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The problem with holiday websites, Sophie reflected as she shifted in her seat, was that the exotic imagery and artwork often belied the drabness of the resort itself. Even supposedly reliable websites seemed to promise much but all too frequently delivered little. Her seat, meanwhile, moaned softly as Sophie shifted, his thoughts far removed from any holiday destination – no matter how beautiful. He was focussed entirely on his task, his tongue lapping hungrily and eagerly against his wife’s genitalia, unceasing in his need to please.  However, for that brief moment as Sophie had shifted, causing the pressure on her husband’s face to intensify, he had broken one of her rules and had emitted a deep pleasure filled moan. He had been told many times that he must express neither pleasure nor pain without permission. Sophie’s response was immediate. Without her eyes leaving the computer screen, she reached round and grabbed her husbands’ balls, squeezing them hard.

“No noise, baby. I’m trying to concentrate” she soothed.

Instinctively, Bruce – for that was how the seat was otherwise known – opened his mouth wider in order to scream, the effect merely allowing his wife to grind her labia further into him.  Knowing that the noise – albeit stifled – would be likely to increase momentarily, she relaxed her grip on his balls and carried on scrutinising the website.

‘I don’t think RM likes it too hot’ she ruminated aloud.

It was a slightly pointless statement as Bruce had no hope of replying and wasn’t permitted to make any audible acknowledgment anyway. He simply continued to lick away, his tongue aching from 30 minutes relentless activity. He lay on his wife’s bed, his bare feet resting on the pillows, his head a few inches from its foot. This inverted state provided Sophie with her favourite piece of furniture, while she worked at the lap top placed on the dressing table in front of the bed. There was something particularly intoxicating about using her husband’s debit card on an extravagance whilst pleasuring herself on him. If she could time it right, the moment of climax would be saved for the moment she clicked the mouse on ‘Pay now’.

‘When we were discussing it, I remember him saying that he preferred a milder climate’.

She clicked away from the 14 day ‘holiday of a lifetime’ to the Dominican Republic and looked for something perhaps a little less exotic. She sensed her husband’s fatigue beneath her.

“Faster you useless piece of shit!”

Mostly Sophie spoke quietly to her husband but occasionally it amused her to shock him with a harsh rebuke. It also served to remind him that the pace of his service was something that Sophie would determine, not him. Bruce duly obliged, forcing his aching tongue into more frenzied activity.

‘I think the Cote D’Azure would be right. Plenty to do, warm and sunny, without being too hot. What do you think sweetie? Yes, if I can just find the right hotel…….’

She clicked onto the French Riviera Tourism website and started to search the various resorts. She hummed happily to herself and rocked gently on her husband’s face – occasionally lifting herself slightly to allow him the facility of breathing. Oh yes, The Riviera! She had never visited it before but this seemed the ideal opportunity. The beaches, the nightlife, the glamour; she could see herself there already; her and her current boyfriend. It would suit him, she thought. He was frankly rather vain and would waste little time in showing the world – or that part of it that was interested – in his well toned body as he sunbathed on the beach.  It was perhaps a cruel thought, but Sophie already knew that at the end of the holiday she would dispense with him and his rather basic services. Part of the fun of taking a lover was the feeling of control when she ended the affair – which she always did.  That was the central rule of the game. She would take lovers as often as she liked – but they were never kept longer than three months. She had assured Bruce of that and she was as good as her word. If she did decide to keep one longer than that then there would have been little Bruce could have done about it; but it was an agreement she found easy to keep. In her own curious way, she was completely faithful; a one man woman at heart! But for now she was planning her sojourn away; a romantic tryst at with her lover at her husband’s expense.

She giggled: ‘The problem is sweetie, it’s all so expensive. I’m afraid you’ll be cleaned out.’ She continued to snigger softly as she clicked through the various luxurious hotels that spread across the French south coast. ‘It’s only fair though, Brucie, don’t you think? I should be allowed to clean you out because you’ll be cleaning me out later – after Hugh has fucked me!’ At this, her rocking became faster and her husband’s licking correspondingly more urgent as he assimilated welcomingly both his oncoming humiliation and exploitation.

‘This is perfect! The Royal Hotel Antibes! Oh so perfect. I’m going to book RM and me a suite; it’s going to cost you thousands!’

Her rocking was becoming less gentle and started to evolve into something of a bounce; Bruce was rasping as he found it increasingly difficult to catch his breath. He couldn’t be too sure but he thought he heard some reference to RM – a simple abbreviation of the expression ‘Real Man’. Sophie referred to all of her boyfriends as ‘RM’, a rather tongue in cheek reference if the truth be known, reminding him of why it was necessary for her to take them as well as his own status. He also had heard the reference to costing him thousands. He wished that he could explain it – even to himself why he found his wife’s apparent cruelty so compulsively delicious.

The payment was being made and Sophie was nearly there – both with the transaction and her sexual climax. With difficulty she tapped out the card number in the space provided – a process which took longer than usual as she was riding energetically and with an almost angry passion now. As soon as the details were complete, she dropped the debit card to the floor and grabbed her husband’s head and with both hands forced it strenuously between her legs. Bruce could do little other than to allow his mouth to take in as much of his wife as possible, eating, drinking, consuming her, hoping that he might be allowed to breathe even just a little. Sophie shuddered to her climax, using her husband’s face roughly, rubbing, pushing and forcing as her juices flowed over his reddened face. She gripped Bruce’s head between her thighs, her legs scissoring the back of his neck. In turn he drank, struggling for breath. As the climax subsided, Sophie let Bruce’s head go gently but stayed astride him for a minute, regaining her composure. At length she twisted her body round and lay on the bed, her head on the pillows, inviting her husband to do the same. They lay together, in each other’s arms for a full hour, drifting between sleep and consciousness before one of them spoke. 
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They had begun conventionally enough, both of them single and looking for love. It was at a weekend conference for bank employees – a preparation for middle management training. Such conferences were often treated with a degree of contempt by the delegates and this had been no exception. The ice breaking games and motivational exercises had meant little to either of them and they were both in a state of mild disenchantment as they met in an empty corner of the bar at the end of the first day. They fell into conversation easily and once they had got beyond the usual stuttering pleasantries about ‘when did you join the bank,’ they realised that they had much in common. They had both been brought up by parents who never holidayed abroad, the effect on each of them being a hunger for overseas travel. They had read Dr Seuss as children and Peanuts cartoon books as adults and both had an almost encyclopaedic knowledge of the Carry On films. They discovered that they could make each other laugh easily and by the end of the weekend, addresses and numbers were duly exchanged. Their courtship was uncontroversial and Sophie made the journey to meet with Bruce three weekends later. On the Saturday night, after a meal at a local restaurant they made love for the first time. It was unhurried, a bit awkward but – well ‘nice’. If Bruce had seemed rather shy at first, Sophie was happy to see that as something positive; it showed that he wasn’t pushy or presumptuous as many men his age often were. True he seemed rather fonder of giving oral sex than previous boyfriends and he virtually pulled her on top of him – which seemed a little unusual but what of that? She had enjoyed their time together and began to think – as he had done – that she had found ‘the one’.

It was on her fourth visit to his home that she had made her discovery which was to mark a change in their relationship. He had – with help from his parents – managed to secure a mortgage on his first house, whereas she was still renting a room and living as she had as a student. Therefore they had happily fallen into a routine of meeting at his house for the weekend. He would drive the 70 miles to pick her up from her rented flat and drive back to his house. One Friday evening they had decided to order from the local takeaway and whilst he went to pick it up she surfed idly online. She had no intention on spying on his internet habits but the drop down URL revealed a list of frankly unusual addresses. ‘Mean bitches’, ‘Men in Pain’, ‘Humiliatrix.com’ and evidence of a number of visits to the site of the OWK – The Other World Kingdom, a camp where the guards were women and the prisoners, men. The prisoners, however, were all voluntary inmates, paying handsomely for the cruelty their guards meted out on them. Sophie was unsure – on the basis of her brief scan of her new boyfriend’s internet activities that he had ever visited this strange world – apparently to be found in the Czech Republic. What she was sure of, however, was that she had made a huge mistake. Her nice respectable boyfriend with whom she had started to develop strong feelings was nothing more than a pervert. She would end it now, this weekend quickly and without fuss.

Bruce had been suitably ashen when Sophie revealed her discovery of his visits to unusual websites. She was quite straight with him and made clear that she found his sexual tastes unacceptable. She had enjoyed their time together but felt that it would be better if they parted now before they became too involved. He would then be free to find someone who shared his ‘interests’. She had expected him to be embarrassed, shocked even. What she had not expected, however, was the extent of his emotion. He seemingly made no attempt to stop the tears as he implored her for another chance. He acknowledged that he had fantasised about being dominated for some time and these fantasies had led him to visit inappropriate sites but he was trying to break free of this habit. Since he had met Sophie he had surfed these sites considerably less and promised her faithfully that he would never visit any of them again. At first she was unbending, feeling that any protestation couldn’t really be trusted, but when she went into the bedroom to collect her bag, his desperation became so extreme that even she could not ignore it. He sank to his knees, admitted he had fallen in love like never before and begged for forgiveness. He said he would do anything to put things right, anything at all. Sophie was shocked, partly at how strongly Bruce felt and, clearly, how much he would be prepared to make amends.  Mostly she was shocked at herself though. Seeing Bruce on his knees begging and crying in front of her provoked a certain pity – undoubtedly, but also- to her utter amazement – a degree of satisfaction. In that moment she understood that his fate was in her hands and she found that she liked that. Was it a sexual feeling? Not as such, but she had felt a rush of excitement at her new found power as he had pleaded with her and that had disturbed her. She composed herself, told a sobbing Bruce to pull himself together and that she would certainly think about what he had said. He persuaded her to continue her stay for the weekend and that he would sleep in the spare room in order to show her respect and give her space. She rather liked that, just as she rather liked the way that Bruce went through the entire rest of the weekend doing everything he could to earn her approval. He did all the cooking, he allowed her to choose what they did on both Saturday and Sunday and she found that she had no problem making choices without first checking to see if it was ok with him. In fact she found it something of a relief that they didn’t go through the arduous process of making a decision with each one of them saying ‘Well it’s up to you’ or ‘You choose’ or ‘I’m happy with whatever you want to do’. She chose and they seemed both happy with that.

Although the rest of that weekend passed fairly uneventfully, Sophie was still haunted by her reaction to Bruce’s desperation of Friday evening. There was no doubt that when he had sunk to his knees she had felt – something. It was something quite powerful moreover and something pleasurable. She didn’t like herself for feeling this, but its intoxication was undeniable. As the weekend wore on, she started to have an idea; an idea which frightened her but the nearer she got to Sunday night and the time for departure the more she found the idea irresistible.

Her bag was packed and she was about to leave. She had already told Bruce that she would take the train home – as much as he had protested that he was only too pleased to drive her back. She wanted to be away from him now and to think. But first:

“Bruce, there’s something I have to tell you”

“What’s that Soph”

“I’ve been thinking. I don’t think I’ll get over what you’ve done with the internet. I think I have to finish our relationship after all”

“But you said...”

“I know what I said Bruce, but I don’t think I can get over this”.

She hated the lie but hoped for the response. She was not disappointed. The tears in Bruce’s eyes welled up and his breathing grew short

“Please Sophie, please, don’t do this. I’m begging you to give me another chance”.

“Are you?”

“Yes Sophie, literally begging”

“I don’t think you are Bruce – not literally”

“What do you mean?”

“To beg literally, don’t you have to be on your knees?”

For a moment he looked at her incredulously, but then slowly sank to his knees, the tears still falling gently down his cheeks.

“Sophie, please I’m begging you on my knees to give me another chance”.

The same unmistakable feeling returned. She saw the man she had started to love on the floor, crying pleading with her and – there was no confusion now – it pleased her. She walked forward tentatively, almost nervously, until she was standing right over him. Whilst he still snivelled she took his head in her hands and gently pushed it into her crotch. She held it there, slowly moving his head into her. Suddenly she stepped back

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry Bruce. Of course I’ll think about it. I will I promise. But I have to go now”

And with that she was gone, leaving her boyfriend kneeling, slightly dazed, very confused and perhaps just a little excited.
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The following day, Sophie did something she had never done before. She called in sick. She made clear that she had been ill over the weekend and expected that she would not be back at work for three days. After that, she realised she would have to get a doctor’s note and that would cause her problems. Bruce had texted her and she had replied as briefly as possible but with sufficient compassion that he knew not to worry unduly. She would, indeed, think about it. In one text he had asked her about what had happened just before she left but she refused to be drawn, merely saying that her discovery of his internet activities had confused her.

She spent the next three days researching. Her research took her onto a dark side of the internet that she had thought probably existed but never in so much lurid detail. She found various ‘Mistresses’ sites – including some of the ones Bruce had been looking at. She was rather unimpressed, believing that many of them were nothing to do with female supremacy, but instead the crude constructs of pimping men. She doubted that many of  the leather clad ladies who gazed out at her led a dominant ‘lifestyle’; rather she thought that they were keen on  earning a living and whipping a man was less risky and more lucrative than having penetrative sex with one.  The contacts pages of the various sado-masochistic members’ sites were similarly lacking in credibility. Most of them involved rather badly taken photographs of confused looking teenage girls who advertised for money slaves, without ever wanting to meet them. Were people really taken in by this sort of nonsense? Was there such a thing as female domination? On something of a whim she sent a message to a rather plain looking woman who described herself as dominant and, it seemed, was genuinely searching for a submissive man. No money was mentioned and the profile seemed honest and straight forward enough, omitting the obligatory misquoted poetry and graphic language enjoyed by other ‘dominant’ users.  Sophie apologised to the lady for her intrusion but wondered whether Amanda might be able to offer her some advice given not only what she had discovered about Bruce but also what she had started to feel herself. Two days later they met. The four hour conversation which followed would change Sophie’s and Bruce’s lives forever.
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“Bruce sit down I need to talk to you”.

He had been delighted that she had come for the weekend again. He had spent most of the week worrying that she would end things over the phone or, worse still, just not turn up. But she had arrived, as she said she would, at 7pm that Friday evening. She did not greet him in her usually smiling way however and he felt that the worst was to come.

“Look I understand how you feel and I promise you that I haven’t been anywhere near any websites...” he started

“Shutup and listen!”  She had raised her voice and her tone was commanding. Bruce did not need to be told twice. He sat, whilst the love of his young life spoke.

“In an ideal world Bruce, what kind of relationship would you like with me?”

“Well I don’t know really; I think it is ideal...isn’t it?”  The question had floored him.

“Please answer it. It’s important”

He knew the answer – of course he did. In an ideal world he would be enslaved by her, controlled by her, do her very bidding; that’s what he craved. But if he admitted that he would lose her – wouldn’t he?

“And be honest”. She looked at him steadily.

“Well last weekend, you know after you found things out, I really liked that you made all the decisions about what we did and where we went. It felt right......I don’t know, I just liked pleasing you”

“Yes, I thought so, and I liked that too. Bruce let me be clear with you. Since we met I’ve been happier than at any other time in my life...”

“Oh yes me too”, his face broke into a relieved smile as he stood and moved towards her. Without hesitation she pushed him sharply causing him to fall back into his chair.

“Shutup I said!” She looked at him angrily “And stop interrupting me. I have something very important to say and I don’t want to hear your pathetic simpering”.

He was completely taken aback by Sophie’s new found anger. He decided that whatever he heard over the next few minutes it would be a good idea not to interrupt again.

“As I say I’ve been happier than before. However I made two important discoveries last weekend. I realise that you are a submissive male and that no matter how much you might abstain from inappropriate websites you will always have fantasies of being dominated. Won’t you? You can answer now”

“Yes, I think that’s right”, his eyes lowered in shame

“Exactly. And I suspect that there is part of you that is enjoying me speaking to you like this isn’t there?”

“Yes” he stayed focussed on the ground.

“That’s what I thought.I’ve spent the last week trying to come to terms thinking things and I have a suggestion to make.”

“Ok” muttered Bruce, too scared to say anymore.

“For a trial period we’re going to try......I don’t know...living in a particular way. It may not work, but I want to try it.” For a moment she seemed lost for words, her previous assured manner deserted her.

“Sophie?”

“Yes, what?”

“You said you made two important discoveries”

“Yes, I did”. She seemed to regain her strength again. “ I discovered something when you started begging me to reconsider – when you started to cry and sank to your knees”

“What did you discover?”

“I enjoyed it. I enjoyed seeing you beg me; I enjoyed the control I had over you. I don’t know whether that makes me a bad person but just as you crave to be controlled, I feel a need to control you”.

It was a simple enough statement really. It took only a few seconds to say but Sophie felt slightly surreal saying it. Surely this belonged in one of those stupid BDSM videos she’d seen a few days ago, but she had put it as straightforwardly as she could. She knew what she was because Amanda, a perfectly lovely, normal and truly dominant woman, had helped her to realise it. She knew, too, that Bruce was the love of her life but that she had loved him more completely at the moment of his desperate begging than at any other time. She wasn’t too sure what was going to happen now but she knew that she was in control and that for the time being at least she would stay in control. Nervously, Bruce moved nervously from his chair to his knees and crawled slowly to where Sophie stood. He took her hand in his and kissed it passionately and then looked up into her beautiful face. ‘Thank you’ he whispered. ‘I love you’.

This was how it had been three years ago. In the second year of their relationship two events of great importance occurred. In January they had married and in May, Sophie had introduced the idea of ‘real men’.
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Sophie awoke and looked blearily at her alarm clock at the side of the bed. It was already 5.50pm and she was due to meet her RM at 7.30pm. She shook Bruce at her side.

“Brucie, come on its 10 to 6 and I have to get ready”

“Do you have to go?”

“Yes, Brucie you know I do, come on, help me get ready”.

Bruce went into the en suite and turned on the shower. He came into the bedroom and went to his wife’s dressing table. From the top drawer he removed a set of French underwear, complete with matching stockings and suspenders. From the wardrobe after searching through the hanging dresses and gowns he took out his favourite  - the simple Chanelblack dress.

“Have you done the letter Bruce?” Sophie was a little less bleary eyed now but still seemed reluctant to get up.

“Yes, it’s here. I haven’t sealed the envelope; do you want to read it?”

“You read it to me”

Bruce took the letter he had typed the previous day out of its envelope and held it before him. She knew why he was being made to read it out instead of Sophie simply reading it for herself. The intensity of his humiliation gripped him tightly in the stomach and he struggled to say the words.

“Dear Hugh

I would like to thank you very much for being a real man and meeting my wife’s sexual needs – something which I am clearly incapable of doing.

I sincerely hope you enjoy your evening with her; it is my privilege to pay for both your meal and the hotel room in which ...in which....”

“Keep going, Brucie, I’m enjoying this”

“In which you will fuck her hard, long and deep. I also hope that at some point during the evening you will both have time to laugh at my utter and chronic inadequacy. Thank you in anticipation of you doing this.

Best wishes

Bruce”

Sophie could barely conceal her delight. She jumped from the bed, clapping enthusiastically and rushed over to her husband. He stood, his head held low, his shame deeply felt. She took his head in both her hands, lifted it and kissed him full on the lips, her tongue pushing into his mouth hungrily.  He responded in kind and they stayed locked in each others’ embrace. At length she pulled away and whispered

“You are such a good good boy.” Her hand dropped to his cock and she tugged lightly on his chastity device – a semi permanent fixture for the last two years. “This is coming off later – and that’s a promise” She kissed him briefly again and skipped into the shower room.

“And don’t forget to have your phone ready”
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Sometimes he thought he hated himself. He couldn’t honestly admit that his relationship with his wife didn’t bother him. How could he allow himself to be treated in this way? Yet there was no part of it to which he hadn’t given his consent. That was why he had so many doubts about himself – not what was happening to him, but that he enjoyed it so much. When Sophie went out with other men, the jealously was almost unbearable as was his humiliation at being exploited and so unfavourably compared to the so called ‘real men’. He should stop it. He could put a stop to it if he chose to.  He would stop it – as soon as the holiday was over he would tell Sophie that he couldn’t do this anymore and that he wanted to be like other couples. Of course to the rest of the world they were like any other couple – very few people knew of their lifestyle. Sophie was discreet – he gave her that. The ‘real men’ were never from their social circle and all of them knew that what they were entering into was temporary and part of a loving couple’s fantasy. And that was the problem, Bruce reflected. Yes he became jealous and humiliated, but his submissive nature was so deeply ingrained that he was as fulfilled by Sophie’s sexual behaviour as she was. But how could he be? What was wrong with him?

His mobile rang suddenly, he’d forgotten the time. He switched it on without answering, knowing what the phone call was for. He put the phone on loudspeaker and placed it on the pillow next to him. He lay back and closed his eyes, imagining the scene which he could now hear. It was his wife making love with her boyfriend

“Oh Hugh, oh yes.......please........you’re so so big”

Bruce closed his eyes tightly, trying to shut out the scene but not quite being able to do so.

“I need to suck it, please let me suck it”

The slurping noises which followed convinced Bruce that Sophie had been granted her wish and that she was feasting upon her boyfriend’s large cock. He knew intimately the size of his rival’s member as Sophie had described it in considerable detail after their first encounter.

“No, don’t take it away, I need it. Please?”

“Beg me, bitch. Beg me for it”

“Please, please Hugh. Please let me suck your lovely cock”

Bruce would have given anything for someone to have removed his chastity device at that moment. His breathing became heavy and his mind fixed on the scene he could hear played out on his mobile. But the shame of it, the shame was battling with his desire and if he was honest – even his love for his wife.

“Is he listening on this?” Hugh’s voice suddenly seemed much closer now.

“Yes, yes he is” Sophie responded with a giggle. “When we’re on holiday, he’ll have to listen every night”

“Well in that case, we better give him a good show”.

At that the slurping noises returned with a vengeance and grew in passion and volume. Bruce continued to listen, murmuring softly “Sophie, I love you” and trying to blink away his tears.
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Bruce awoke when he heard the key in the lock. He was a light sleeper and the slightest noise usually woke him. He knew the routine and shook himself fully awake. Sophie hurried up the stairs and into the bedroom. Without speaking she unzipped her black dress and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and walked smartly over to her husband, pushing him to his knees. They had both fantasised about him consuming the spunk from her lover but Sophie knew better than to bareback with any of the ‘real men’. It was enough for her that her husband was forced to worship where her lover’s cock had been only an hour or so before – albeit sheathed.

“I’m as good as my word, Bruce, it’s coming off”. Sophie raised Bruce to his feet once his oral duties were complete and taking the tiny key from a gold chain round her neck, unlocked the chastity device. She removed it and stroked Bruce’s little but swelling member. She moved away from him and checked the time on her watch.

“Ok, Brucie, 20 seconds. Go!”

“20 seconds? Is that all...I can’t, I can’t do it in that-

“You’re wasting time. Get on with it!”

Bruce started to massage his penis vigorously. He had so little time, he needed to fill his mind with every conceivable image of his wife’s infidelity. He looked at her beautiful body still in her lingerie and worked and worked. It didn’t take long, he could feel the climax coming and knew that – even in such a pitifully short time – he would make it. Just another moment and –

“Times up! Hands off Bruce. This is back on for another month now.”

“NO!”  Sophie was genuinely shocked at the volume of her husband’s voice. He never, never shouted – except in pain or ecstasy, or both. The ferocious sound of his outburst caused them both to stop in their tracks. He was still on his knees, his hand till on his now only semi erect penis

“I can’t do this, Sophie. I can’t do it anymore. I’ve  tried, really tried and I want more than anything to make you happy, but this is too much. It’s gone too far. I don’t know who I am anymore; I’ve lost all sense of myself. Please. Please, you can’t treat me like. I can’t do it!”

Bruce’s composure which had wavered during his speech now deserted him altogether and he collapsed in a heap at the foot of the bed, his body wracked with sobs. He was finished – emotionally, physically and spiritually; and if it showed, he didn’t care anymore. He felt an arm around his shoulders and he looked up and into his wife’s eyes. To his amazement she was crying too and was kneeling beside him.

“It’s ok, Bruce. I’ll tell you who you are. You are my husband and I love you more than anything in the world. And I always will. And all of this is going to stop, I promise”. She kissed his cheek and stroked his arm as she went on.

“I understand, Brucie, I really do. It’s too much – we’ve gone too far – I’ve gone too far. It’s my fault and I’m so so sorry.

“No, no it isn’t- “

“Ssssh, just listen a minute, Bruce, please.” As she continued her hand reached down and took hold of his penis and started to masturbate it. “I’m not going to put the device back on you, either now or ever. Does that feel nice?”

“Mmm” Bruce’s eyes were closed and he leant his head against his wife’s shoulder.

“I’m going to call Hugh in the morning and end it all with him and you can consider the holiday cancelled.”

“Really?”

“Of course. All this is going to stop, Brucie. We’re going to be like any other couple. You’ll wear clothes around the house and I’ll do my share of the housework...”

“No, no you don’t have to....”

“But I want to. I won’t control you anymore” Her hand started to move a little more urgently as she spoke softly to him. “There’ll be no more chastity device and no more cuckolding. I won’t find anymore so called real men and taunt you with them. There’ll be no more afternoons like this afternoon when I smother you with my pussy and spend to your limit on your credit card” Her masturbation of him became more vigorous still

“Sophie...”

“Ssssh. There’ll be no more whippings and no more punishment. I won’t knee you in the balls or drip hot candle wax on you. I won’t fuck you with my strap on  and I won’t call you my bitch anymore”

“Sophie please!” Bruce pulled away and looked at his wife in desperation.

“Sometimes it seems too much, Soph, like tonight. Sometimes I think that life would be easier and healthier if I were...”

“Normal?” Sophie offered. “I know Bruce, I feel that too sometimes. So that’s how we’ll be – a normal couple. That’s what you want isn’t it?”

“Sometimes I think so but....”

“But what Bruce?”

“I can’t, Sophie, I just can’t. I am what I am. I can’t live without you and I can’t be just like everyone else.”

“Then I don’t know what you want of me Bruce”

“I’m sorry Sophie, I got it wrong. It’s just difficult sometimes”

“Then I need you to tell me. You have to tell me when you find it difficult. I love you Bruce but you have to talk to me when you feel like this.”

“I love you too and I will, I will Sophie. But when you were talking, when you were reminding me of...everything we do...”

“I know – you knew, then, that you couldn’t live without it didn’t you?”

“Yes, yes I did, and I’m so so sorry.

“I see” – Then what about this?” She held up the chastity device. “On or off?”

“I’m asking you Sophie – no begging you to please put it back on me”

Sophie walked away from her husband, stopped, turned and looked back on him, her hands on her hips. Despite the late hour and the trials of the day, she had a new energy, her smile was vibrant and warm.

“Wank your pathetic cock first – wank it till you come”

Bruce complied his renewed happiness equal to his wife’s..

“Tomorrow Bruce I’m going shopping for all the things I’m going to need for my holiday. You’re coming with me to hold my bags and to help me choose the sexiest lingerie for Hugh to enjoy me in – the skimpiest bras, the sexiest and tiniest thongs. I’m going for a wax, a tanning and a massage and then we’re going to come back here and I’m going to whip the living shit out of you. You’ll scream for mercy and I’ll just laugh ........oh Brucie, what a mess you’ve made. Clean it up there’s a good boy!”

She walked towards Bruce, playfully swinging the chastity device and taking the key from around her neck.

The End
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Twitter:  @cruellapain

OEBPS/image_rsrc7E.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




