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Chapter 1

“And done!”

I take a couple of steps back, putting my hands on my hips in pride. Our Christmas tree is finally done. My husband plugs in the light string, the living room plunging into a magical atmosphere.

Usually, I love doing all of this. Decorating the house, looking for the perfect gift, and drinking hot chocolate. And yet, today I only dream of one thing: to be rid of these tasks.

This is all Lenny's fault. This year, he has set up something even more interesting. A very special Advent calendar, made by his hands.

A naughty Advent calendar.

When he told me about his idea, I had no idea how far he was going to take things. I thought it’d be all about sensual things to spice things up a bit, like pouring chocolate on each other's bellies and licking it off. Or massages with an aphrodisiac oil.

That did happen… On the first day. And then, everything sped up. The toys got more and more intense, and the challenges more and more daring.

This calendar is the also way he found to talk to me about a fantasy he had never dared to tell me about: BDSM.

I had no idea he wanted to be a dominant. And even less that I would like to be a submissive. And yet, that's what we've been exploring since we started.

After years of relationships, our sex life had fallen into a routine. But since we started these games, every day becomes an adventure.

I lick my lip, thinking back to yesterday's session. When he made me open this nicely wrapped package. Not fine and delicate lingerie. No. A flogger with an incalculable number of straps.

I first shivered when I saw it, taking fright. Would I be able to bear this? He's spanked me before, making me discover that I love pain more than I ever imagined. But so far, he had only used his hands.

This object was much scarier. And yet, I let him use it, my cries of pain quickly turning into small sighs of pleasure. I don't think I've ever wet so much. And if he hadn't done it himself, I don't think I would have stopped him.

So today, I looked forward to the moment when we would finally meet again. I even touched myself, as if he hadn't given me countless orgasms every day of the week.

And yet, I want more. But my husband is of no help. Since he came home, he too is in the same state of excitement as me. But rather than take the opportunity to jump on me, he prefers to make me languish.

Worse, he even provokes me. Whenever he can, he starts kissing me, letting his hands trail over my body a little too long, innocently stroking my hips, my neck. Brushing against my breasts until I sigh.

If it were up to me, I would have jumped on him by now. But I understood it well. In this new dynamic, it’s not up to me to take the first step.

So, I stand there, impassive and impatient, studying his every move in the hope of seeing a sign. But Lenny prefers to take photos, as he always does.

After a time that seems to have lasted hours, he finally puts away his phone, giving me one of his mischievous smiles that make me crack up. With exaggerated slowness, he heads for the calendar, tearing off the little piece of paper for today’s activities.

He licks his lips, visibly happy with what he has just found. His eyes slid up and down my body, increasing my nervousness and excitement. This waiting is killing me.

“Take off your clothes.”

My mouth opens in surprise, and I remain speechless, staring at him. Did I really understand? We are right in the middle of our living room. It's not even that late. Someone could come visit us.

I’m unable to move, unable to speak. The idea excites me, but the fear is strong. My dominant frowns.

“Well? I thought you really wanted to know our activity?”

I bite my lip, still hesitating. I peek out the window. The street seems very quiet. And then... If I don't obey, what are we going to do? Just have dinner without talking, watch a movie and go to bed?

No. Our adventures are far too exciting for me to deprive myself stupidly. I much prefer to be caught in the act.

So, I let my fingers slip under my sweater, lifting it more slowly than necessary. There's no reason he should be the only one playing. I take pleasure in offering him a sexy striptease, taking all my time to reveal my skin.

Gradually, the fabric fades until all that remains is my underwear.

“Take them off too.”

I swallow hard, losing some of my beautiful confidence. But the excitement quickly takes over. With a quick gesture, I undo my bra, dropping it to the ground to reveal my generous breasts to my husband.

With a sexy hip movement, I turn my back to him, swaying more than necessary as I slip out of my red lace panties. When it is at my feet, I cannot help but dance sensually on the spot, trying to cause him an erection at the sight of my rounded ass.

Then I turn around, a playful smile on my lips. He shakes his head, amused too. I approach, surrounding his neck with my arms, brushing his mouth without ever putting my lips on his.

“And now, what do we do, Master?”

“Now? It's your turn to be decorated.”


Chapter 2

A shiver runs through me as a rush of cool air caresses my bare skin. Or maybe it's the words my husband just said that make me tremble. Decorate me? I have a few ideas of what he has in mind, but it remains unclear.

The minutes seem to pass more slowly, as he leaves me alone in the room to fetch something in our bedroom. I want to surround my body with my arms, to try to hide myself a little, to protect myself.

But I know he won't be happy if I do that. He clearly wants me to be exposed. Too bad if I feel more vulnerable than ever. Above all, I want to satisfy my dominant… And see if I can withstand his ordeal.

Despite my good resolve, I can't help but let out a faint sigh of relief when he comes back to me. It may be silly, but his presence soothes me.

He comes closer to me, caressing my face tenderly. Then he places a gentle kiss on my lips. It's soft, comforting. He doesn't do this to excite me, but to reassure me. His fingers absently stroke my hair as he pulls back, his eyes boring into mine.

“You remember your safe word, right?”

I refrain from rolling my eyes. He probably wouldn't appreciate me answering him like that. Still, what a silly question. It's been long enough since we started these games. Of course, I know my safe word.

I soften, containing my impatience to nod. I should be grateful. No matter how excited we are. He always puts my safety first. No matter what crazy things he made me do, I always felt completely confident. Even when he hung me from the ceiling, hanging from ropes encircling my body.

My dominant's gaze changes. It becomes harder, but also full of desires. His hands lift my bare breasts, kneading them before letting his thumbs twirl over my pointed nipples. It’s not the cold that causes them this reaction. Between my thighs, I'm already soaked, while we haven't done anything yet.

From his pocket, he takes out his first decoration. I can't help but smile. These are nipple clamps. It's not the first time he's used some on me. But this is a new model. A toy bought especially for Christmas. At the end of the clamps hang fluffy, red and golden pompoms. They really look like tree ornaments.

My smile turns into a grimace as he twists my nipple a little harder between his thumb and forefinger. One after the other, he puts the clamps on my nipples, making me let out small high-pitched squeals.

I breathe harder, trying to get used to the continued tension on my breasts. I focus on his hands sliding down my sides, before dropping to my hips, then gripping my ass with both hands.

His fingers dig into my flesh, making me moan again. His mouth lands on mine forcefully. His tongue creates a passage, coming to tickle mine, making my legs tremble so intensely.

My fingers land on his chest, closing on his shirt. I don't know why, but the contrast between my naked body and his elegant suit excites me to the highest degree. It only strengthens his power over me. And I love that.

I love this new role he has taken on. He always so gentle and considerate, he shows himself to be a perfect Master. Tough and inflexible when needed. Gentle and caring when, after an intense session, I need his arms and his warmth.

We've only just started, and I want more, much more. And he’s ready to give it to me. His hands clench around my wrists without warning. Without ever breaking the kiss, he abruptly pulls them back, crossing them behind my back. While with one hand he manages to hold them, with the other he gropes for something in his pockets.

I try to see what he's doing, but his tongue exploring every corner of my mouth stops me. It's only when I feel a fluffy sensation on my skin that I realize what it's doing. The little click only confirms it.

He locks my hands behind my back with handcuffs. He breaks the kiss, coming to whisper in my ear.

“They match your nipple clamps.”

I can't help but smile, impressed by this attention to detail. He steps back again, admiring his work. I shiver as his gaze glides over me, tracing every curve of my neck to my feet.

His gaze lingers there for a moment. I hold my breath as he pulls out a new item from his collection of very special decorations. More handcuffs, still matching the rest. They are just a bit wider, with a longer chain to connect them.

My husband kneels in front of me, trapping each of my ankles. I close my eyes for a moment. Thus tied, I feel like I'm losing my balance.

I open them again as his breath caresses the skin on the inside of my thighs. Soon his head lined up with my pussy. I can feel his warmth caressing my clit. However, he doesn’t kiss it, doesn’t lick it. Doesn't do any of those things I dream of.

I could beg him, but it wouldn't change anything. He’s the master of the game. He’s the one who controls everything. I just have to submit.

He gets up again, silently admiring his work. My chest heaves harder. My breathing is racing, as much excitement as concern. Is he done decorating me, or does he have other things on his mind?

“I have one more tiny thing to make you perfect.”

I watch him, taken aback, as he pulls a small box out of his pocket. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he’s about to gift me a jewel. I gasp in surprise as he opens the box.

It does look like a jewel. It even has a diamond on the end. The lewdest, most shameful of jewels.

My cheeks burn so much they are red with shame. This is nothing new. He's already done things with my back entrance. He inserted his fingers into it as he took me doggy style, pushing my limits as I was inches away from orgasm. But a plug? It's the first time.

My dominant places a few kisses on my cheek, on my neck, no doubt to try to reassure me a little. This is just the logical sequence of events. I'm ready to take it. I want it. But despite everything, it's still a little scary.

“Open your mouth.”

I shiver at his deep, authoritative voice. However, I comply when he is already pushing the object between my lips. I keep my eyes fixed on him, playing with the object inside me, licking and sucking on it, trying to wet it as best I can.

He watches me, an amused smile on his lips. Then he grabs a jar of lube. I moan against the plug as his fingers wander for a moment over my clit, pressing just enough to make me quiver.

As he continues to play with me, his hand slips between my ass. I try to relax as a first finger traces the jagged outline of my most taboo entrance.

My teeth clench as a first knuckle penetrates me. It doesn't really hurt, it's just a slight tugging. No, that's not a problem. Only my mind is still resisting as the finger sinks deeper and deeper.

I never thought I would try anal one day. I thought it was only for depraved people, and porn. Not something normal people do.

But I have to admit it. I’m depraved. One of those sluts that I judged so harshly. If I wasn't one, why would I be here, naked in the middle of my living room?

Why would I risk being discovered by neighbors looking out our window while I'm handcuffed, clamps on my breasts, and a plug in my mouth while my husband sticks a second finger inside me?

Yes. I am a slut. And I don’t care anymore.

My husband continues his slow back and forth on my clit, modeling them on those he performs between my ass. I want to moan out loud. But if I do that, the plug will fall off, and my master will punish me.

So, I hold on, focusing on my breathing so as not to completely capsize. I can't hold back a sigh of relief when he picks up the plug. However, this respite is short-lived.

After coating it with lube, he pushes it in turn against my crenelated entrance. The plug is barely bigger than his fingers, yet its shape makes me shiver.

Once inserted, my dominant gently strokes my hair, before kissing my forehead.

“Good girl.”

My whole body ignites at this simple compliment. I believe that hearing him compliment me brings me much greater relief and pleasure than any orgasm. It's probably not normal to feel such things, but I don't care. He understands me. And that's all that matters.

My mouth drops open in surprise as he grabs his phone. Of course, I should have known. He loves to take pictures of everything. But even more of me, especially when he puts me in his impossible positions.

He starts circling me, making sure not to miss any angles. To capture for posterity my handcuffs, my clamps, my plug.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he puts his phone away, believing he's finally going to take care of me. But he doesn't.

His hands land on my shoulders, bringing me down to my knees. Then, he presses my upper back, until my ass is in the air and my head is crushed against the ground.

With these handcuffs binding my body, I can't do anything. I'm like a doll in his hands, put in the position he wants to see me in. And all this why? For a few shots?

“Spread your ass for me, Baby.”

Despite my shame and my limited movements, I obey him. I know this is the only solution. The key to my pleasure.

My cheeks flush as I feel him lean in behind me, his lens closer to my pussy. The position is not the most comfortable, with my head crushed against the floor. And yet, I don't move, I don't fight. I like that he treats me like that.

I jump as his fingers glide over my lower lips. He clicks his tongue, amused.

“Look how soaked you are. You really like having your little ass filled, uh?”

I remain silent, panting. A scream escapes my throat as his hand slams against my ass.

“I spoke to you, Rebecca. The least you can do is answer me.”

“I… I'm sorry. Yes. I like it.”

He pats my ass firmly again, making me squeal. However, that doesn’t stop him. He knows it. I like being in pain. I proved it to him a little more yesterday, when he used this leather flogger with many straps. Just thinking about it makes my body go crazy.

As if reading my thoughts, my dominant leans toward me, gripping my ass tightly.

“I think you still need to learn your place. That's not what I had in mind for today, but you leave me no choice. I have to discipline you.”

I swallow hard, watching him walk away only to return a few moments later with the famous flogger in his hands. I hold my breath as he crouches down beside me again. His fingertips caress my back, leaving a trail of goosebumps on the skin.

Soon, it’s his object of torture that replaces the warmth of his hand. All my energy is focused on staying perfectly in place, despite my balance made even more precarious by his sensual and terrifying caresses on my skin.

I know that any moment now, this false sweetness will turn into a sharp pain. Oh, I'll end up loving it. It’ll put me in states of pure pleasure, in a secret world that belongs only to me. Where, under the hand of my dominant, I can become who I really am.

But anticipation makes things much more difficult. Terrifying thoughts race through my head. What if it hurt too much? What if this time I didn't like it? What a disappointment that would be. For my master, of course. But especially for me. I want to be able to endure these things. To continue to explore them.

A stronger tremor takes hold of me as the leather straps slip viciously between my legs. They cover themselves with my excitement, no doubt. They excite me, too. The thrill of danger is stronger than anything.

If he wanted to, my master could crush the object on my pussy, and make me scream in pain. It wouldn't take him long. A quick wave of the hand, and it would be done. I wouldn't even see it coming.

No doubt I would totally collapse if that were the case. I would then find myself ridiculous, my naked body pathetically crushed against the ground without my being able to get up, deprived of my hands and my feet.

I hold my breath as the straps leave my body. That's it. He’s about to hit.

And yet, my dominant still plays with me. Rather than using the object as he sees fit, he goes back to stroking my back with it. I am sure that, behind me, my master takes malicious pleasure in seeing me suffer from this interminable wait.

Little by little, my muscles relax, I get used to his caresses. And that's where my husband knocks. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as the whip crashes its full length into the thin skin of my ass.

I grit my teeth. We used it for the first time yesterday, and yet I had already forgotten how intense and hard to bear this pain is. It's as if thousands of little stings were crashing down my ass, digging into my skin like the stingers of angry insects.

My husband continues, moving his wrist flexibly to bring down the straps each time in a different spot. He has such expertise in his gesture, it looks like he has been doing this all his life.

I'm not complaining. Even though the pain is definitely there, part of me eagerly awaits every impact on my thin skin. I gasp, having more and more trouble breathing. I start shaking.

I try to keep my wits. But a blow stronger than the others makes me completely lose my footing. My knees can't take it anymore, and I fall under my own weight, sprawling on the ground. I'm on my side, immediately raising my head to my dominant to beg him.

He remains impassive, coming to stand in front of my chest. He leans over my body again, and, without warning, crushes his whip on my breasts. I’m choking at this unexpected pain.

Added to this are my nipples imprisoned in their princes. This is all too much. A few tears are starting to well up in the corner of my eyes. However, I don’t stop him.

It's as if I had just passed a new level of pain. And I love that. I love the feel of those straps crashing down on my breasts.

After a few moments, the blows become rarer, less strong, until they turn into a caress. That's it. It's over.

Carelessly, my master drops his flogger on the ground. Then quickly, he turns me onto my back. Forcefully, he pushes my thighs apart, undoing one of the handcuffs holding my ankles so he can slip between my legs.

With his lip, he kisses my cheeks, removing the traces of the few tears that have flowed. His hands grope over my body until they reach my breasts. He removes the clamps from my nipples before massaging them with his palms.

Then he leans in, capturing one of my nipples between his lips. I squeal, not sure if the stimulation is delicious or painful, after the force of the clamps.

My breathing quickens as he moves above my body. Quickly, his hands undid the buckle of his belt and unzipped his pants. Then he grabs my hips, lifting them to align them with his hard cock.

For a few moments, he rubs his length over my clit, making me moan in pleasure. All the air escapes from my lungs as, without further ado, he plunges into me in one swift motion.

I grit my teeth. My husband was spoiled by nature. His cock is wide and long. Taking it unprepared is always a challenge. But he doesn't seem to have a shred of patience in him anymore. He didn't even bother to undress. He just pulled his cock out to shove it inside me.

The position isn’t comfortable. And it's not the cold, hard floor rubbing under my bound arms that helps. And yet, I don't care. My husband's cock going back and forth inside me is way too good for that.

He no longer has the slightest restraint, sinking deep inside me, fucking me there, on the floor. We would never have done this before. We who were the most normal couple in the world. The kind to have a lazy missionary before falling asleep. How happy I am now that he got us into these activities.

I moan out loud, not caring if the whole neighborhood can hear me. I just want him to keep fucking me like this. To make every part of my being vibrate.

His fingers dig into the tender flesh of my hips. He's giving me a proper ramming now. I tilt my head back.

My eyes are mesmerized by the flashing lights on our tree. I focus on them so as not to lose my footing completely. To stay grounded in reality, in the present moment.

My husband growls at me. His end must not be far away. He bends down, his teeth digging into my neck. This simple gesture is enough to make me completely lose my mind.

In the pit of my stomach, it’s as if a dam gave way. Seething waves wash over me, swirling and seeping into every part of my body.

I close my eyes, letting myself go to orgasm. I contract around my husband, dragging him in turn to his end. With force, he sinks into me one last time, releasing his seed deep inside me.

Our bodies remain intertwined against each other, moving only under the effect of our breath. For sure, it will take us a while to recover from this intense experience.


Chapter 3

I let out a contented sigh as I slowly open my eyes. I’ve never slept better than since we started these lustful activities.

Today is finally the weekend. It means we can lay in bed, kissing, cuddling… Maybe even more.

I don't know how I can still want more, when just last night he was fucking me in the middle of the living room. And yet, that's what I want.

And him too, if I believe his hands caressing my face before kissing me. It's sweet, lazy. Like a simple good morning.

However, I know that he too wants more. And it has nothing to do with the hard stick hiding in his boxers. No. I feel in him this urgency, this need to touch me. To connect our bodies once again.

He proves it a few moments later. Breaking the kiss, he gently rocks me onto my back, his lips resting on my neck. Then he descends. Through the light fabric of my nightgown, he kisses my nipples, already pointing when we haven't done anything.

He’s amused, giving me a half-mocking look. I raise an eyebrow and return his taunting smile when he shivers as my hand rests on his hard cock. Yes, none of us can deny it. We are like two teenagers discovering sex. Insatiable and always ready to start again.

Slowly, he pulls the silk fabric up my body. Then, he draws a slow line of kisses on the soft skin of my stomach, going ever lower. Without even realizing it, I spread my thighs a little more in a silent invitation.

It doesn't take him long to come between them. I hold my breath as he kisses my clit through the thin fabric of my panties. This contact is very light, and yet it already makes me moan.

I lift my hips, hoping to get the man to taste me for good. But he doesn't, having fun kissing the thin skin of my inner thighs. He knows it, this area is ultrasensitive. It excites me as much as it frustrates me.

He barely touched me, and yet I already feel ready to explode. He goes back up my body again, meticulously bypassing the most interesting areas. He prefers to kiss my belly, my neck.

He even grabs one of my earlobes between his teeth, biting it just enough to make me close my eyes with a long moan. His hands brush against my breasts without touching them.

Ignoring my arching and pleading body, the man descends, placing small kisses until he comes between my breasts. Then he grabs one of my nipples, sucking and licking it. Every now and then he sinks his teeth into it, making me breathe a little harder.

My hands slide down his back, tirelessly stroking his skin, my fingers digging into his shoulders before moving down to caress his ass.

I hold back a frustrated sigh as he returns to capture my lips. Oh sure, I welcome his tongue playing with mine. But that's not where I want it the most.

Gripping his ass a little harder, I lift my hips, bringing him into contact with his hard cock, hoping to push him deeper. He breaks the kiss and clicks his tongue.

“So impatient. You're lucky we have a busy day ahead of us. Otherwise, I would have taught you patience.”

I give him an innocent smile, causing him to chuckle. Without further ado, he continues his descent, until finally arriving where I want him. With a firm gesture, he rips off my panties. I prop myself up on my elbows, protesting as I hear the sound of fabric tearing.

“You don't need it. From now on, I think I won’t allow you to wear panties.”

I swallow hard, oddly excited at the idea. It would cause technical problems, but I don't care. I can already imagine going out with him, completely naked under my dress.

Could we really focus on our dinner, knowing that I'm so open and ready to be taken at any moment? We would surely end up jumping on each other in the toilet or in the car. Maybe even before we reach the place of our date.

I moan as he blows on my clit, having fun making me languish a little more. A scream dies in my throat as, finally, his tongue slides over my button of nerves.

He no longer makes me wait, licking me nonstop, seeming everywhere at once. His mouth captures my clit, pinching it just enough to make me vibrate. One of my hands slips into his hair, tangling in it as much to encourage him as to cling to something.

My other hand sinks into the sheets, my fingernails already threatening to tear them as he slips a finger inside me, stimulating me much harder than I expected.

A second finger enters me as he resumes his tongue movements with renewed vigor. It's been a long time since he learned what I like, what makes me vibrate. It doesn’t take more than a few minutes to send me into the most total ecstasy.

My body falls heavily back into the mattress, shaking with all its might. My husband continues to gently kiss my clit, giving me a little more stimulation than I can handle.

He suddenly stops to get up. I look at him questioningly, taken aback. I expected us to continue, that I would return the favor. But he seems to have decided otherwise. He answers my silent question.

“We have a lot to do today. How about we continue this in the shower?”

It doesn't take much for me to get up on my feet, making him laugh softly. I grab the hand he extends to me and let him guide me to, I'm sure, even more pleasure.


Chapter 4

I can't help but smile. These repeated orgasms have totally detracted my brain, it seems. Even the crowds rushing in the stores to do the last-minute Christmas shopping did not undermine my morale.

Hand in hand with my husband, I browsed the shelves and did my shopping as if nothing had happened. As if I didn't have a plug hidden deep between my ass. A small gift from my dominant.

I had to ask him to repeat when he told me he wanted to put it on for me this morning, before we left. I couldn't believe it. Going out in public, with a toy inside me.

Oh, I had already thought of that. I had even fantasized about this possibility. But I had imagined a vibrating egg, which he would have remotely controlled. I had never imagined for a moment that this would actually happen. And that it would be with such a depraved toy.

Fortunately, he let me wear panties. I was scared that he might forbid me. The idea that the plug could fall without a single piece of fabric to recover it. How would we have reacted if it had fallen in the middle of the mall? I shiver in horror.

We are back now. I have nothing more to fear. At least not on this point.

Because my husband told me. Wearing a plug in public is not my test of the day. As for our activities this morning, these are just extras, a way to have a little more fun.

I lick my lips, gazing up at the lustful calendar, as if I could guess what's inside. If he put a plug in me, there must be a reason, right?

I watch my husband as he busies himself with putting away our Christmas groceries, coming and going as if nothing had happened. As if I did not have this object in me. Maybe he'll leave me like this until tonight.

I hope not. Whatever he has planned, I want to try it. To feel my husband's skin against mine again. Having him near me is much easier than waiting in the unknown.

After what seems like an eternity, he comes back to me, kissing me tenderly. I moan louder than I should. It's barely a light kiss. He shouldn't excite me so much. The man pulls back, licking his lips in amusement.

“You are so impatient. It almost makes me want to let you wait a little longer. But you were a good girl. I guess you deserve to find today’s activity.”

My cheeks flush with pleasure to hear him compliment me like that. He walks away from me, grabbing the little paper and opening it with a theatrical gesture that almost makes me laugh. A big smile forms on his lips. He looks up at me, visibly satisfied.

“It's a very good one. I have some preparations to make. Rest while you wait. You’re going to need it.”

---

I freeze as I walk into the bedroom, letting go of my dominant's hand. This is something I hadn't expected. On the bed is an unknown machine.

However, even if I’ve never seen it, I immediately understand what it is intended for. It would be difficult to be otherwise, when at its end is a huge dildo.

I swallow with difficulty. I don't know if it's because of the installation, but this toy looks huge. Impressive. Dangerous.

My heart skips another beat as I see his phone held on a tripod. Not only is this the scariest thing he's ever had me do, but he’s also planning on filming?

I take a deep breath, trying to reason with myself. Everything will be alright. I don't need to worry. My dominant will never endanger me. If I wanted to, I could even stop everything now.

But I don't. Because little by little, curiosity rises in me, silencing the worry. I begin to imagine all the uses of this object. How is he going to put me there. How he is going to make me scream with pleasure with this diabolical machine. Yes, I'm ready to find out.

Slowly, I enter the room, my eyes glued to the machine. Then I look up at my dominant. This one is in a corner of the room, arms crossed on his chest. Patiently, he waited for me to get used to this new game he is offering me.

Now he takes the reins in hand. With a nod, he shows me my clothes.

“Take them off.”

I shiver at his deep voice but still begin to obey him. Slowly, I undo layer after layer of these soon superfluous fabrics. The man doesn’t miss a moment of this striptease.

Nor does the camera pointed at me. He turned it on as soon as an order was given. Everything we do here will be immortalized. I shudder in advance, and yet it excites me.

The man approaches me, a rope in his hand. I lick my lips, glad it's part of our games today. Without a word, he slides the object over my skin, enclosing in turn my thighs, my breasts. These look huge, thus hampered by these intricate knots.

From time to time, I look at the camera. I play with it, licking my lips sensually, pushing my breasts forward innocently, imagining that someone is there, looking at me, admiring my body offered without the slightest shame.

Maybe it will be my husband. Maybe it will be strangers on the Internet. Who knows where our evil games will take us? Maybe one day we will expose ourselves to everyone's gaze. Thousands of anonymous, watching me moan and tremble under the hand of my dominant. We might even invite one of them to join us.

I shudder at the thought before refocusing on the present moment. My husband picks me up and lays me unceremoniously on the bed. There he completes his intricate knots, connecting my thighs to my calves.

Thus tied, I have no choice but to be on all fours. My hands are the last to be tied up. In front of me this time. At least it will be easier for me to keep my balance.

I swallow with difficulty. That's it. Things are about to start. My dominant strokes my hair, then leans in to kiss me passionately. This movement alone is enough to ignite me again.

In his hands, he grabs my nipples, pinching them hard, squeezing a long moan of pleasure from me. I have never been so responsive. Before, I needed long preliminaries to be ready. Now, a word or a look, followed by a caress, is enough to make me wet like never before.

My dominant leaves my breasts, letting his fingers run down my back until they reach my ass. He caresses them for a moment, before slamming them hard, making me squeal.

Without caring, he grabs the plug still inside me, playing with it. I bite my lip as he tugs on it, pushing it back inside me, leaving it in place.

Then his fingers descend a little lower still, sinking into my soaking wet entrance. I hold my breath. His fingers are thick, he didn't bother to lubricate them before, giving me this slight tight feeling.

However, very quickly, I have nothing more to do. I can't hold back small sighs of pleasure as he begins to move slowly back and forth. His other hand slides between my legs, playing lazily with my clit.

I can't help but moan in frustration as he pulls them away, moving away from me. But my frustration is quickly replaced by new concern, as I feel him move the machine on the bed.

Looking over my shoulder, I see him coating the dildo with a generous layer of lube. I will need it. Even though I'm completely soaked, this toy is huge. Maybe even more so than my dominant. Who knows if I will manage to bear it?

But now is not the time to worry about it. My master grabs hold of my hips, pulling me back to line up perfectly with this machine. A few adjustments, and now I feel the tip of the toy knock at my entrance.

I let curiosity take hold of me and push my ass back. I hiss between my teeth, realizing by myself how large the object is. A slap hits my ass. My dominant never allowed me to do this.

“What a little slut. You really can't wait to get started, can you?”

Cheeks flushed with shame, I nod my head. That's what I am. A slut. And despite the intense humiliation inflaming my body, I can't help but be eager to get started. I want to see how far I can go.

I try to stay still as my master smacks my ass again. Once. Twice. Thrice. I'm shivering. And yet, I don't really want him to stop. It’s so good.

I let out a surprised cry when suddenly the machine starts up. Slowly, the dildo enters me. My breath catches. If the rhythm is not strong now, it’s continuous. It’s not a man, but a machine. No matter how much resistance my pussy offers it, the object will continue to sink deep inside me.

Oh sure, my master could stop him. But as I turn my head towards him, I realize he has no intention of doing so. If he keeps an eye on the slightest of my reactions, he remains fascinated by this toy disappearing inside me.

My fingers close on the sheets beneath me, the only thing I can do to gain some control. Oh, I could stop everything, but I don't want to. Because even if I have the impression of being split open, the feeling is delicious.

But before the object sinks completely, my master presses a button and makes it move back. Several times, he repeats this operation. I look up at him, surprised. I’m ready to go all the way, and he deprives me of it. Why?

I want to beg him for an explanation. But I don't. I know exactly where my place is. I learned it the hard way, and there's no way I'm going to get punished again. Yesterday's spanking was more than enough for me.

So, I just wait patiently, hoping to get some relief soon. I swallow with difficulty when the movements become longer, each time going a little further, tearing me apart a little more.

I should know my lesson better. Always be wary of what you wish for. I wished to receive more. I’ll have to endure my pain now.

I squeal a little louder as the object sinks even deeper than before. I close my eyes when, finally, he fully enters me. My master stops it immediately, leaving it deep inside me for minutes that feel like hours.

Then he turns the object back on, letting it come and go inside me without accelerating its movement. I don't know if this slowness really helps me better bear this imposing presence. I don't really know much anymore.

I'm just trying to adapt to what's happening to me. Little by little, the movements become faster. Their mechanical repetition transforms the experience into something much more intense than the sheer presence of a man.

I open my eyes as I feel the mattress sag. My master is there, kneeling in front of me. I swallow with difficulty. No need to be a genius to understand what he expects of me, thus installed near my head.

Like the day before, he doesn't bother to undress. He just pulls out his hard cock, giving himself a few strokes along his length.

“Open.”

He doesn't have to repeat it twice. I open my mouth wide to welcome his tip already pressed against my lips. I shiver, facing so much impatience and strength.

I like that he’s sometimes rough. It only makes things more exciting. I’m his little thing, totally subject to his decisions. I’m his. Even when it's difficult. Even when he thrusts his cock deep inside me as a machine pounds me from behind.

I find it hard to believe this is really happening to me. Yet it is indeed the case. And I’m filmed. There is no longer any way to hide my perversity. I am a slut. A real one.

Between the ropes that hold me and this machine, I have little maneuvering power. As best I can, I lick my lover's delicious member, enjoying the texture of his little veins under my tongue.

When I can't go any further, he takes over, starting to make long back-and-forth movements in my mouth. I almost choke as he hits the back of my throat, but I hold on. I have no other choice.

All I can do is welcome his movements without complaining, hoping to receive in return a reward of the most enjoyable. Between my legs, the object activates at a constant rate, making me lose my means little by little.

A recognizable warmth grows in the pit of my stomach. I raise pleading eyes to my dominant. He gave me no instructions. I don't know if I have the right to come.

The man seems to understand my embarrassment. But rather than offer me his help, he prefers to speed up his movements, pounding my mouth like the machine pounding me.

His hand tangles in my hair, squeezing it tightly as his thrusts accelerate. I can no longer follow, totally lost in the middle of these intense sensations.

In a rattle, my dominant tenses as he empties deep into my throat. I cough but still swallow his offering, licking my lips before sticking my tongue out to show him I've behaved.

He pats my cheek, almost proudly. Suddenly one of my moans tears the air. I was so focused on his pleasure that I almost forgot mine. But now, this huge dildo pounding me brings me a little closer to my end.

My dominant gets off the bed. Nonchalantly, he grabs his water bottle, watching me struggle with my increasingly intense emotions and pleasure.

“Please, Master. Can I cum?”

He nods, not even trying to make me languish. This is probably my reward for being so well-behaved. I close my eyes, letting myself go completely with my feelings.

I could never have believed that one day I would come without a hand pressing on my clit to take me into this perfect deliverance. Yet, it’s happening. My body convulses with pleasure. If the machine didn't keep coming and going inside me, I think I'd collapse full length on the bed.

My moans of pleasure turn into squeals of discomfort. The machine continues to thrust me despite my orgasm. I raise pleading eyes to my master, hoping for direction from him. He just smiles, before raising an amused eyebrow.

“Well, you wanted to cum. You didn't say how many times.”

In response, I let out a long moan, my head resting against the mattress as the pounding continues inside me. The man chuckles softly, walking away to get I don't know what. I don't care. I'm shaking too much, completely confused by my feelings. I want this to continue and stop at the same time.

I frown as he comes back to me, another dildo in his hands. This one is much slimmer and much shorter than the one in me. I wonder what he wants to do with it.

I freeze when, finally, I understand. His fingers land on the plug still stuck in me and gently remove it. Then he squirts a large dose of lube between my ass and onto the machine, making things a little more comfortable for me.

As best I can, I look over my shoulder, watching him cover the toy in a thick layer of liquid.

I swallow. I've never had anything longer than his fingers inside me. How am I going to handle this dildo?

I don't have time to worry about it. He presses the object against my jagged edge, barely slowing the movement of the other dildo to give me time to get used to the intrusion.

My teeth sink into my lower lip, holding back my little squeaks. The sensation is strange. New, but not as unpleasant as I would have imagined.

I even find myself moaning with pleasure, as much because of this new intrusion as the object in my other entrance continuing its regular movements, taking me ever closer to a new orgasm.

I can't believe it's possible to have so much fun being used in all my holes like this. I should rather be ashamed. Especially when it's all captured on camera.

And yet, I think I would die if he stopped now. I want this to continue, all night, and for the rest of the weekend. Too bad if I have to miss work on Monday because I can't walk anymore. Even better. I want to know the greatest pleasures that the earth has to offer.

My dominant caresses my ass, speaking softly, as if not to scare me.

“Breathe baby.”

I take a deep breath as the object is completely buried in my ass. I hadn't even realized that I was in apnea, so preoccupied was I with the rest of my sensations.

That's it. Both objects are in me. I’m completely open. This feeling is incredible. And yet, my dominant is far from finished. A scream dies in my throat as he suddenly turns on the little dildo.

The vibrations are light, but added to the comings and goings of the other toy pushing against it, they feel more intense than ever.

I squeal and moan, no longer controlling my body. I’m his little thing, totally spread for him. He likes to watch me struggle with myself like this. I feel completely overwhelmed, and yet I would be ready to ask for more.

I groan in frustration when suddenly everything stops. I turn my head back and discover my dominant near my ass. He chuckles, gently stroking my lower back.

“You've been a very good girl, so I'll let you choose. Which dildo do I take off? In which of your little holes should I put my cock?”

My whole body is on fire at this question. Before, I could never have endured such comments. But now, I no longer have any taboos. Gasping, I answer him.

“In… In my ass, please, Master!”

I barely recognize the voice that escapes me when I say those words. How can I shout them like that, without the slightest shame? I should hide, feel humiliated to be treated like this. And yet, that's what I want.

I thought about it many times, as he played inside me with his fingers. I couldn't help but fantasize about the day he was going to break into me, replace that hand with his large cock. Split me in half. Take the last area of my body that he hasn't visited.

Of course, at no time could I have imagined that it would turn out like this. Tied up, pounded by a machine topped with a large dildo. My first anal penetration is going to be a double penetration. And the thought only adds to the excitement I feel as he removes the toy from my ass.

The man positions himself behind me, making use of lubricant again. My enthusiasm drops somewhat as I feel his tip invite itself against me. In my impatience, I had almost forgotten his thickness.

All of a sudden, he seems to me to have a monstrous cock. How will he be able to get it in, when the other dildo is already taking up all the space inside my body?

He doesn't seem to care, pushing his member harder and harder. Finally, he manages to get his rounded tip in.

I grit my teeth, trying not to sink. With the palm of his hand, he gently caresses my lower back. A much-needed comfort.

He stopped the machine to give me time to get used to it. But the toy is still well and truly embedded inside me, rubbing with my master's cock through my inner walls.

I rest my head against the mattress, my fingers clenched on the sheets. I feel like I'm split open.

Still, I don't want my master to stop. I want him to keep diving into me again and again. That he never stops, our two bodies melting into each other in perfect harmony. Just us, connecting as one being, forever.

Finally, his hips meet mine. He’s totally inside me, his legs on either side of my body. I don't even know how he can hold that position, and I don't care. I just want to feel the pleasure over and over again.

I squeal as the machine inside me kicks into gear, its mechanical movements now familiar to my body. My nipples are stretched to the extreme, my clit throbs. I'm not far from ecstasy, while my Master also begins to move.

I don't understand how I can accommodate such wide cocks in me. It should be impossible. And yet, that's what happens to me.

I moan loudly, my screams echoing around the room to mingle with my dominant's grunts. He won't last very long either, trapped in my tightest entrance contracting around him.

“I want to feel you come on my cock.”

He manages to growl in a bestial voice. His hand slides over my clit, pressing down hard. I don't need more to completely lose my footing. I no longer know if I am screaming or if I am silent. If I'm still breathing. Beneath me, the sheets are torn as I tug on them with force.

My orgasm washes over me, like a stormy storm. Lightning crosses every part of my body. My master needs to hold my hips so he can keep pounding me. Me, I no longer have the strength.

In a grunt louder than the others, he comes in turn, letting his seed flow into my most taboo hole. My cheeks blush at this idea, the last hint of consciousness that holds me as I find myself in a daze, close to falling asleep.

In the haze of orgasm, I barely feel him getting rid of the machine. It doesn't matter what we do in the future. This session will be forever etched in my memory.


Chapter 5

I let out a loud contented sigh as I settle into the couch. I wrap myself in a large fluffy blanket. It’s so soft, it's like wrapping myself in a cloud.

And that's exactly what I need today. Every muscle in me hurts. I even thought I was going to fall when I tried to get up this morning. If Lenny hadn't caught me, I would have ended up on the floor, I have no doubt about that.

He gently laughed at me. I pretended to sulk. After all, it's his fault that I'm in this state. “Like you didn’t like it”, he replied.

After a few minutes of pretending to argue, we cuddled a little more. Since we started these games, we have never been so close.

Of course, the sex is incredibly good. Extraordinary. Life-changing. But the bond between us now? It’s more precious than anything.

After that well-deserved rest time, he carried me to the bathroom like I was a young bride. We took a long bath together, the heat of the water relaxing my muscles little by little. Then, he gently dried me, before surrounding me with this robe far too big and guiding me to the living room.

Now a Christmas movie is playing on TV. I pay little attention to it, preferring to turn my head toward the kitchen. Watching my husband, busy preparing our breakfast.

When he puts everything down on the coffee table in front of me, I’m ecstatic. He’s made enough for an army. Pancakes, egg, bacon... All my favorite things are there.

“Are you planning to get me fat?”

“I want you to get your strength back.”

I smile, biting into a slice of bacon. My eyes can't stop staring at the advent calendar. What has he planned for today? Is this why I need to gain strength, or to recover from what we did yesterday?

I should be terrified to do anything today. My body surely needs a rest. And yet, a small voice insists in my head. It wants me to submit to my husband again.

He notices my gaze and laughs softly.

“Not even able to wait until the end of the breakfast. If someone had told me my wife would become like that...”

“You would have married me much faster!”

He laughs softly before sighing. Abandoning his breakfast, he walks over to the calendar, pulling out the day's paper. He turns to me, a lustful glint in his eye.

“So... Ready to go again?”
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Dear Santa,

This year, I've been really, really naughty...

This letter was supposed to be a joke. I never thought it would bring me actual results. But now, the most gifted dominant I know is back in town. And he wants to see me

In my sexiest dress, I offer him my best lap dance. By being a brat in public, I soon gain a reaction. I already know what’s going to happen in his hotel room…

His large hands are going to offer me the most delicious of punishments.

As always, he does what he wants with me. He knows how to push my limits. How to make me accept the most humiliating things. I’d do anything for him.

Being exposed naked at the window. Receiving a toy in the most taboo part of my anatomy. And even… Crawling at his feet with a leash hooked to my collar. No matter the pain… I'm more excited than ever.

Under the body of my dominant, I will spend the most ecstatic of Christmases.

◆◆◆

The Submissive Wife Bundle
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I had no idea my husband used to be a DOMINANT.
Now that I know, I’ll do everything to become his best SUBMISSIVE.

Our intimate life has always been quite satisfying, but it lacked something. A spark of danger, of madness. Since he introduced me to BDSM, everything has changed. I’m now insatiable, always ready to submit to his every desire.

Each new experience brings its share of surprises, of thrills. And if I stray from the right path, the punishment is never long to come. With a crop or with his hands, no matter the way: the pain makes me wetter than ever.

In his office or in front of the cameras of our pleasure’s room, I let him take me however he wants. Collar, plugs, cords… My Master spares me no treatment. And if he shares me with other men, it’s for them to use all of me. All I have to do is to let them take care of my body, until I finally scream in ecstasy.

From my first humiliation to my introduction into his BDSM circle, don't miss any of my adventures as a Submissive Wife.

◆◆◆

Filthy Training
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.




They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.
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