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            Painful Desire
      

            by Nancy, Nordland
      

         

          
      

         Monday evening, TV, you, and me wrapped in one of your arms. A bowl of crisps, some fizzy drinks and a mediocre TV film that doesn’t arouse my interest. I turn towards you and start studying the expressions in your face and the lines in your body. Then I start day-dreaming. My thoughts wander far from what’s going on in the film, and you sit there quite innocently while, in my fantasies, I make love to you as if I’m a man possessed. I take you in all kinds of ways. As we usually do it and in ways that I only allow in my thoughts. I can do what I want with you, and you submit to my orders. I tie you up with chains and leather straps and whip you lovingly. We’ve never really experimented with this kind of sex. But it is something I’ve started thinking about more recently. It seems both scary and exciting, but I don’t quite know how to find a way of suggesting it to you.


“Bedtime!”

         You get up and I’m torn out of my dream world. We wander out to the bathroom together, just like normal. We do as much as we can together. And we never get tired of it, quite the opposite actually. We don’t think that two people who love each other ever get bored with each other. With situations, perhaps, but not with each other.


In the bedroom, you leave your clothes in a pile on the floor as usual and jump onto the bed. I take off my top and undo my bra, releasing my breasts. I look at you kneeling there on all fours, looking at the cover of a magazine. I loosen my belt and undo my trouser buttons. Study your naked body, your bum, divided into two firm hemispheres. It makes me feel warm and tender. A wild idea suddenly races through my head. I can’t help it, but I pull my belt out of my trousers, raise my arm and swing it through the air. Swish... You shout aloud and collapse onto the bed. Lie still.


I swing the belt again. Not hard. There’s a whipping sound and a loud gasp. A red stripe begins to appear right across your bum. I quickly get rid of the rest of my clothes and sit on the bed, wait a moment, then hit you again. And again. I sit across your legs. It’s now that I notice you trembling.


I press myself down between your legs, which you willingly spread. You don’t say anything. I put my hands on your bottom, squeezing it gently, kissing it where I have just hit you. You groan a little. I continue my way up your back. Your heart is pounding. I lovingly kiss the back of your neck and give your earlobe a little nip. Then I stroke the hair away from your face. You look at me with a blurred, slightly confused look, then close your eyes again.


I lift myself up, letting my breasts stroke down your back and over your bum. When they slip between your legs, I squeeze them up against your bum crack and balls. Then up over your back once more. I get up to fetch the belt, grabbing a scarf at the same time. You lie perfectly still, waiting. I straddle your neck and tie your hands to the bedhead. You make no attempt to resist. I turn round to sit facing your feet, then lie down on top of you, gently stroking your bum with its red stripes from being lashed. I let my tongue slip between your bum cheeks and you shudder as it slides over your balls.


There’s a delicious tingling inside my pussy. And it’s wonderful to feel your naked skin against my smoothly shaven pussy lips. I squeeze down onto you, feeling you getting wet from my juices. I nibble at your balls, teasing them with my tongue. I press my tongue deeper into your crack, pulling your bum cheeks apart and letting my tongue-tip tickle and flutter in your asshole. You moan, pushing your bottom up towards me. I press harder, sliding my tongue rhythmically back and forth from your asshole to your balls.


Then, telling you to kneel on all fours, I get off the bed. You kneel motionless, waiting. I look at you from behind, kneel down and swing the belt. A light whipping blow hits your right buttock. Another hits you a little way down your thigh and your whole body starts quaking. The belt hits your firm bottom again and again. You dick is stiff and purplish, sticky drops hanging from the tip. I am fizzing with excitement. My pussy is dripping with juice and my heart is hammering in my chest. Every time my heart beats, I can feel it as a tender pulse in my pussy. I throw myself upon you, licking you all over. Your balls and your bum cheeks, which are hot from the blows they’ve received. I stick my tongue back in your asshole. You groan, pressing towards me. I grab your hips and push my tongue in as far as I can. You begin to push back, and I fuck you with my tongue.


But now I want some too. I ask you to turn onto your back, then spread my pussy lips over your hot dick. I rub against it, lubing it up with my juices. I bend down, lightly kissing your mouth. You willingly strain towards me, but I pull away.


Your lips are soft and I let my tongue-tip brush over them. I moisten your lips with spit and lick you. Lick and bite while rubbing myself faster and faster on your dick. I can feel my orgasm coming, but want to have you a bit longer, and come to a temporary halt.


“I’m on the way...” you gasp at me.

         

“Wait, there’s more for you...” I turn around and straddle your face. “Something for you to suck!”


The moment your mouth meets my pussy, my body starts shaking uncontrollably. You spread your mouth wide and suck greedily on my clit. I fall forward over you, moaning, and just lie there a little, feeling how your mouth and tongue are eagerly beavering away. Your throbbing dick is sticky from my juices and I get an immediate desire to suck you inside. I feel myself gaping and dribbling, then take as much as I can into my mouth. You groan, pressing even further in. I pull your bum cheeks apart and push one finger from each hand into your asshole. Your sucking becomes more intense and I press down onto your face. Riding your tongue and your mouth. A fantastic tingling begins spreading through my pussy as I feel you getting even harder in my mouth. I shove my fingers further inside your ass, your licking gets faster, and you thrust wildly against me. Finally, in a flood, I come. At the same moment, you cry out loud, biting my pussy lips and straining as you arch below me. I am filled with lovely, hot cum and swallow and swallow while our bodies shake.


You smile at me happily as I loosen the scarf and belt. Your eyes shoot sparks and your mouth glistens from my juices. You hug me hard, murmuring.


“You’re so outrageous...” you say and laugh.


The next day, it’s like I’m walking on air. I’ve made something extra good for dinner and put on some sexy clothes. Suddenly there’s the sound of a car on the gravel outside. I meet you with a happy smile and blooming cheeks. You close the door behind us and pass me a bag. Curious, I peer inside, then take out some chains and leather straps.


“I bought you a few playthings... we haven’t got that many belts to spare!” You hold me close and kiss me.


“What about dinner...?” I ask.

         

 “Later...” you say, gently wrapping the cold chains around my wrists. “Come, my darling!”


You take my hands and lead me towards the bedroom.
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            By Ev@, Copenhagen
      

         

          
      

         This belt. Broad, worn brown leather. He pulled it out of his cowboy pants. His upper body naked – I saw how his biceps tensed.


As he came closer, he looked me up and down. He seemed to be measuring the belt’s length in the way he let it slip through his hands.


I was hypnotised by this belt. He let it fall, kissing my lips while I came back to my senses, if still a little paralysed.


His hands found their way under my dress, reaching up around my bottom and beyond. I slipped it off while his hands went about their business.


“Turn around, so I can see you from behind,” he said when he had fallen onto the bed. My breasts had played along and now become like compliant dumplings.


“Don’t just look,” I gasped.


“Of course not, darling,” he replied, and I immediately afterwards felt the cool touch of something hard. I held my breath. A nervous warmth swept through my body.


“That feels nice, doesn’t it?”


He flipped the belt up and down. Then dropping it, he undid his pants while moving around to my face: “Come on, suck me a bit!”


Resentfully, but too dazed to protest, I got up on all fours and let his dick glide in. My tongue slid around it. The wonderful feeling in my mouth didn’t stop me from noticing him bend over. I was absolutely beside myself with excitement. A smacking sound!


“Faster,” he ordered, whacking the belt down onto the mattress. “Faster!” Another smack. And another. Everything went black before my eyes.


He threw me over on the bed, spread my legs and hung over me, ready to force himself inside. It was almost too much. After just a few powerful, slow thrusts, I came –screaming with pleasure – with his loving eyes resting upon me in the moment before he came himself – and his gaze went blurred.

          
      

      

   


   
      
         
            Whore and Madonna
      

            By Fantasy 68
      

         

          
      

         “So I wish you all a great weekend and thank you for your cooperation so far.” With obvious respect for her, the 14 suited men get up and leave the meeting room. Silje Sivertsen exhales in relief. Ah… finally. Another contract fulfilled thanks to her excellent management skills.

         Back in her office, she stands looking at herself in the mirror. She’s wearing her usual trouser suit with a tightly buttoned blouse up top. The dark grey ensemble is a good fit without screaming about the womanly curves beneath. Her make-up is discreet: no lipstick, just a little mascara on her eyelashes and a fine layer of powder. Her long, fair hair is wound into a tight plait. She appears neutral and sexless. Just what she wants.

         She smiles in satisfaction at her mirror image. A successful career woman, she has made it to the top thanks to her abilities and without ever having been accused of using her female wiles.

         Silje pours herself a coffee, letting her body sink back into her chair. A coffee before travelling home for the weekend, home to Nils. Warmth spreads through her body at the thought of Nils. Nils, hmm… what is it exactly he does to her? Together for nearly three years and living together for the last six months. She reddens, feeling her pulse throb down below. Here she is, Silje Sivertsen, 36 years old, no children, successful career woman, blushing. Away go all her self-confidence and cool exterior. It feels almost like a defeat… but a good defeat. What will this weekend bring? Images from the previous weekend start flitting through her mind: It all began with a text from Nils last Friday afternoon:

         “When I get home from work, you’re to be sitting ready on the dining-room chair, waiting,” it said. And she knows what he expects.

         She went around in a fog for the rest of the day, constantly looking at her watch. She wanted to go home; go home and get herself ready for Nils. The day was finally over and she hurried off. Having parked in the garage, she noticed a lip-smacking sound from her opening pussy lips as she got out of the car. She’d already been wet for hours and now her lips were swollen with lust. Inside, she looked at her watch again. 16.07. She’d better get a move on! Nils would be home at half past four and she didn’t dare think what might happen if she wasn’t ready.

         After a quick shower, she began her transformation. Gone was the cool, correct businesswoman built of will and steel; emerging was a completely different woman. A whore… Nils’ whore. Her make-up became stricter and stricter with each new layer. Black eye-shadow turned her pale blue eyes into glittering blue diamonds; three applications of mascara made her look complete. A heavy, blurry look that shone with lust. Her lips having had a generous coating of her blood-red lipstick, she went into the bedroom to put on what Nils had laid out for her after she’d left in the morning. There, the clothes that finished it all off. A short, black leather skirt, fishnet stockings, high-heeled black shoes with ankle straps, corset and clips… she noticed her breathing becoming heavier as she got dressed. When she’d got everything on, she took a quick look in the mirror before fixing the clips. The nipple clips. The corset pushed her breasts up and her nipples jutted boldly over the top. She quickly attached one of the clips and, as the pain shot through her, she could feel how she was already on the edge of orgasm. She groaned aloud and looked at her watch. Only five minutes or so before Nils arrives and she has to regain her composure! She ran her fingers through her hair one last time, ruffled it up and quickly attached the other clip.

         Then she sat in her chair waiting. The slightest movement fired through her stiff nipples as the chain attached to them swung. There was the sound of a car door closing and a few seconds later Nils came in. Nils, her lover, partner, friend and Master…Without a word, he removes all his clothes, leaving them in a pile by the front door, and walks towards her, naked. She can see him examining her with his eyes and hopes that he’s satisfied. She doesn’t dare meet his eyes but enjoys the sight of his naked body moving around her. His masculinity, confidence and authority fill the room…

         Still without speaking, he turns my chair so that I’m sitting facing the sofa and TV. Then he picks up the chain between my breasts and moves it towards my mouth. I open my lips, allowing him to place the cold links between them. It pulls on my nipples and I manage to wrap my tongue around it so I at least have some kind of control over it. God, how I love that feeling of cold steel on my nipples, and how my pussy reacts to it.

         Nils goes into the bathroom, where I hear him turn on the shower. I can’t withstand the temptation to let my fingers slip down between my pussy lips. Aah, I have to have more! I quickly slide forward on the chair and shove two fingers up inside. I must have a quick release before Nils is finished in the bathroom. Completely absorbed by my own lust, I don’t notice that Nils is there until I feel a hand grab my hair and pull my head back. “What are you up to, my horny little trollop?” His voice is calm but determined.

         “I just had to,” I say, cautiously.

         “There’s nothing you have to do until I tell you,” Nils replies. He pulls my arms back behind the chair and I feel a pair of handcuffs click into place. “Horny little tarts like you don’t get to decide anything,” I hear him continue. I feel myself shrinking. Tart… such a degrading word. What woman with any self-respect would allow her man to call her something like that?

         Nils makes himself comfortable on the sofa, then turns on the TV and DVD player. Horny noises fill the house. “Mmm, that’s nice,” I hear him commenting as he grabs his dick and starts wanking. My tongue feverishly works to jerk the chain attached to my nipples and I’m aware of my loud moaning. I know what he’s waiting for. He’s waiting for my horniness to take over and for me to plead and beg to be fucked. To be taken hard and determinedly, the way I need it. But I don’t want to; don’t want to give in yet. I don’t want to feel how I must submit to his control and let him treat me like the horny slut I am. Nils, on the other hand, is my complete opposite. We are both very focussed, have good positions and networks that include a number of famous people. But when it comes to sexuality, Nils has no inhibitions. On the contrary, he enjoys demonstrating his horniness to me, knowing that’s actually what I want too…

         I look at him lustfully, aware of how much I long to feel his strong hands on my body.

         “Does that look good?” he asks me while wanking with long slow strokes.

         “Yes,” I reply hoarsely. With one hand still around his cock, the other reaches for one of his nipples, which I can see him squeeze hard between his fingers. If anything, my own nipples have become even stiffer in their unforgiving clips.

         “Horny now?” he asks. I swallow hard and admit I am. “Me too,” he says, looking back at the DVD.

         It’s a scene with a man lying on his back and a woman riding his dick. Her big tits swing violently in rhythm and I can see the man has a butt plug up his ass. I am almost dribbling with lust and longing to have Nils’ dick fill me up and I know what’s going to happen. Nils loves to tease me with his audacity and his perfect lust.

         Putting one foot up on the coffee table, I see him get out one of our many dildos. It’s the biggest of them and I understand just how horny he is today… and how I can’t take much more. I must relinquish control.

         “Oh, let me feel it,” I can hear myself whispering. What will Nils say? I swallow hard and say it again: “Let me feel that up inside me!” Nils nods at me scornfully and says:

         “Don’t horny tarts like you know better than to ask?”

         And then he begins, absorbed in himself and his lust, and disregarding me completely. He gradually wanks his dick harder and harder and I watch him start lubricating his horny ass. I love it. Love the sounds he makes, the loud groans, the horny sound of a cock being wanked, the sounds from the DVD and the sound of him fucking himself up the ass. He gasps out a loud grunt as the dildo fills him, and I can see how it is swallowed up his ass.

         “Now then, you randy slut, are you ready to beg your Master for cock?” No, I don’t want to give in. Not yet. I want to see more. I want to watch and enjoy his audacity a little while longer.

         I can feel the blood rushing in my ears and, just for a second, think about how the dining room chair is going to reek of sex afterwards. Nils continues on his own way and I have no option but to resign. I submit my control to him, my Master.

         “Take me,” I say weakly. Nils stops, comes towards me. His strong fingers tighten around the hair on my neck and he says:

         “Take me, who?”

         “Take me, Master,” I reply. “Take me like the horny slut I am.”

         I must have cock. My voice is on the point of bursting into a shout. With a jerk, he pulls me up by my hair and leads me to the coffee table. Its cold surface presses the nipple clips into me and I can feel a tear run from the corner of my eye. A tear which is the result of pain, humiliation and the pleasure of submitting to the man I love. A feeling of total freedom and relief from not having to be the strong one, the one steering the ship. Still maintaining his grasp on my neck, I can feel it coming: a hard slap over my bottom. What remains of my control disappears. The two of us explode in an inferno of lust. I plead and beg him to take me with no holding back, to treat me like the horny tart I am. All my lusts are set free, all inhibitions gone. Everything is just pleasure and happiness with no need for afterthoughts of any kind…

         Silje jumps as her telephone rings. She had been totally absorbed in her fantasy and completely forgotten both time and place. She picks it up in a daze and hears Nils on the other end.

         “Hello, love,” he says in his deep voice. “Are you going to be late back?”

         “Er… no,” she replies, “I’ll soon be home. I’ve just got a few papers to sort out after the meeting.”

         “Excellent!” she hears him say, “I’m looking forward to you getting home. Dinner’s ready so all that’s missing is you. And by the way, I’ve bought us a nice bottle of red for the evening and hired that film we were talking about. And how did the meeting go? Well, I’ll bet: you’re so good at your job. Anyway, we can talk more when you get home. Drive safely!”

          
      

      

   


   
      
         
            The First Time
      

            By Bjørg, Agder
      

         

          
      

         I got in contact with him back in April through a small ad. I’d never answered anything like that before so I was more than a trifle nervous. But then we began writing and getting to know each other and we told each other about my fantasy, and his experiences, of spanking. It was something I’d wanted to try for ages but never dared. Until now.


We agreed to meet one evening in May, by the fountain outside the National Theatre. I stood just inside the nearby newsagents, looking through the window, prepared simply to stay there if I didn’t like what I saw. But a handsome, fair-haired man turned up in position by the fountain. I took a deep breath and went over. We said our hellos and found a café, where we sat down for a couple of glasses of wine. We talked about one thing and another to start with, then more generally about spanking, using the “if we were to try, then�” type of sentence.


Nothing was decided yet. But I liked him. And he liked me. And then he suggested that we give it a try and I said yes, as calmly and worldly-wisely as I could, that I thought so too. We then talked a bit more generally again, about bruises and stuff, and suddenly there was only a very short time before my train was due to leave. We ran down to the central station, reached the train, gave each other a hug and I threw myself on board, my mind buzzing.


What turned out to be The First Time, didn’t happen until June.


In the meantime, I did two things. I went down three kilos and dreaded what was to come. The day we were supposed to meet, I walked about Oslo in the morning and everyone I saw was seventeen and weighed about that much too. Then I went to work, but don’t ask me what I said or did while I was there.


We’d agreed to meet at a bar near his flat. The time we’d agreed was far too early for me to get there on time and he’d said how he hated waiting...


Anyway, we met and I managed to down a little wine before we walked back to his place. On the way, he apologised for not having been to the park to cut a proper birch switch, so that would have to wait for another time. Once in his flat, we sat down to a glass of white wine. As a consequence of fear and compulsive dieting hysteria, I hadn’t eaten much that day, so the wine had its effects. We sat side by side on the sofa for a while until he got up and said “Come”.


Then he opened the door to his bedroom. Apart from the bed and a wardrobe, the room contained only two things: A chest of drawers with a towel lying over it, and a wooden chair standing in the middle of the floor. “What on earth am I doing?” I thought. The man could be mad or – and it was probably this I thought most about – he could go off the whole idea when he saw me naked or half-naked. He asked me to take off my jacket and stockings. Then he took up his position by the chair and nodded for me to go over to him. He asked me to raise my skirt while he pulled down my knickers before taking me over his knee. To start with, he didn’t do anything. Just let me lie there with my ass in the air while he explained that he was now going to give me a thoroughly good spanking. It was obviously needed so that I could learn respect for other people’s time. I tried to make light of it, saying that it wasn’t so important but he wouldn’t hear of such a thing. And then he started.


The first few blows were relatively light and gentle but my inexperienced bottom still stung pretty well. He stopped for a few moments and, supporting myself on my hands on the floor, I wondered what on earth I was doing, what people would say if they knew and what was going to happen next. After this little warm-up session, I was put in the naughty corner, where I had to stand holding my skirt up around my waist. Then it was off with the skirt and back over his knee for a new beating and I gradually became considerably more submissive and regretful, promising never to be late again. But oh no, that wasn’t going to be enough to stop him.


After this round, we went back into the lounge and drank a little more wine. We sat in the sofa kissing each other. He caressed my breasts, pinching them a little. Suddenly, it was back to the bedroom, where I was ordered to lean over the chest of drawers for some proper whacks of a clothes-brush. I shrieked with the pain. It was altogether much more painful than I had expected, so that I really wanted him to stop. At the same time though, I wanted more. He took decent pauses in my beating too, fetching some moisturiser and rubbing in my hot, red bottom. He also set his fingers slide forward to stroke my pussy and I was so horny, horny, horny.


More naughty corner, more bending over his knee, more leaning over the chest of drawers. And then standing on the floor, bending over and grabbing my ankles while he gave me five or six strokes with a cane. And breaks with tender petting on the sofa. On one occasion, he took me into the bathroom so I could see my bottom in the mirror. When we got back into his bedroom, I gazed longingly at the bed, simply wanting him to throw me upon it, fuck me hard and ruthlessly, and finish by spraying his cum all over my sore bum. But he didn’t. I could feel his hard-on when I bent over his knee, and I so wanted it, but no, no. At one point, in the sofa, after some long and passionate snogging, he suddenly laid me across his lap again and shoved a couple of fingers up inside me. “I do believe you’re horny!” he said, stern and teasing, and I mumbled “Yes” down into the sofa cushions, humiliated and excited to the point of bursting.


But I didn’t burst. And it all ended with his declaring that The First Time was over and that I’d better take a taxi home, where I finally expected to give myself the longed-for orgasm. But I couldn’t be bothered, was far too full of impressions, and just collapsed and slept. On my tummy.

          
      

      

   


   
      
         
            Cleaning Sex
      

            By Huldran
      

         

          
      

         One day at home, I pulled on a short denim skirt and white blouse without bothering with a bra or panties. Dressed in this way, I set about washing the kitchen. After a bit, my boyfriend came down and started eating the breakfast that I’d made him. Every time I bent down or stretched into a new position, he was afforded a glimpse of naked skin under my skirt or within my blouse. A few minutes later, I was down on my hands and knees, washing the kitchen floor, with my legs pointing in his direction. While scrubbing, both my hands and blouse got drenched in suds. And, of course, my pussy was sopping too because showing myself off like that makes me so horny.
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