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A devoted wife...

A loving husband ...

A desperate mother...

How well do you know them?

Elijah and Kelly Smith have been happily married for fourteen years despite being childless. Their romance is what every married couple dreams of – a marriage of understanding, trust, and love. They have stood the test of time...or some might think.

While the Smiths have been blessed with a good life, it's almost impossible for Allyson Henry. With her 6-month-old baby, all she wants to do is to turn her life around for her son. And for that, she will do everything and anything.

Their opposite paths shouldn't have crossed. But as opposites attract, these three people will soon realize a secret that binds them together and a past that can make them stronger or destroy them.

Their Exposed Truth is the fourth book of Catherine Tramell’s Her Broken Masters, a romance series about a complicated romance between three broken souls bound by nightmares and secrets. Will it bring them all to happiness or doom it?

In this fourth installment, Mr. and Mrs. Smith's strong desire for Allyson will bring forth the truth between them. Will it be the end of them or the start of a darker struggle to keep their hearts while winning hers?

Warning:  This book contains explicit scenes of humiliation, BDSM, bisexuality, explicit sex, and violence. It is intended for mature audiences over the age of 18. However, this book also contains sweet and pleasurable moments that can warm your heart.
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Chapter One
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I bite my lower lip to contain my cries as Kelly squeezes one of my breasts as she thrusts the strap-on dildo in me. Her thrusts become powerful, shaking the bench where I bend on my elbows and knees. My wrists are tied together with a leather belt; my ankles are tied to the corners of the plank. A leather collar wraps my neck, and Kelly holds on to it like I'm a dog she needs to restrain.

Stop, I want to beg Kelly when her hand on my breast slips down to my folds. This woman is a monster! She prohibits me from moaning or climaxing but will always bring me to the brink of climax – as if wanting me to beg her for it. Never!

But my body has a weaker disposition. A moan almost breaks out of my mouth when Kelly locates my precious nub. She presses her fingers hard on it; I could feel the dildo touching the spot under my clit. My knees shake as my thighs throb from the crazy sensation building outside and inside my pussy. Kelly's delicate fingers provide concentrated heat on my slick pearl. The dildo spreads a warm – I hate to admit it – pleasure around my walls. 

“You like it,” Kelly whispers after putting her weight on my back. She grabs the back of my hair and tells me, “You like it. I want you to say it.”

“I like it, Mistress,” the words disgust me, but I can't deny that part of me enjoys the humiliating pleasure. 

Kelly, as claimed by Delilah, is indeed an experienced master. She’s like my first master who makes me hate what I’m doing but want more of it. Kelly is also adept in FF sex. She doesn’t have a real cock, but she’s not inferior to any man. Elijah’s “innocent” wife knows how to steer her fake staff, making it no less different than having a real man’s penis inside me.

“Twenty flogs and I'll let you cum," Kelly bargains.

“I can hold it, Mistress,” I will not give her the pleasure of humiliating me.

Ronda admitted that Kelly was her first master and that the latter can be cruel at times. But Kelly can be giving and kind. 'Let her play with you as long as she wants, and you can have a week off,' Ronda told me. I don't think her suggestion works.

I let Kelly use me like an animal the other day. She had so much fun with my body that I ended up with a swollen breast, bruised butt, and sore pussy. I still feel those sores, but Kelly doesn’t want me to take a day off. Ronda thinks that my stubbornness fuels her desire. Masters want to break their slaves, but I refuse to be broken.

I cry when Kelly pulls my hair again. “It’s not an offer,” she says before pulling the dildo out of me. My walls throb from the halted pleasure. My walls vibrate from the sudden emptiness.

Kelly releases my ankles and forces me to lie flat. She pulls my hands over my head before spreading my legs. She walks closer to my head, squeezes my cheeks, and kisses me forcefully. I resist her swiveling tongue inside my mouth. But my refusal only excites her. She pushes it deeper into my throat until I have no choice but to accept the kiss.

I moan into her mouth when Kelly caresses my breasts and tugs my nipple. Despite my resistance, I couldn’t stop my body from loving the pleasure her expertise shows me. She mocks me with a snort after I reply willingly to her kisses.

“I will make you love being my slave,” Kelly declares while getting her long and thin flogger. 

Never. As if hearing my objection, Kelly hits one of my nipples with the flat tip of the stick. Stings spring around my breasts as another whip lands on me. I bite my lips again to hold back my cries. "Mistress," I cry when she whips me rapidly.

“There, there,” Kelly giggles while stroking my breast. I wriggle on the bench when she encloses my nipple with her mouth and sucks on it – drawing back the pain by blocking my blood circulation. I shudder hard after she releases my nipples and let the ticklish sensation swarm around my boob.

A small tear rolls down from my left eye when Kelly begins hitting the other nipple before soothing it the same way.

“Your body likes being abused, Allyson. This life is perfect for you,” Kelly walks to face my exposed pussy. I press my lips hard against each other when she runs her palm all over my folds. Kelly spreads my wetness all over my thighs to prove how my body reacts to everything she does.

My scream echoes around the private dungeon under her flower shop when she hits my clit with her whip. My legs shake as the pain ignites the sleeping pleasure inside my pussy. Kelly snorts when my eyes meet hers. She’s enjoying the fact that I’m not enjoying the things we’re doing. It’s as if my reluctance is proving something to her.
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This woman!

I don't know what she hates. Is it because a lesbian is doing it to her? Is it because she needs to do this to have money for her kid? I try not to think about how Elijah is connected to Allyson but fail to stop thinking that she's not submitting to me because of my husband.

There’s nothing between Elijah and Allyson. I couldn’t make myself believe that. Elijah is changing. No. My husband changed after meeting Allyson and her son.

Elijah and I have been married for fourteen years. Though we had a devastating start to our marriage, we overcame it. For the past five years, we have enjoyed a happy marriage. Despite the lies and the deceits that I hide from him, we have happiness.

Of course, I don't believe that Elijah has been loyal to me throughout our marriage. He must have sought relief from other women when I was still a mess. There was a time that I didn't want him to hold me after the nightmare that happened on our wedding night.

How could I let the man I love hold me after Nicholas Aracelli and his goons dirtied me like I was not a person?

Elijah is still a man despite his love for me. I understood him. He has also been honest with me, claiming that all he needed from those women was sex. He also never had sex with the same woman more than once. Elijah doesn't want anything special brewing between the other women and him. A second time might make him want more, and he’s been avoiding it.

Still, it was uncomfortable for me to hear his honesty. It only proved that I was inadequate to be his wife. I tried opening up and allowed myself to submit to him after losing the child fathered by the men who ravished me on my wedding night.

Elijah is a good lover, and for the first time, I learned to make love.  When I got pregnant with his child, I believed that I redeemed myself. I could finally put the nightmares of my wedding night and getting pregnant from that night behind me. But a complication arose during my pregnancy; we had to terminate it.

I became a mess again. Despite Elijah's encouragement, I never loved making love to him the same way again. To satisfy him, I pretended to love having sex with him. I thought it did me good because we conceived a child again. A child I would also lose.

The complication was more severe than before. The doctors confirmed that something was wrong with my ovaries and had to take them out – leaving Elijah and me with no chance of conceiving again. We tried to harvest my eggs before my operations, but the heavens kept punishing me for my sins.

I aborted my first child without Elijah's knowledge, even when he promised to take it as his own. I couldn't take that baby as my own. It was a remembrance of how Nicholas Aracelli ruined my life and what I deserved with Elijah. I never imagined that my reckless decision would cost me every shot to become a mother.

I slumped into another depression, but Elijah remained with me. He returned to seeking sex with other women when I became a lacking wife again. 

Five years ago, after going through countless therapies, we settled with an arrangement – "The Me Time," as we call it.

Every month, we will have time only for ourselves. Once we declare that the days will be our “Me Time,” neither of us can question or investigate what we do on those days. The arrangement was an escape for me. I'm tired of seeing Elijah feeling sorry for having sex with other women because of what I couldn't give. I also want to prove to him that I trust his love for me.

But what I thought as my escape led me to my redemption. 

I met a friend, Tatiana, in a depression support group. After getting close with her, she admitted the real way she coped with her depression. Tatiana embraced a fetish of being submissive. She was a battered wife for years. Tatiana's body got used to the pain but hated the abuse. When she came across an article about BDSM, she embraced the pain as pleasure and learned to be happy.

Tatiana suggested that I should try the lifestyle with Elijah. But I refused to be abused again. The one thing I wanted was to take control of my life. That's when Tatiana encouraged me to be a dominatrix – a woman who gets to have control over a male or a female slave.

I vehemently refused her suggestion. How can a woman who has been raped on her wedding night repeatedly by five men inflict pain over another person? But Tatiana convinced me to try it. She volunteered to be my first slave.
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