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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 wonderful 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 Web of Lies is the second book of Cath 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 them?

In this second book, Mr. and Mrs. Smith are away from each other and playing hard with their secrets while covering them up with lies. Will there be spilled secrets this time?

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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Tatiana’s assistant, Morgana, leads me to the back of an exclusive restaurant in Las Vegas. A VIP elevator appears at the end of the hallway. The door opens, and Tatiana steps out with a welcoming smile.

“Kelly, it’s been awhile,” she greets before giving me cheek kisses. “I’ve arranged a show for you. The girl will be to your liking.”

The elevator door opens again, and I step inside with Tatiana. I stare at my reflection in the glass wall of the elevator. I’ve hidden my blonde hair under a black wig and covered my blue eyes with brown contact lenses. Rich and famous people compose the private club. Some of them might know my husband, Elijah Smith, a pioneer in the cargo industry. I don’t want him to know my secret.

For Elijah, I will always be the innocent and lovely Kelly, the wife he married fourteen years ago. He doesn't need to know that I'm a dominatrix and love punishing my slaves. So, in this exclusive club, I am known as Eponine. No one knows me as Kelly Smith, a billionaire’s wife.

“I’m looking for a slave like Ronda, Tatiana.”

"This girl is willing to go anywhere," Tatiana tells me as the door opens. She leads me to a room with a secret viewing window. Tatiana pushes a button. The lights on the other side of the window open. "She's the real deal and has nothing to lose. With the right amount, you can get her to sign the contract.”

I sit to watch the show prepared for me. A newlywed couple enters the room. A group of men walks after them and takes them away from each other. The goons push the husband on a chair. The men take the woman to a slave bed. I freeze in my seat as every muscle of my body trembles.

“What the hell is this, Tatiana?”

“Last year, I visited a private club in New Orleans. They have this show. They call it the Prima Nocti,” I clutch the handles of the chair while Tatiana explains. I look through the viewing window and watch as three men abuse the woman. It’s only a show, but it tells the story of the origin of the Prima Nocti practice in the New Orleans club. 

It tells my story!

I rise from the chair and rush out of the room. Tatiana follows me and panics when I start to vomit in the hallway. How the hell did the author of the show know about our story? Nicholas Aracelli! Fourteen years have passed, and that man still haunts us.

“Kelly, what’s going on?” Tatiana appears behind me. I answer her with a slap.

"Do you think that it's enjoyable?" I snap. "Who will enjoy a show with men raping a bride on their first night?"

Tatiana knows that my depression a few years ago was because of my trauma from being raped. She doesn't know that it happened on the night of my wedding.

I can’t forget that night. I will never forget that night.

Fourteen years ago, what I thought to be my fairytale romance turned into a nightmare. Nicholas Aracelli, son of a rich man in New Orleans, was obsessed with me, but I was madly in love with Elijah Smith, my husband. He threatened to ruin our lives if I didn’t choose him. Elijah and I ignored his warning.

On the night of our wedding, Nicholas and his goons ambushed us in the cabin we rented for our honeymoon. He made my husband watch as he raped me, telling Elijah that he'd regret choosing me as his wife. Nicholas didn't stop there. After taking his fill, he gave me to his goons as a prize. My wedding night, my honeymoon. It all became nightmares that ruined me.

“I’m sorry. It was insensitive of me.”

“I’m sorry, too,” I smile softly at Tatiana. 

A smile forms on my lips when I notice how hot she looks in her red and black corset. She's a few years older than me, but no one notices. Tatiana takes care of herself well. Her boobs still hold up like those of women in their twenties. Momma's breasts are always the best.

I reach for her healthy tits and slide my lips between hers. Tatiana returns my kiss instinctively. I tease her tongue with mine. She quickly pushes her mouth inside and explores my mouth. I play with her breasts; she massages my butt cheeks.

“How ‘bout we make tonight a teacher’s night?” Tatiana offers.

I lick her cleavage before answering, “I’d love that.”
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I tie one of Tatiana’s ankles in one of the bases of the saltire cross. Her rose-scented oil lathered into her skin intoxicates me, making me smell her legs from the calf to her thigh. Tatiana shakes as my nose moves closer to her slit. Her skin is still young and supple despite her age. I pull the pearl string of her thong underwear out of the crack of her butt and spread her cheeks. She moans from the sensation of her anal orifice being stretched.

“Sorry, Master,” Tatiana cries when I spank her butt.

I stand up and grab her tits hard, intending to make her cry from the pain.

Tatiana is my teacher and my first slave. I met her in group therapy for depression. She was named a success story for overcoming depression. But it wasn't because of the support group therapy. Tatiana embraced her depression and used it to make her stronger.

The source of her depression is her dumbass ex-husband. Tatiana is a battered wife. Her husband didn’t give her any choice during their marriage. She even lost a lot in their divorce, including the custody of her children. Her husband believed that she was crazy.

After learning about BDSM, Tatiana realized that she was a slave, just as how her husband treated her. However, in this lifestyle, being a slave is her choice. She surrenders because she wants to and not because of fear or by force. I still find it sick that she sees it that way, but Tatiana has found her happiness from it. So, I tried my luck with this fetish.

Since I knew that I could no longer bear a child, my depression worsened. Elijah stood beside me, but he also monopolized our relationship. Though he didn't abuse his power, I realized that I lacked control of my life.

Tatiana encouraged me to try being the dominant. She volunteered to be my teacher and slave. I fell in love with it. Being in control of someone's life in a small room is nothing much. But it offered me an escape from being the weak woman that I was.

I pull Tatiana’s hair to the back and kiss her torridly. When she returns my kisses, I pinch her perked nipples. She moans sexily, and everything in me pumps like a crazy horse. I kiss her again. This time, stronger and more dominating. My hands slide down to her crotch. I squeeze her inner thighs, and she moans, "Master."

Tatiana’s eyes twinkle when I take the clit vibrator and run it on her slit. Her mouth parts as she moans. I take the opportunity to stick my tongue inside and force her to suck it. She whimpers into my mouth when I stick my fingers in her pussy.

“More, Master,” Tatiana begs. I spank her butt cheeks. “Please, Master.”

I release one of her hands and instruct her to pleasure herself while I prepare the next toy. Tatiana smiles when I show her the nipple suckers. "You still remember your safe word?" I ask. But she doesn't need it. Tatiana's tolerance for pain is exceptional. She has never used it with me. No matter how clumsy I was as a student.

Tatiana's moans take a musical turn when I pleasure her pussy with my tongue. She looks down at me and says, "I want you, Kelly.”

I should punish her for calling my name, but I love how seductive her voice sounds. I rise and face her with a smile. Tatiana kisses me while I release her from the cuffs of the cross. I caress her cheeks and kiss her passionately. It’s not love but lust.

Other than being a dominant, Tatiana also opened my eyes to my true sexual preference. Yes. I’m in love with my husband and will always be. I still love having sex with him sometimes, but nothing makes me feel more fulfilled than having sex with a woman. I am bisexual. As much as I love that preference, I can't show it to the world. Elijah will be humiliated. He had endured horrible humiliations in the past. I can't disgrace him again for marrying a bisexual.
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"Master," my body arches from ecstasy as he brings me to another climax.

Our session should have ended an hour ago. But after getting a call, Master suddenly got the urge to have sex with me again. But it felt different. I can feel an excitement in him and an intimacy stronger than what he showed me before.

I don't know if it was because we already had sex, but I have become more familiar with him. My body responded to him better. I also feel freer – with all my guards down. Little Fox. He calls me that, and I’m starting to like it.

He grunts and fills me with his cum. Unlike the first time, I don’t panic. The moment feels so right. If it will get me pregnant again, I won’t care. My Master. He has the same eyes as my son though he is not the father. I won’t mind having another son with beautiful gray eyes again. Allyson! My mind finds the thoughts repulsive, but my shameless thoughts fill me with a thrill.

I moan when Master sucks my nipple while pumping the tissues around it. Disgusting – not! I giggle as he breastfeeds on me. I thread my fingers on his dirty blond hair and allow him to have all the milk he wants while my pussy walls milk him with all the cum he can offer.
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