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​Warning
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This book contains explicit sexual content intended exclusively for adult readers. The story centers on a married couple engaged in consensual Domestic Discipline, which includes spanking as punishment, obedience within clearly defined roles, physical and emotional control, erotic humiliation, and highly symbolic sexual encounters.

The scenes depicted portray acts of dominance and submission within the context of a couple exploring pleasure, punishment, control, and surrender as an intimate part of their relationship. Themes include repressed desire, corporal punishment, the use of sex toys, the eroticization of everyday life, and the transformation of routine into a space for deep connection.

All characters are over the age of 18, and all activities described take place within a framework of mutual and conscious consent, appropriate to the realm of erotic fantasy and fiction.

This book is intended for adult readers seeking to explore the more intense and provocative dimensions of domestic eroticism.

Reader discretion is advised.
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​Chapter 1 – Let’s Live Together
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The love between Max and Lily wasn’t love at first sight, but a slow-burning flame that grew until it became impossible to ignore. They met in college, in one of those elective classes where they both happened to sit in the same row without giving it much thought. Max, a law student—serious, yet quick to smile—was everything Lily didn’t know she was looking for. She, a young redhead with big, curious eyes, had just started her psychology degree, and it only took hearing his voice once for her to feel drawn to him.

At first, they were just friends. They talked after class, shared notes, and laughed about the most eccentric professors on campus. But what began with shy glances soon became habit—and then, a need. Max couldn’t go a day without seeing Lily, without letting his eyes linger on those freckles that sprinkled her cheeks every time she laughed. And she, without fully realizing it, began cooking for him. Spaghetti with tomato sauce—his favorite dish. Every time Max visited her after class, she somehow had dinner ready. Not because he asked, but because she loved seeing him smile after the first bite.

He, in turn, showered her with affection. He loved kissing her forehead, hugging her by the waist while she cooked, taking her out to the restaurants he knew she adored. He had a way of remembering the little things—buying her a book she had only mentioned once, a bracelet that matched her favorite dress, or even stealing a rose from the university garden just because it was the same shade as her hair.

Max was tall, broad-shouldered, with black hair and deep brown eyes that seemed to see beneath the surface. He wasn’t overly muscular, but his body spoke of discipline. He enjoyed working out, going for runs at dawn, or lifting weights at the gym. His large, strong hands contrasted with the gentleness with which he touched Lily. Every time he held her, she felt safe—wrapped in a promise she couldn’t yet name.

Lily, on the other hand, was petite, with a slim yet well-defined figure. Her face was angelic, with big blue eyes that seemed to absorb the world, and pale skin dotted with freckles. Her breasts were modest in size, but what always drew attention was her big, round ass—something Max adored long before he ever dared to say it out loud.

Five years passed filled with dating, shared routines, study sessions, and spontaneous dinners. During that time, they both graduated, earned their degrees, and celebrated each small triumph as a shared victory. Lily worked for a year as a psychologist at a community center, but the pace wore her down. Max noticed immediately. He could read the exhaustion in her eyes—the kind she tried to hide behind forced smiles.

When he landed a good position at a well-known law firm in the city, it was Max who brought it up first.

“Why don’t we move in together?”

Lily looked at him without answering right away. The question didn’t surprise her, but the timing did. They were lying in bed on a Sunday afternoon, with a half-finished movie playing and his fingers absentmindedly playing with her hair.

“Really?” she asked, with a shy smile.

“Of course. I love you, Lily. And I want us to have a home—our own things, our own routines. I want to come home from work and find you cooking spaghetti. I want to hug you from behind, just like this. I want us to live together.”

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she turned to him and kissed him—long and slow—as if sealing a decision that had already been made in her heart long ago.

They searched for weeks until they found a modest but beautiful house. Two bedrooms, a small kitchen, and a backyard full of potential. Lily instantly fell in love with the window facing the garden, picturing herself making breakfast as the morning light poured in. Max, for his part, didn’t say much in that moment—but in his mind, he was already picturing her barefoot, hair down, wearing her favorite apron.

The move was simple, but emotional. Leaving behind their parents’ homes, their separate routines, and stepping into a shared life was a decision neither of them took lightly. Lily chose to quit her job and dedicate herself fully to their home. Not because Max asked her to, but because in his eyes, she found the freedom to do so without guilt. She wanted to cook, decorate, do the laundry, and prepare the house for him. She felt fulfilled in that role, even if it felt unfamiliar at first.

From the very first day, Max reinforced that feeling. He kissed her every morning before leaving. When he returned, he greeted her with a tight hug and a kiss on the forehead. He loved seeing her in that apron, cheeks flushed from the kitchen steam, laughing when something didn’t turn out quite right.

Their life together began with tenderness—with simple routines that gave meaning to their days. Love, sex, and gentle affection filled their lives with happiness.
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​Chapter 2 – A Different Night
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Max came home later than usual that evening. Work at the law firm had kept him tied up between endless meetings, piles of paperwork, and indecisive clients who didn’t know what they wanted. The exhaustion was written all over his face: his tie was loosened, his jacket hung from a single finger, and his expression was tight—like someone who had carried more than his share that day.
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