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My wife is astride me, staring down into my eyes hungrily, as if this is the last time we will get to fuck for a while and she wants to imprint the experience of it onto the hard-drive of her memory.

Imprint made for those cold nights of my absence when the need for her to ride my thrusting desire is greatest.

Hedvig!

My Nordic goddess of a wife, unmistakably Scandinavian without the necessity to speak. 

So Norwegian, in fact, she is almost a stereotype.

But what a stereotype!

The body that rises above me as we make love in the only position in which she says she feels comfortable is as powerful as it is perfect and as shapely as it is exquisite. Short and French-cropped blonde-hair frames her features and the slight overbite of her teeth that imparts both a schoolgirl quality and a sense of wilfulness contradicts the womanly breasts below that are so full, conical and firm, as to need no support from the bra she insists upon wearing anyway.

A bra that is absent now and allows me an unobstructed view of nipples that rejoice in having her husband below her and his erection buried deep inside her.

“Do you like being taken by your dominant young wife, Howard?” she said, taking me by surprise as I concentrated on holding back my eruption until I was sure she had reached her own crisis. It was the first time I had heard her speak during our lovemaking and it seemed, somehow... shocking. She was the last person I would have taken to be into game or role-playing but a small part of me that was not surprised welcomed the introduction.

“Is this what you would like from now on? To be under no illusions? To know that you are being ridden like the animal you are, powerless beneath your Norwegian goddess?”

I had never been into fetish or anything like that – and certainly not from the receiving end – but her words and out-of-character aggression towards me triggered a need to be...

What?

Used by her?

“It is what my little Howard has always wanted, I think,” she continued, giving my cheek what I took to be a playful slap.

Her accent giving words and actions and the intent behind them an extra edge as my heated thoughts pondered the ‘little’ crack. 

“To have your wonderful Hedvig take control. To be her obedient little husband.”

This was new ground for me and I was not at all sure if I liked the feel of it underfoot – or back, as it were. 

So why was I harder than I could ever recall it as my wonderful – and now playful – wife squirmed upon me in ways that made holding back my explosion for her more difficult than I had ever found it to be previously.

And, believe me, I had never found it easy.

“I have read that some men take pleasure from having their wives serviced and satisfied by men with larger endowments,” she said, staring down at me without a trace of self-consciousness for having dared say such a thing to me.

Despite feeling appalled at the prospect, my erection twitched.

“Yes. I thought it would be so,” she smirked, taking that twitching – wrongly - for confirmation of these supposed suspicions.

“No!” I began, only to receive another, not so playful, slap across the cheek.

“Bad boy!” she scolded me, making my already engorged cock twitch a second time. “Do not interrupt your goddess when she is educating you to know your true self.”

Twitching dick or not, I felt anger surface to become at least an equal partner with my surprise and confusion.

Anger she must have seen in my expression as she deigned to give me a little smile that both pacified me and gave reassurance that, for whatever reason, she had decided to spice up an already heated sex life with...

Whatever it was she was doing.

I decided to go with it, telling myself it was no more than goose for the gander and that I would have some fun of my own when it became my turn and now she had decided to play.

I saw her reach back behind her and gasped as I felt a finger insert itself into rear.

Another first.

The back passage – both hers and mine – had, along with her refusal of sex in any other position than woman astride, been proscribed by her, yet here she was now, talking dirty with a finger inside me.

My treacherous penis lurched again.

A lurching that once again gave the lie to the shock written across my features.

“Yes,” she sneered, eyes taking me in with contempt that I knew was simply good acting but which might have seemed eminently plausible to one who did not know her as well as her loving husband. “You are mine to take and use as I see fit and I should have realised it long ago.”

Sensing I was about to refute this, game or not, she placed the finger of a free hand over my lips.

“No. I do not wish to hear anything from you yet. When I want you to speak I will give you my permission. Until then you must take in the naturalness of my position above you and consider how fortunate you are to be allowed to place your unworthy willy in your wife’s glorious Trondheim cunny.”

Her words, despite my conscious reaction, were taking me over the edge and I struggled to hold back the rising tide of unexpected lust her treatment of me was inspiring.

“That is my nice obedient little English servant boy,” she said, continuing with language and a tone of voice I had not suspected were in her locker. “Lay beneath your goddess like the good obedient husband you want to be for Hedvig and let her be the man.”

Again my, admittedly torn, thoughts questioned what had gotten in to her.

And came up clueless.

The next words she spoke to me not helping either:

“It is as well to tell you now that I do not think I am being unreasonable to insist that you use your tongue to clean your pitiful emissions from Hedvig’s Nordic womanhood once you have admitted you can hold back no longer and spurted.”

Her language was becoming unacceptable but, despite noting it, I also knew I was rushing headlong towards just that “spurting” she spoke of.

“It would serve a disrespectful pig such as you right if your goddess wife were to insist you clean her after she has been pleased more satisfyingly by one of her lovers.”

Unsure what horrified me most: the prospect of another man screwing my glorious wife; or having to lick the evidence of it from her freshly used slit afterwards; I had no chance to choose between the two as her words triggered the previously unthinkable in me...

I exploded with a scream I was unable to stifle and pumped her so full of semen that I felt my whole life was being sucked from me via the tip of my manhood.

Things between us I suspected, when I had collapsed back exhausted onto the bed and Hedvig had simply dismounted her conquest and made for the en-suite, had just changed.

Though I was not to know how much.

And in just what way exactly.

But then, how could I have.  
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I have been asked – commanded – by the young woman who now rules and determines my very existence to put my story on paper – and to do so with total honesty.  

It is a task I should loath but, so wonderful is any kind of diversion from the service I am compelled to give her, one I am happy to go about.

Let me begin by saying that sometimes I feel as if I’ve dreamed my past life.

And sometimes wish that I had.

After all, were the nightmare I’ve been experiencing these past seven years or so all I’d ever known it would at least seem... normal.

Though I doubt it would be any less mortifying and humiliating.

Excruciatingly so.

Where am I, you ask?

That, I’m afraid, is something you’ll have to guess at for yourself as – despite her insistence on that “total honesty” I mentioned above, my owner made it clear to me through her trusted female supervisor and companion, that provision of the writing materials I use to write this was dependent upon my making no mention of the country in which I am held – though I have permission to say that if you guessed somewhere in the middle-East, not a million miles from the Gulf, you would be very warm. 

Suffice it say, I now find myself in a land that only has a surface similarity to my own and the civilised behaviour and social morality I once took for granted back in my beloved England no longer applies.

At least not to me.

For my presence here I am indebted to my beautiful Norwegian wife, Hedvig, who used the infatuation for me of my owner to...

I feel the blood boil in my veins even as I write the name of my treacherous former wife and you must wait until such a time in this narrative as I am calm enough to mention her with anything approaching objectivity to hear more of her from my pen. What I will say, however, is that my name was once Howard Major. And, thanks again to that treacherous bitch, is not any longer.

These days, and for those of the past seven years, I go by the title of “Rex”. It was chosen by the hateful Arab bitch into whose ownership I was consigned (I was ordered to be honest) and that's what I answer to. It is, she says, fitting that an English dog should have a name befitting an English pet.

It is, also she insists, less of a chore to pronounce than “Howard” and easier for her to remember.

You may well imagine my outrage at not only finding myself in a strange land and being told I was to consider myself property from now on – her property – but that I had officially been christened with a name normally reserved for a pet canine.

Though I was to become much more – and less – than that.  

I shall describe more fully the young woman who considers herself my owner later in this narrative – probably at around that time I am calm enough to describe my former wife and what she did to me – but, for now, I shall content myself with a pen-picture of what the reality of my life on a daily basis has now become.

So, you know already that I now go by the name of “Rex”. And answer to that name I certainly do. I have – and you will not be too long in understanding why - learned to obey orders totally and completely and without any hesitation. Whatever those orders might be.

In fact, from the moment I came out of my drug induced loss of consciousness and found myself under the unbelievable heat of a strong sun that told me instantly I was no longer upon home soil, I learned to obey.

Though it did not come naturally.
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