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         There it is, lying on the otherwise empty dining table. I had found it by chance one day when cleaning and tidying in the bedroom. It was lying right at the back of a dusty shelf with a bunch of other old bits and bobs. I’d actually forgotten it completely, and now it had set off a chain reaction of thoughts and fantasies. It took a while before I continued with the cleaning, with renewed and determined energy. I dusted the shelf and put all the other things back.


Now it’s lying on the table, and I’m sitting in my armchair, waiting. I’m waiting for you to come home, patiently and expectantly. The determination in me is growing. I’m excited to see how you will react. Are you in the same kind of space as me? Do you also feel that we’ve become a bit dusty? We’ve been together a long time, and I know you better than anyone else. Our long, arousing talks about desires and fantasies are just a vague memory. Talks about what turned us on but didn’t have the courage or will to do. Fantasies which remained fantasies, which is sometimes enough. Fantasies don’t always need to be realised – they can lose their excitement and become almost a matter of indifference. On the other hand, reality can lose its excitement too if it’s not occasionally given a sprinkling of magic dust from the realm of fantasy.


I hear your keys in the door and wait while you put down your handbag and take off your jacket. You come in, smiling, happy to be home. Then you catch sight of it, there, in the middle of the table. A little whip with an aluminium shaft and black leather lashes. You’re quite familiar with it. You were there when it was bought, when, many years ago, we’d just moved in together and liked to experiment with and test each other’s sexual boundaries. We’d only used it once. There’d been no more than a few half-hearted blows and had seemed almost like a game, piquant addition to foreplay. Maybe we were also somewhat taken aback by the power amassed in the otherwise soft lashes in the downstroke, the sudden introduction of pain into our games and what that could mean.


You look from the whip on the table to me, your expression changing from smiling to questioning. With a quiet smile, I get up and, picking up the whip from the table, walk towards you. I hold it up in front of your face while I explain: From now on, it will lie there. Not always, not every time you come home, but when it does, you will know what it means, and you will learn to look for it.


I give you the whip, asking you to hold it a moment and to stay there. I go into the bedroom. In the same place as I found the whip, there was also a pair of plush handcuffs that we’d bought at the same time. I take them back into the lounge. Politely, but perhaps more curious than anything else, you are standing where I left you. I take the whip from you, stand behind you and pull your arms round behind your back, open the handcuffs and close them around your wrists. With minimal use of force, I have effectively robbed you of the possibilities of using your arms. You are powerless and in my power. I lead you to the edge of the table and use my feet to spread your legs to each side. Still holding your cuffed arms with one hand, I push you down over the table with the other. In an attempt to find a more comfortable position, you lay your head to one side. And it’s there I put the whip down, six inches away from your nose. You ask me about something, but I don’t reply. I don’t need to. From now on, the answers to your questions will be in actions, not words.


I stand behind you, reach around your waist, loosen your belt and undo your trousers. With one quick, simple manoeuvre, I complete your position: lying over the table with your arms cuffed behind your back and your trousers around your knees. Your bum sticks up, pale and plump. My breathing is heavy and excited when I pick the whip up again, give it an experimental swish in the air and brush it against your right buttock. You whimper fearfully. You must’ve been expecting something of the like, but that little brushing stroke came as a surprise nevertheless. I suddenly feel trapped and hampered by my clothes. I take them off, stand there naked with a towering hard-on and forget all hesitation. I let the whip go to work. Swing it hard and fast against your soft bum-cheeks, which begin to turn a becoming pink. Your whimpering only increases my desire. Every crack from the whip makes me hornier and hornier. I’m more excited than ever before. I think only of your powerless body, twisting under my will and desire, your naked bottom submissively on view and framing your heavy, engorged pussy lips. An irresistible desire to use it, chastise it and mark it streams through me, and I repeatedly allow the whip to leave instructive stripes over your bum. A tremor passes through your arms and back with every stroke, and your bum shoots even further back towards me. The stinging pain of the first few blows has subsided and been replaced by a throbbing heat that’s spreading from your bottom to the rest of your body. With light strokes, I let the whip dance upon your pussy lips. Every little smack forces your juices out from your inside and makes you gasp for breath as you await the next one. Your juices make the lashes heavier, and you cry out loud when the next blow comes. My stiff dick swings patiently with the movements of my arm and strains ever harder each time the downstroke of the whip comes back towards it. Clear little droplets of fluid ooze from my dick, but it’s the swinging drop hanging in a long thread from your swollen pussy lips that finally gets me to stop. It’s the infamous drop I simply cannot resist.


The whip falls from my hand as I grab hold of your hips. My dick slides between your bum-cheeks, the head is enjoying a brief rest in your dripping lips, which kiss it all wet. You groan loudly as I fill you to the core. I smack my hips into your stinging, hot buttocks, pause briefly simply to enjoy the sensation, then start pumping hard into you. My hands spread your two half-moons while my dick smashes in and out of your pussy. Your wet lips lick up and down my shaft, while the walls of your pussy squeeze me all the way down to the base of my cock. My balls swing unimpeded, following the rhythm and slapping against your clit every time I thrust all the way in. I can feel them winding up into position and that I’m getting closer to orgasm. You are still lying with your face on the table. The sweat on your forehead leaves a wet track as your head rubs back and forth. I can both see and hear that it’s right before you cum. When your pussy walls start contracting and milking my dick, my orgasm floods over me. With one hand clutching one swollen buttock, and the other with a firm grip on the hand-cuffs, I force myself all the way into the depths. My balls are drawn upwards and almost disappear before letting go and shooting their load.


Desperately, you move your hindquarters in circles and backwards and forwards. Trying to come to the finishing line while I lean over on top of you – exhausted and still a little remote. Releasing your bottom, but still holding the handcuffs, I hold around your breasts and pulls you up. Your pussy, still hungering for release, squeezes my dick out. Wet and slippery, it glides out and, letting go of you, I take a step or two back. I stand in wonder at the sight of you with your hands cuffed behind your back, half-dressed with your trousers around your ankles; your exposed bum lit with red stripes and my cum running down the inside of your thighs.


You are beautiful, wonderful, and I haven’t thought to cheat you. And you’ve really deserved that I return to you once more. I unbutton your blouse, loosen your bra and let your full breasts topple out. Your nipples stiffen, pressing into my hands as I squeeze and caress your breasts. You start breathing heavily, your legs beginning to buckle. Holding around you, I lead you away from the table towards the middle of the floor. I kneel in front of you and help you out of your trousers; spread your legs and sit down between them. Since you’re not so very tall, I don’t have to bend my neck back far to look straight up into your open, wet pussy. Your engorged pussy lips hang down heavily between your legs, still glistening with spunk. Like a mini-dick, your clit is sticking out from the folds below your mound of Venus.


I slide my hands up your legs, all the way up the inside until my thumbs meet. While one slips in and out of your wet hole, the other slides up and down on your clit. You thrust your crotch forward to meet my hands. Your loud groaning makes me lookup. I see your breasts rocking and heaving the more you bow your back, and I grab hold of your bottom, pull myself up a little and grab your clit with my lips. I let it slide in and out of my mouth while ticking it with the tip of my tongue, holding tight around your ass and mouth-fucking your clit faster and faster. Your pussy lips lubricate my chin with your juices, and when I push one finger up inside you, it meets no resistance. I quickly add another, then another after the first, while continuing to rub your clit. One wet finger leaves the others and finds its way to your rearmost hole where, having first gently circled and massaged, it presses insistently and slides inside you. Then it continues your wild ride, in and out, with the other fingers in the hole alongside. Suddenly, I can feel the first contractions around my fingers and, as they get more powerful, you shout out your relief.


I can feel my skin tightening from where your juices, which have run like two rivers around my mouth, start drying, and I gently slide my fingers out of you. I stroke your bottom, rubbing your juices back into your body, and my fingers can feel how your red stripes are still hot and swollen. I rest my cheek against the inside of your thigh. The muscles in your legs shake in exhaustion following your orgasm.


I get up and take off the hand-cuffs, holding and kissing you.


“Come,” I say, lifting you up and carrying you into the bedroom, where I lay you upon the bed. While you fall back and relax on the soft pillows, I fetch a bowl of luke-warm water and a cloth. I wash you lovingly, using gentle movements, and you willingly roll onto your stomach so I can get to your bottom. You whimper quietly. The ointment I rub into your red stripes makes them sting even more for a moment before the pain dissolves into a calming warmth. Taking pleasure in this, you silently doze while I continue oiling and massaging your body, which is so tired from your special treatment. Images from the experience you have just had flitter through your head. You smile at the thought that the heat in your bottom won’t be wearing off very soon. That the tenderness of the swollen stripes will remind you for several days to come of the desire, passion and joy of being used. Every time you sit down, at home or at work. You watch me as I get up and leave the room, wondering if I meant what I’d said. About it still being there, not always, but once in a while.


The last thing you see before your eyes close is your naked husband, who has fetched the whip to put it in its new place.


“Now remember where it is,” is the last thing you hear, far, far away. I stand looking at you for a short while, my eyes full of love, then lie down beside you.
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