returns with a long rope in his hands. He stops a few feet from me, a mischievous smile on his lips.
“You're not one to speak without permission, it seems. Good. You've been trained well. We'll begin. I assume you know your safe words? I will play with you, push you to your limits. I really want you to last until the end, can you do this for me?”
“Yes, Sir.”
I manage to breathe out my answer in a hoarse voice, provoking a smile from my one-night dominant. I bite my lip as his hands land firmly on me. I can't help worrying. How far will he push the game? Will I be able to satisfy him? So far, I seem to win everyone's approval, making my husband proud. I wouldn't want to disappoint him by not being able to endure his mentor's treatment.
Already, the man gets to work. Expertly, he slides his rope around my bare skin. The knots accumulate, forming geometric designs all along my body. One after another, he lifts my breasts to encircle them better. He is careful not to touch the tips already erected by desire. My breathing quickens slightly as he descends ever lower on my body.
Like a snake on its prey, the rope wraps around my thighs, my hips, in a perfectly mastered harness. I think he's done with it, but he proves me wrong. A soft squeak escapes my mouth as the rope slips between my legs. Firmly, he passes it against my clit still covered with my lace panties. This is the first time I experience this feeling. When Chris ties me up, he always makes sure to keep access to my most private parts. Master D doesn't seem interested in that part of me. Maybe he’s one of those people who sees Shibari as an art, a way to express his creativity without getting any sexual arousal from it?
This is not my case, as the rope between my legs reminds me. It brings just the right amount of pressure to my already swollen clit. Discreetly, I arch my back a little, trying to test these new sensations in my body. But the master isn’t fooled, he’s not a newbie. A loud slap crashes down on my ass, before he takes my chin firmly between his fingers.
“Don't start fretting. You don't want your master to be disappointed in you, right?”
His deep voice makes me shudder. I hasten to shake my head from left to right to show that I understand. He whispers a soft well, before releasing me. Suddenly, I feel pulled back. My exhalation quickens as, slowly, my body moves away from the ground.
I hadn't realized that my rope had gone through hooks in the ceiling. It's the first time I’m suspended like this, and I suddenly feel very impressed by the situation. I'm afraid it will hurt. That I’ll completely lose control. Thus lifted in the air, I no longer have control of anything. The slight swaying of my body and my head tilting down suddenly makes me nauseous.
The man approaches me, grabbing my shoulders to immobilize me. He says nothing, his presence making me as nervous as it comforts me. How can one person bring up such conflicting feelings? If Chris had been there, he would have said words of encouragement to me. He would have stroked my hair the way I like, giving me a few seconds of comfort before going back to doing the harshest things to me. But I don't know Master D, and he doesn't know me either. I have no choice but to trust my husband, who placed me in the hands of this man.
His fingers glide over my neck, over my cleavage, before sliding onto my breasts. He caresses the soft skin, taking his time before catching my taut tips between his thumb and forefinger. I can't suppress a sigh of pleasure as he twists them roughly. I've always been particularly sensitive in that area, and Chris often jokes about it, saying that one day I'll have an orgasm just from stimulating them.
From his pockets, the man takes out instruments that I have never tested before. Without waiting any longer, he pinches each of my tips between two metal bars. I hiss between my teeth, the feeling much stronger than I imagined. I can't tell if it's pleasure or pain that I feel.
Head turned down, I can't see anything but the floor below my body. The master knows it, and he plays on it. I flinch slightly as I feel a caress on my skin. It's not his hand this time, but the recognizable straps of a flogger. I lick my lips, both impatient and terrified of what will happen.
For a few moments, he keeps caressing me with this instrument, making me shiver. The feeling is so delicate, so soft, that I can't help jumping when the first blow hits. The contrast is striking. The pain, sharp. But it’s delicious. The flogger is by far one of my favorite objects. The way the straps spread out independently, in a different dance each time. It is the most sensual of punishments.
I let out soft sighs as he expertly slaps my ass, my thighs. I would almost forget the pain, so much this erotic choreography awakens my desire. Feeling me being too comfortable, he decides to change his strategy. A low cry escapes my throat as the flogger crashes against the soles of my feet. Chris had never hit me there before, preferring my meatiest parts for those impact games.
My toes curl in shock, my high-pitched squeaks fill the room, but he doesn't falter, riding up my calves before dropping back down to my feet. I breathe a slight sigh of relief as he walks away to put the flogger down. But my relief is short-lived. My eyes widen as he returns, whip in hand.
I fidget in my ropes, suddenly worried. Chris never used that on me. Crop, paddle, flogger… I know what they feel like. They can hurt, it's true, but they're not as impressive as what he has in his hands right now.
His hand rests firmly between my shoulder blades and does not move for long seconds. Biting the inside of my cheek, I close my eyes, trying to control my erratic breathing. This contact on my skin, although lacking in tenderness, helps to calm me down.
When the master sees that I’ve come back to my sense, he withdraws his hand, depriving me of his comforting warmth. I take a deep breath. No matter the fear of the unknown, I have to be strong. I must not disappointing Chris by failing to accept what Master D wants to give me.
A sharp pain bursts on my ass. I can't even scream as the feeling is so unexpected. My senses are disturbed. As another blow hits, I can't tell if it hurts me, or if it does me good. I close my eyes again, trying to completely surrender to this new experience.
As I finally let go, I realize that with each stroke, my body tenses, pressing the rope against my clit. The feeling is indescribable. This pressure is painful, delicious, intoxicating. I think I could come like this, if this continued. But he decides otherwise.
I almost complain when he put the whip away, but I hold back. I must not upset the master. And then, he knows how to recognize my limits better than I do. Right now, I feel like I don't have any. That he could go on hitting me for hours and I couldn't stop him, too worried I’d regret not getting the next hit.
I breathe a sigh of relief when he caresses my ass, burning from his treatments. I’m sure I will keep the marks of this session for a few days. His hand moves down, stroking the inside of my thighs, sneaking over my rope-bound skin. I wish he had taken my panties off before tying me up. Nothing would make me happier than to feel him inside me.
As if he heard me, he lets his finger slip between my legs. Then, with a quick movement, he grabs the rope and pulls firmly on it, bringing a delicious friction to my clit. Under the influence of pleasure, my body curls up despite the ropes that block it. My head is tucked against my chest. My eyes closed to better savor the feeling of the rope coming and going against my privacy.
Louder and louder moans escape my throat. He just hooked a vibrator to my cord, the object locked firmly against my clit. My head wobbles, I move in my ropes, my body becomes a doll controlled by my most animal pleasures. I jump as a light slap lands on my cheek.
“Focus.”
I shudder as I hear his deep voice. With difficulty, I straighten my head, finding myself face to face with his crotch. The seam of his pants is distorted by his tense member. I look up at him, licking my lips. I want to take him in my mouth. After the care he has put into touching me, the pleasure he continues to give me, I want to return the favor. He pats my face again, this time in a gesture of approval.
He pulls down his zipper, releasing his cock before my amazed eyes. Its shape, its length... I just want to taste it, to take it in any way he wants. My clit throbs, my pussy contracts, begging to be filled by this magnificent cock.
Slowly, he slides it between my lips. I try to take it despite the challenge of my current position. With my body suspended like this, he’s the one in control. All I have to do is keep my throat relaxed to accept his cock. Move my tongue as best I can to prove my fervor to him.
My moans are muffled as his finger plays with the remote controlling my vibrator. He intensifies the vibrations, reduces them, revives them, my belly contracting in fantastic waves of pleasure. My whole body is on fire, spasms make my limbs dance, and it is more and more difficult to stay still.
“If you come, I’ll fill your throat with my cum. It’s up to you, princess.”
I look up at him, a few tears of discomfort beading on my cheeks. It's not a hard choice to make. I try to resist as long as possible, but my position and the vibrations against my core get the better of me. My body tenses violently in the ropes, my orgasm taking control of every inch of my skin. I see stars, electric shocks running through my nerves.
His hand grips my jaw, helping me keep my head upright as he pounds my mouth. I let him do it without protesting, his grunts tingling all my senses. He's close to his orgasm, and I'm eagerly awaiting his seed. I want to take everything from him. Without a sound, his body stretches in turn. As promised, he empties himself deep in my throat. He does not withdraw immediately, enjoying the view I offer him for a few more moments.
When he does, a satisfied smile appears on his lips as I stick out my tongue to lick every inch of his flaccid member. Then, slowly, he takes down the rope that was holding me to the ceiling. Finally back on earth, I let myself fall at his feet. I devote myself totally to this man, thanking him for what he just made me live. Before Chris, no man had ever made me experience these sensations. Not even his friends who joined us in our bedroom. I experienced great pleasure with them, but nothing that came close to this trance-like state that Master D put me in.
“You were perfect, Baby Girl.”
Weakly, I lift my head as I hear that oh-so-familiar voice. My husband is there, tenderly stroking my back, my hair, giving me a smile that is both full of love and pride. I smile back at him, still in the mists of my orgasm.
“You... You were there?”
“You didn't think I was going to leave you alone? No matter how much I trust Master D, it's my job to make sure you're okay. You’re mine.”




Chapter 3

I purr with pleasure, comfortable in my husband's arms. After his mentor got out, Chris took care of me. One by one, he undid the ropes still tied around my trembling body. Then he washed me, running a wet glove over my burning skin.
Now he holds me against him, gently rocking me, tenderly stroking my hair while whispering sweet words to me. Little by little, I come back to myself. And the numbness is replaced by a new breath. I want more. It was all very good, but I'm still not satisfied.
I cling to Chris a little more, starting to kiss him passionately. I need to find him back. His taste, his smell. The power of his body against mine. Him becoming the master again and I, his submissive. I change position, straddling him to make him feel all the ardor that takes over my body. I press my crotch against his, taking the risk of letting my panties soak his perfectly fitted pants.
“Let's go back to the party.”
I smile and stand up, grabbing the arm my husband offers me. The thought of getting dressed doesn't even cross my mind. Holding my head high, I enter the main room again. Farewell to the complexes and worries of the early evening. Now I feel proud. Confident. Beautiful. I don't want to hide any of the marks Master D left on me. These are signs of success. Of belonging. Me, the novice, the one that nobody knew a few hours ago, I managed to support the hand of the master of the place. So why put on a dress that would deprive me of parading with pride?
Beside me, I know Chris feels the same. He’s bulging his chest, like a rooster emerging victorious from a battle. His return to this secret world is a triumph. I can feel it, many eyes are on me, adding to my husband's pride.
In the main room, the temperature has gone up a notch. Everywhere, bodies intertwine, the clacking of leather echoing the snapping of skins meeting in an unbridled way. These visions worthy of erotic films complete to awaken my ardors completely.
However, we don’t start right away. In a corner of the room, Chris sits on an armchair. With a snap of fingers, he orders me to sit at his feet. Immediately, I drop to my knees. Tonight, there's no question of playing the brat. I want to prove him that he was right to trust me and bring me here. Maybe if I show him that I follow these instructions, he will give me what I want most. His cock.
I fidget a bit, trying to find a comfortable position as my heels sink uncomfortably into the chafed skin of my buttocks. Chris notices, laying his hand sternly on my head.
“Stay still.”
I bite my lip and freeze again. In me rises a new desire. That of being a bad girl, disobeying my master to slip me between his legs. All these actions around us make me hungry. I want to feel his skin, to taste his cock that I know so delicious. What a feeling it would be to indulge in such an intimate, sexual act, amid all these people who remain strangers.
“Master… Can I suck your dick?”
Chris looks down at me, a smirk on his face. He doesn't answer right away, seeming to weigh the pros and cons, wondering if he should accept my request. He scans the room before returning his attention to me.
“Not now. A show’s about to begin.”
I follow his gaze across the room. On the scene, a submissive and her dominant arrive. She is magnificent, her long red hair cascading over her milky skin. She's already naked, and the redness on her buttocks shows that this isn't her first session of the evening.
With slow and controlled gestures, her master ties her limbs to the four corners of the standing cross. Thus spread, she shows the assembly her perfectly shaved pussy. The man grabs a flexible wooden stick. Without waiting, he attacks the opulent chest of his submissive. With each blow, her body twitches. And yet, she barely moans. Her silence calls for silence. Little by little, everyone stops what they are doing to look at her, her transcendent beauty putting us in a state of collective trance.
When her master pulls out an electric wand, I can't help but turn my head. If I weren't afraid of embarrassing my master, I would hide my eyes against his leg. With a click of his tongue, Chris calls me to order. He asked me to watch her, and I must not flinch.
Biting my lip, I turn my attention back to the stage. The young woman seems to be enjoying her dominant's treatment. She is shaking all over, and when he finally slips his hand over her clit, it doesn't take more than a few seconds for the submissive's body to tense under the effect of a powerful orgasm. With it, all the tension in the room dissipates, some applauses emerge here and there.
Couples are made and unmade. Experiments start, succeed, end, before starting again a few feet further. I remain hypnotized by what I have just seen, my eyes glued to the numbed body of the woman finally untied from her ordeal.
I snap back to reality when Chris starts stroking my hair. I fidget a little. Not to push him away, but because of the violent desire that takes hold of me. I feel the fire rising from my core to my belly, from my belly to my mouth. Without even needing to think twice, I let an idea escape into the air, oblivious to the consequences it might have.
“Master… Can we… Can we do this too?”




Chapter 4

“Are you sure you want to do this?”
I nod as, one by one, Chris hangs my limbs on the cross set up in the middle of the stage. He took a few moments before responding to my request, flabbergasted that I wanted to take such a step. He had probably imagined that after my session with Master D, I no longer wanted to do anything extreme, that I would be satisfied with simple sexual acts. He had no idea I’d like to be exposed to all these strangers.
I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Yes, that's what I want. It might sound terrifying, and yet it excites me more than anything. My face turned to the wall, I can't see what's going on in the rest of the room. A rush of adrenaline rises in me. Are we really doing this?
I don't really have a choice anymore. With a confident gesture, Chris cuts my lace panties with a sharp knife. Here I am, totally exposed, my already soaked center shamelessly offered to the audience.
I shiver as he slides his hand down my back. With this simple contact, he helps me to forget the others. For a few moments, it's as if we were at home, just him and me. It helps me to focus, even if soon I hear again what is happening around us. The sounds of whips, of music, of exulting bodies. Despite all these sounds, I feel much calmer, finally ready to face whatever he wishes to do with me.
His thumb slides over my lips before entering my mouth. He doesn't push his finger all the way in, just reminding me of his presence. Around us, I feel people coming together. They can see everything about me, nothing is hidden from them.
I hear whispers, comments. My cheeks flush as I hear compliments ringing around me. This is very different from the internet. Although Chris usually makes sure I see the comments left by our viewers, I just have to ignore the screen, so I don't see them. Here it’s different. There is no way for me to ignore them. To not hear them. Fortunately, everyone seems to enjoy the show. Nobody notices my flaws, criticizes those little things that usually make me feel so self-conscious.
Chris leaves my face to slide into the back of my body. I shudder as his hand moves exaggeratedly slowly up my thigh. I can't help moaning when it finally lands on my soaking wet crotch. He wastes no time, pushing his finger into my pussy, slowly moving back and forth. It's all so good, I almost forget the people around us.
Chris, on the other hand, wants to make sure I remember. Shame and humiliation have always been part of our games. My whole body freezes when his finger leaves me to go up to my most intimate entrance. He caresses its crenellated outline before plunging inside. I'm used to him taking me there now. But to show others how well I take it is quite another thing. My cheeks burn as I hear the sneers, the gritty comments. And yet, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world. I could be offered gold, jewels, I would refuse them if it meant losing the sweet sensations he brings me at the moment.
I moan a little louder as he replaces his finger with a large plug. A few hisses of admiration emerge behind me. I don't need to see him to know that Chris is smiling proudly. My chest heaves. I can't wait to discover the rest of the events.
My body contracts as the first blow of a crop falls on me. I should have known. This is my husband's favorite toy. As soon as he has the opportunity, he uses it on me, punishing me for real or imaginary facts, plunging us both into states of extreme excitement.
“I can't hear you Baby Girl.”
I can detect the playful tone of his voice. He takes great pleasure in it all. Being able to expose his wife in this way is one of his biggest kinks. And I love that. Without delay, I give him what he expects from me.
“One. Thank you Master.”
The crop falls again, crashing into each of my buttocks.
“Two, three. Thank you Master.”
The blows continue to rain down, tearing out of me cries of pain and pleasure mixed. Chris spares me nothing, despite my buttocks already being solicited by his mentor. No matter what marks are on my ass, he keeps hitting it. Sometimes, it's the thin skin on the inside of my thighs that gets mistreated. These blows are particularly difficult to bear. I don't know how much longer I can last.
“Eleven. Thank you Master!”
My voice is hoarse with tears. It's all too much pain, too much pleasure. I don't know what to feel anymore. All I want is for him not to stop. I want to continue to feel his law over me. It's one of my favorite moments when we play with these kinds of objects, when we flirt with the limits. This moment when there are no more fears, no more questions. Only sensations that I have to abandon myself to.
I scream a little louder as another blow lands on my ass. My body tries to curl up on itself, in a vain hope of finding some comfort. The mission is impossible, while all my limbs tied on both sides of the cross. My hands struggle. I would like to put them on the burning skin of my buttocks, to bring them some comfort. But I can’t. All I can do is submit to my master's law.
Around us, I can feel our spectators holding their breath. By my silence, I disobey my master. And he’s definitely not going to let it pass. His tongue clicks in a disapproving sound. His stern voice echoes through the room.
“I didn't hear you. We're gonna start over, and I better hear you.”
Sobs lift my body. Still, I manage to nod my head vigorously, showing him that I understand with gestures, since I can't say it with words. My scream rips through the air as the crop lands in a vicious blow on my exhausted ass. I sob, unable to articulate a single word. I hear him sigh in exasperation. A shiver goes through me as I feel him approach, his hand resting on my lower back.
“Get yourself together. Three little words, that's all you have to say. Do you think you can do this for me?”
Sniffling, I nod. With the tip of his thumb, he gently caresses my hip, giving me some of the strength I need to go through with this session. Oh, I could very well say my safe word. Stop everything to find the comfort of his arms. He would untie me immediately, I know that. He would take me aside, away from those curious looks, to say sweet nothings to me, to cuddle me. Tell me it wasn't easy, and that it's okay not to be able to go all the way.
But I refuse. I want to do it. I know I can. As he pulls away again, I take a deep breath, bracing myself for the final impact that is soon to come.
“Twelve! Thank you Master!”
I pushed this last cry with a big smile glued to my lips. I’m proud of myself. Proud to have held on despite my conflicting feelings. I know he is happy too. Around us, I hear some approving comments. Someone even clapped happily when I finally managed to answer him. Another submissive, surely. Who else could understand the flood of emotions that took hold of me?
Gently, Chris unties me from the cross. He whispers words that only I can hear. Praises. Compliments. Things that make me feel stronger than ever. He gently massages my wrists, asking me to stretch my ankles. Under the soles of my feet, I can still feel Master D passing. It's not painful, it's just a gentle reminder of what he did to me earlier in the evening.
Without worrying about the others, Chris holds me in his arms, bringing me with his caresses the necessary comfort after such a session. Yet he doesn’t get us out of the stage. I thought he would take me a little further, in this room or another, to take care of the erection that is present in his pants. I move my leg slightly, sticking my thigh to his member to signal him I am ready to take care of it. He smiles at me, his hand sliding firmly on my neck.
“What do you say, Baby Girl? Ready to take things even further?”
With a nod, he points to the BDSM bench near us. I look up at him curiously, wondering what exactly he has in mind. He dispels any misunderstanding by slipping his hand between my legs. My thighs are soaked, and the simple pressure of his finger on my clit makes me flinch. I no longer have the slightest doubt about what he is offering me.
I bite my lower lip and turn my face to him. Despite my cheeks flushed with shame, I nod frantically. I no longer have the slightest inhibition. I just want to feel him, submit my body a little more to his desires, and succumb to mine.
A soft laugh escapes his lips as he guides me to the bench. He doesn't rush me. It’s no longer a question of punishment. It's up to me to settle in, to find the comfort and confidence necessary for the rest of the events.
I lie on my stomach, straightening up a little to make sure my ass is perfectly exposed. One by one, he closes the leather buckles around my wrists, my ankles. Then he approaches my face. Grabbing my chin between his fingers, he begins by placing his lips on mine. Without delay, the kiss deepens, becomes more frantic, more passionate. Our excitement is at its height, and there is no longer any way to hide it.
He gives me a wink before putting a blindfold on my eyes. He doesn't want me to be able to see what's going on around me. I have to focus only on what it does to my body.
I take a deep breath as his hand moves from the back of my neck to slide down my spine. I shiver, enjoying the soft tingle that wakes up as his fingers run over my inflamed skin. Arrived at the bottom of my back, he remains on my side, not wanting to obstruct the view offered by my spread thighs.
He begins by catching my ass in his hands. He kneads the globes, alternating between vigorous and soothing caresses. Not a sound comes out of my mouth, my aching bottom no longer really feeling pain or pleasure.
He knows it, what I expect the most is that his hand slides lower, towards my soaked center. I would give anything for him to take care of it. It doesn't matter how, really. I lick my lips, imagining all the things he could do with his hands, his mouth, his cock.
But he does not go there yet, preferring to play with my patience. With forced slowness, he presses the plug still deep in my back entrance. I squeak a little, fidget, pretending I can't stand it. You have to add a bit of drama, that's what Chris tells me every time we expose ourselves online. But he knows very well how much I love it. I wouldn't want him to stop going that way for anything in the world.
His hand drops lower, finally giving me that feeling I've been waiting for all evening. With excessive slowness, his finger slips between my lower lips, collecting with it the proof of my excitement. Between his index and his middle finger, he captures my clit swollen with pleasure. I sigh with relief as he applies a strong pressure on it. I'm so sensitive, I'm sure I could come in an instant.
His fingers abandon me, preferring to go back to discover my wet entrance. I'm so soaked that he manages to get his fingers fully into me in one swift stroke. My back arches, my stomach presses against the leather of the bench a little more as my swollen breasts straighten. I wish he'd left one of my hands free so I could caress my tense nipples, aching for attention.
Despite the blindfold blocking my view, I know all eyes are on me. I feel them watching the expert fingers of my husband entering and leaving my privacy at a breakneck pace. His thumb sliding over my pleasure mount is driving me crazy. I will never tire of his hands on my body.
I hold back a moan of frustration as his fingers pull back in a wet sound. I mustn’t upset him. The more I complain, the longer he will keep me waiting. I know it, patience is the key word when it comes to our games. One of his hands gently slaps my ass while, I guess, his other hand spreads my excitement over his taut length.
Without a word, he changes position, coming to settle between my spread legs. I feel him line up at my entrance and can't suppress a shiver of excitement. Finally, I’m going to feel him inside me, after all these hours of waiting for a man to fuck me.
In a slow but sure gesture, he sinks into me. Inch after inch, his cock takes possession of my core. I sigh with relief. It's as if he's been molded onto me, my walls trapping him perfectly. With an extreme slowness, he pulls away from me, his swollen tip deliciously rubbing every inch of my wall as he passes. I shiver, understanding the game he’s about to play. I know him too well. And he knows me too well too.
He knows how stimulated I already am. How easy it would be to make me cum. And there’s no way he will let me have that. I take a deep breath, knowing he's going to do anything to frustrate me, to keep me from reaching orgasm.
His hand presses against my lower back in a possessive gesture. Then, with a powerful jerk, he fills me completely. My whole body trembles under his assaults. Once. Twice. Thrice. I know he takes pleasure in torturing me like this. Inside me up to the hilt, he even stops to play with the plug stuck between my ass cheeks. With the tip of his thumb, he presses it down before grabbing it, pulling it back a little to push it in again. I squeal and try to shake my hips, hoping to convince him to move inside me. I need to feel him. To suffer his powerful thrusts. Let him fuck me with the greed of a desperate man.
For a few moments, I think he will accede to my desire. His movements became quicker, faster, my moans uncontrolled. When he stops again, I can't help moaning in disappointment. Without saying a word, he withdraws for good, moving away from me.
I know I shouldn't, and yet I can't help it. At the top of my lungs, I whimper in frustration, wordlessly begging him to come back inside me. My hungry body goes looking for him, wriggling, struggling, hoping to find his touch again.
Two loud slaps fall on my buttocks, making me moan again. I bite my lip and stop. I know it, I won't get anything by behaving like a brat. I jump as he slaps me again, this time on my wet crotch.
“You didn't think it would be so easy, did you? You know it, only good girls are allowed to come.”
I moan plaintively but nod my head. I know, those are the rules. When we play, he’s the one to decide. He decides my outfit, my hairstyle, what I can or cannot do. Pleasure that I have the right to receive.
I try to focus on my breathing. If I stay calm, he will probably come back to me, give me what I'm looking for, even if it takes a little time. But it's something else he has in mind.




Chapter 5

“If you wanna have fun with her, now is the time.”
I shudder, hearing him say those words to the crowd. It's an idea that came to us after watching an adult movie. For weeks, I have been thinking about this scene, dreaming of being used by strangers without my being able to move or see them. Now that this fantasy is becoming very real, I do not weaken. More than ever, I want to experience it.
I suppress a smile, biting my lip as the first man enters me. His cock is neither as long nor as thick as Chris's, but he knows perfectly how to use it. I'm so sensitive that my moans quickly fill the room. But as I feel the orgasm coming on, Chris interrupts the man, asking him to step back to make way for another man.
My face twists into a desperate grimace. He won't let me come. Another man settles in, drills me, only to be interrupted in the same way when my pleasure becomes too strong for Chris’ liking. I don't know how long this game lasts before I break down, starting to vigorously beg my husband.
“Please, Master. I wanna cum.”
“No.”
I’m ready to burst into tears, hearing this tone so firm, so severe. Even when I try to hide my excitement, and how close I am to orgasm, he always notices. He knows me too well to be fooled.
Although he imposes this extreme frustration on me, I greatly appreciate this moment. I can not say how exciting I find it to be so taken by strangers. I don't know who they are. I don't know how many there are. They could be ten, or they could be only two. It doesn't matter much, not when I feel such intense pleasure. All I need is a powerful orgasm to crown this experience with success.
Suddenly, my body tenses. The man in me has just put his fingers on the plug prohibiting access to my back entrance. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable, more than I have ever been. Before I even have time to utter the word yellow, serving as my request for things to slow down, Chris intervenes. I feel him approach me, his hand resting on my upper body in a protective gesture.
“Only me can touch this.”
I shudder hearing the extremely serious tone of my companion. Even if he agrees to share me with other men, he is my dominant. The one I belong to. The one who sets the rules. And everyone has to comply with them.
I lick my lips, terribly excited by this mark of possession. I am his, body and soul. With the same firmness, he asks the man to withdraw. Then, addressing the other people around, he asks them to leave my body alone. I smile, convinced that he will take care of me now.
He approaches my face again, undoing the blindfold still tight around my eyes. His dark marbles probe through me, checking that I still feel comfortable. We don't even need to speak to understand each other. The smile I give him is enough to show him that everything is fine. He smiles at me, caresses my cheek, and places a too-short kiss on my lips. I would like him to swallow me whole.
“Are you ready for what's next?”
I nod my head quickly, convinced that he will finally take care of me and give me that long-awaited orgasm. I shudder at the smirk that forms on his lips. Oh no. He's not done playing with me. My whole face twists into a painful grimace. What should I do to get the precious sesame of my ecstasy? He caresses my cheek again, before explaining what happens next.
“I'm going to have a little fun with our new friend over there. During this time, I want you to stay calm and rest. I'm not done with you.”
I open my eyes wide as I see him walk away without detaching me. Without waiting, he joins the pretty redhead from earlier. We had talked about this possibility before we arrived here. I established some rules, of course. Oh not a lot, but I want certain things to be reserved only for me, his true submissive. Like anal play, for example. He's a dominant, and I understand he wants to have fun with other women. But I want to be the one he gives his best treatment to.
I'm glad he chose her. She is really beautiful. Even though I'm not attracted to women, I must admit that there is something very exciting about her, even for me. Still, I can't help but worry as they settle on cushions spread out on the floor, right in my line of sight. My position only makes it more difficult. If at least he had untied me, I could have made myself comfortable in an armchair, watching them fuck while touching myself. But in this position, I feel more vulnerable than ever.
I'm naked, tied up, in full view of everyone in the room. And all attend to my humiliation. Rather than take care of me, my husband prefers to have sex with another. It's only a game, I know, and everyone around must be aware of it. Nevertheless, I can't help but feel ashamed.
The crystalline laughter of the young woman resonates in the room while my husband fiddles with her nipples. It would be easy for me not to see all this anymore. I would just have to close my eyes and wait patiently for it to pass. But I don't. My eyes are riveted on them, driven by a dark curiosity.
In the pit of my stomach, I feel a new excitement waking up. I would never have thought it could excite me so much to see the perfect body of my husband interlocking with that of another. Everything about her exudes sensuality. I am hypnotized by her opulent chest bouncing with each thrust of my husband in her.
I would give anything to be there, lying next to them. I would stay perfectly still, legs spread in submission. Thus installed, I would wait patiently for him to slip between my thighs, moving from one to the other in a frantic rhythm until all of us reached climax.
She seems ready to reach it. Head thrown back, her body tenses more and more. From time to time, Chris turns his head towards me, making sure I'm still okay with what's going on, that I'm not in pain, still stuck on my bench. It doesn't matter if he's balls deep inside another woman, my safety and well-being always come first for him.
When he looks up at me again, I give him a pleading pout. I'm more soaked than ever, so much so that I'm sure I’m dripping on the floor. He gives me a big smile before accelerating his hand movements on the young woman's clit. I can't help but smile back. Despite all the pleasure he seems to take with her, it’s with me that he wants to end the evening.
Quickly, he leaves the woman trembling with her orgasm in the arms of her dominant to approach me. Despite all the ardor that I can read in his eyes, he takes his time, keeping his predator’s gait to join me. After caressing my cheek, he tackles the ties still holding me to this damn bench. Slowly, he helps me up. My limbs are numb from being held in this position for so long.
Gently, he lifts me up. My legs wrap naturally around his waist as my arms drape around his neck, my head resting against his shoulder. Without the slightest difficulty, he carries me off the stage. A little away, he finds us a deserted alcove. He sits on the couch, keeping me on his lap.
For a moment, it’s no longer about sex or orgasm. Just a tender exchange between two lovers who worship each other. Thus coiled in his arms, I purr with pleasure. My mouth goes to meet his. The kiss, at first soft, quickly becomes passionate, as if we had just remembered the ecstasy that we still have to get.
My hands slide over his muscular chest. I've never been so greedy for his body. I need to find him again, to disappear beneath him, swallowed up by the pleasure that I know he will give me. His hand slips in turn on my back, quickly joining my ass still numb from the blows. Gently, he finally removes the plug, questioning me with his eyes. No words are needed for him to understand that I want it too.
Slowly, he lifts me up, swiveling me so that my chest is against his back. As his member lines up with my back entrance, I turn to meet his mouth. In that kiss, he smothers my moan of pleasure and discomfort. No matter the size of the plug, his imposing cock gives me a completely different feeling.
We remain motionless for a few moments, his arms wrapped around my chest offering me a protective cocoon. His mouth lays soft kisses on my skin, tracing a line between my neck and my shoulder. When I finally feel ready, I begin to undulate my hips, sighing with ease at the unnatural feeling.
As my movements quicken, his hand slides down my chest, two of his fingers plunging into my drenched intimacy. He knows it, I like to feel completely full, and he has nothing else but his own hand to achieve that. I sigh a little harder as his thumb comes to play with my clit.
As I raise my head, I notice that Master D is watching us from afar, respecting our privacy. Without the slightest shame, I give him a delighted smile. I don't know why, I feel a certain pride in showing him the extent of my talents. I lick my lips, hoping to draw him to us. It works, the fifty-something approaching with a big smile. Arrived next to us, he points to the fingers of my husband plunged into me.
“Want a hand with that?”
“You have to ask my dear wife.”
Without even taking the time to think, I nod my head frantically, making the two companions laugh. How could I refuse such an offer? I know for sure that the man will be as good with his cock as he is with his hands. And with his tongue too, apparently.
As my husband approaches the edge of the sofa to make the access it easier for his mentor, this one kneels between my open thighs. Firmly, my husband holds them open, giving the other man the opportunity to slide his expert tongue down my wet slit. A sharp cry escapes my throat, snatching a satisfied smile from the man who continues to lap me like a thirsty soul at a fountain.
When he's had enough, he straightens up, giving me a mocking grin. Without making me languish any longer, he positions himself, his thick cock sinking into me without meeting the slightest resistance.
Head back, I try to control my ragged breathing as the two men begin to move in sync. My hands sink into the man's shoulders. He's incredibly muscular, and I take the time to appreciate every perfectly drawn line on his skin. I know my husband will look like that in a few years. I lick my lips. If we continue to indulge in these pleasures, getting old really won't be a problem.
I can't hold back my screams any longer, bringing new onlookers with them. Thus imprisoned in their arms, I fear no one's gaze. I feel completely safe, and nothing matters to me more at this moment than the pleasure they bring me, thrust after thrust.
In a hellish rhythm, both focus to make me fall over the cliff. When Chris slides his hand between us, I totally lose my mind. These cocks completely filling me, the pressure of his fingers on my clit, added to the stimulations received during the evening… All this is too much for me to be able to hold myself back. The two men don't even try to frustrate me anymore, instead urging me to let go with words of encouragement. I can feel it, they too are nearing their end, their tense limbs pounding faster inside me.
Tears begin to bead in the corner of my eyes as the feeling is so intense. I'm out of control as the orgasm shoots through my body like fireworks. I don't know if I'm screaming or if I'm mute. I barely feel my body anymore. My eyelids are heavy, as is the rest of my body sagging as the men drill it in an insane rhythm. Their arms encircle me, hold me, so that I don't collapse as they empty themselves inside me.
Before sinking into unconsciousness, I manage to whisper like a prayer.
“Thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”




Chapter 6

I giggle as my husband passes a glove over my aching body. I have almost no memory of what happened after my powerful orgasm. All I know is that Chris held me in his arms for a long time while his mentor kept the curious eyes away to offer us some privacy. When I finally emerged, coming out of those delicious mists the two men had sent me into, I was lying on a bed.
Chris then informed me that it was Master D who had offered him to spend the night here, giving us exclusive access to one of the mansion’s bedrooms. After letting me munch on the snacks brought by our host, Chris led me into the bathroom, filling the enormous tub and lighting the candles surrounding it.
Now curled up against each other, we take advantage of this more-than-welcome calm after a most exhausting evening. Like young lovebirds, we laugh stupidly, interspersing our sentences with more or less passionate kisses, unable to remove our hands from each other.
I am now convinced of it, this way of living saved our marriage from a boring everyday routine, from an inevitable estrangement. I've never been so in love with my husband, not even at the beginning of our relationship, or on our honeymoon. The future looks bright. He seems to share the same type of thinking as he asks me, a mischievous smile on his face.
“Where do you think we will be in ten years?”
I turn around, kissing him softly before dipping my eyes into his.
“Right here, doing the same crazy things. Your temples will start to turn gray, but in a very sexy way. You'll still look great. You will drive me crazy, refusing to make me cum until I beg you at least a dozen times.”
“So, we’re not changing anything?”
“No, we're not changing anything. I will always be in love with you. That, I'm sure of.”
A tender expression lights up his face and, without adding anything, he leans towards me to trap my lips in a soft kiss. As he imprisons me in his arms, I let myself go to the perfection of the moment.
I’m in love with my husband. I’m in love with our life. I'm totally sure of it, our time on earth is going to be perfect. No matter what challenges and pains it will bring us, I know our couple will hold on. We will remain united no matter what, and that, few people can boast about.
Yes, that’s for sure.
As long as Chris and I stay together, nothing will stop us.


- The End -







You want more?

Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!
In the meantime, have you read her other works?
Begging for Discipline


“You’ve been a brat, Sarah. It’s time to receive your first discipline.”
I should have been shocked when my hot husband showed me a video of him tying up a woman, submitting her to the least of his desires. I didn’t even know he was into BDSM. And yet, I have never been so wet.
I only have one desire: to use all the toys he bought to spice up our intimate sessions. But before I can wear this leather collar, I'm going to have to prove myself. And even if I’m new to this:
My Master is going to push my limits
Hands tied in handcuffs, I must remain patient. Prove to him that I am worthy to be his SUBMISSIVE. Even if it means being spanked countless times. Even if he has to visit the most intimate and shameful parts of my body.
In the end, I’ll be begging for it.
◆◆◆
 
The Dirty Roommate Bundle


Before I met my roommate, I’d barely heard about BDSM.
Now? I couldn’t live without it.
It all started when I caught him in our living room, spanking a complete stranger. Seeing him treat a woman so brutally should have shocked me. And yet... I'd never been wetter.
So when he offered to train me to be his submissive, it didn't take me long to accept the deal. Even if it meant agreeing to wear a collar engraved with his name, and crawling behind him on a leash.
Because no matter what he asks, I have to obey his discipline.
In my college’s bathroom or in front of the cameras, he will spare me no humiliation. Clamps, crops, or ropes… No matter the pain he’s gonna make me feel. In the end, I will scream with pleasure. Whether he's enjoying my body alone, or sharing me with four other men, my dominant won't forget to use any of my holes.
What can I say? I'm just a needy slut for my Master.
◆◆◆
 
Owned by my Boss - Wood Boss Series Bundle




“Don’t hold your moans, or I’ll stop. Let them hear who owns you.”
There are so many reasons for me not to go after Mark. He’s twice my age. My boss. My father’s best friend. I shouldn’t even think about it. But how could I forget the looks, the soft touches? His ripped body taking possession of mine. His tongue tasting the saltiness of my skin.
By the lake, at the office or in the bathroom during a family party: every place is good to let our bodies speak in the most feral way.
This book includes the 3 books of the Wood Boss Series.


◆◆◆
 
Claimed by the Billionaire Boss




A simple card is played, and my boss gets the right to own me for the night.
My Friday night was supposed to be ordinary, drinking and watching people playing poker. But when I become the prize for the game, all bets are off.
I may not have planned this, but I won’t turn down a chance to have my billionaire boss use me as his dirty little toy. Especially when I know he's packing a lot more than a full wallet.
I don’t know what’s more exciting. That he makes me undress in front of him in the middle of his penthouse, or that he keeps my hands tied to remind me he’s the master of that game.
I knew I'd enjoy being my boss's plaything. But I never thought that I'd be begging for more.
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