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Chapter One. I Am a
Naughty Wife




"I know I have behaved badly, I have not been
a good woman, I have not been a good wife, I have lived up to my
name...Magdalena...a name kissed by sins. Sins of Sex"

 


He looks at me in silence.

 


"I have behaved badly, forgive me." I
reaffirm my guilt. I confess. I am not a good and quiet woman. I am
a naughty wife. Confessing helps me get him to forgive me.

 


He keeps looking at me silently, I can guess
the combined anger and lust in his gaze, it gives me a little fear
but also sex appeal, I know he has a good erection now.

I am standing in front of him. He is younger
than me but he has control over me, especially in bed.

So I give in first.

 


"Okay, punish me, I'm a whore, hit me if you
want, I deserve it...."

He approaches, quietly.

 


"What are you going to do to me?"

I fidget, he is still silent, at these
moments I always get a little nervous.

 


"Please don't be mean to me," I implore
him.

He likes that. To be implored, to be asked,
to be begged. It turns him on, but he's still silent, he knows it
gives me the jitters. I may be a whore but he's a son of a
bitch.

 


"You're not going to tell me anything? You're
going to punish me with your silence? No, I know you... this is
just the beginning, isn't it? I know you. Take me now if you want,
fuck me. Just like that, roughly, will you?"

 


Silently, he covers my eyes with a blindfold.
It's the usual. I sigh in relief. Although I don't know what's
coming either. It's our little filthy game.

 


"Why are you blindfolding me, what are you
going to do to me? I've been naughty but don't be mean to me, don't
do anything bad to me? Ok, babe?"

 


He unbuttons my blouse, I help him. I know
buttons are not for him, they make him impatient and impatience
often betrays him. He has torn several blouses on me because of
it.

 


"Easy, my love, I'll take it off, take it
easy, do you want me not to see what you're going to do to me? it's
ok...Did you see it? I already took off my blouse, do you like
it?"

 


I'm left in my bra. I have big breasts that
fill my bras, and they wobble with the rhythm of my breathing.

 


"Ow! Be careful!" ...he has ripped off my
bra!

 


 


My breasts are now exposed, he delights in
looking at their roundness, the contrast of my large, dark nipples
against my white, snowy skin. Then he fondles my breasts as he
knows how. My nipples are erect, tighten like a raisin and grow
hard to the rhythm of his mouth, his hot tongue rubbing and
moistening, his lips sucking. It's very carnal pleasure.

 


"Oh! How good it is!.... do you like my tits?
my tities are big. They have grown because you like to suck them.
After all, they have been sucked by you, my love, suck them, my
love, as if I were your mommy, drink my milk, ok?...like this, oh,
that's so good!...."

 


He gropes my ass and pussy as if I were a
little whore, a slut, a slut available for him. Oh, it's what I am.
What is he going to do to me now? He starts to take off my
skirt.

 


"Let me take off my skirt and my lingerie
myself, don't tear my clothes. Ok?"

 


I take off my skirt myself with his help, I
am left in sheer lingerie and my high heels, yes, I came
prepared.

 


"I've put on sexy lingerie for you, no one
else, do you like it?"

 


He grabs my waist and turns me around, puts
my back to him, pushes my back slightly forward, and firmly takes
my hands, and starts tying them to a rope. Everything happens very
fast. I know his little violence.

 


"Hey! but what are you doing? You tie me, but
what are you going to do to me?" I say excited and surprised.

 


"Ouch!"

 


Now the son of a bitch cuts off my bra with
scissors!

 


"What did you do?! you cut my colaless! don't
you think it was for you?" I tell him angrily, furious. But he
remains silent, enigmatic. He is angry with me, why? My heart
shrinks again. I'm a fool for him.

 


"Talk to me baby, talk to me, tell me
something. You got me naked and tied up. Are you going to fuck me?
Do you want me to open up? Do you want to come inside me,
baby?"

 


Now he takes me to the wooden pillar in the
room, where he puts me, with my back to him. My hands are tied on
top of the post, I cling to it as he forces me to my knees. I
cooperate. I am at his mercy. What will he do to me? I am naked,
bound, with my back to him. I can't imagine a more vulnerable
position than this. I am a saint, a martyr, a whore.

 


I think about how hard his cock must be. I
smile to myself.

"Do you want me to kneel down? now baby, calm
down, what are you doing? and now? do you want me to pray? do you
want me to ask for forgiveness? do you want me to become a saint?
haha haha, oh, sorry, I don't know what you want baby."

 


It's a lie, I know perfectly well what he
wants. But he takes his time. Now I get impatient.

 


"Baby, you have me exposed, kneeling, hands
tied to the pillar, completely exposed and at the mercy of your
desires....are you going to whip me?"

 


Indeed, there's his answer, he whips my ass
with his hand.

 


"Ow! Ow! My ass! Ow!"

 


His spanking is a short, dry but intense
blow. He knows what I like.

 


He slaps my ass again.

 


"Oh, what a good spanking, spank me, give me
more, I've misbehaved! I'm a little slut, your little slut!"

 


Each spank sounds like a slap, I feel my
beautiful white ass getting red. My sinful woman's ass. The ass
that men stare at in the street, lusting.

 


"Oh, I'm a whore, punish me!"

 


He spanks me again and I start to wet my
crotch. My ass starts to itch.

 


"Oh, it's so good! It hurts but it's
nice...go on, punish me!"

 


And another spank harder.

 


"Oh! I'm your little whore, I'm your slave,
you're my master, spank me like this, on my ass. Hit me, hit me
again ...... Oh, that's so good!"

 


After a while of torment, my ass boils.

He unties me, removes my blindfold, and sits
me down. I already have the marks of sex on my body: my wrists
marked by the ties, my ass is red and irritated, my knees red,
scratched by the floor, my nipples sucked, irritated. All that's
left is for him to fuck me.

He lifts me up as if I were a newlywed bride,
he sits on the bed and places me on his knees so that I can rest on
top of the bed, while he examines my buttocks. He touches me
carefully.

 


"Ouch, ouch, my ass hurts. You've got me all
marked up with your spanking.... watch out, it hurts!"

 


I moan. I am a virtuous woman now, a woman
unjustly punished by this man to whom I give dangerous liberties
over me. I have to take it out on him.

 


"Be careful, it hurts! I am not made of
steel. Treat me well! Even my husband was never allowed to do this
to me. I don't know why I let you do whatever you want...I'm a
fool."

 


He touches my ass gently, softly, he touches
my pussy too. I am all wet, he knows it, he notices it when he
caresses my genitals, my lips, my vulva, my clitoris. He touches
all my intimacy and rubs me carefully but precisely, like a
musician on his instrument. He knows how to touch me, it's not the
first time.

The truth is it hurts and I like it, that's
how our game is, now he lifts my hips, I guess how he bends down to
meet my body. He holds me down, settling his face into my intimacy,
plugging into my big (yes, it's big) reddened ass. I feel his
tongue and his nose. He sucks my wet pussy and my little ass like
candy. It's too good this caress!

 


"How exquisite! Keep it up, keep it up, fuck
me, my love, fuck me now!"

 


The time comes and he lays me on the bed with
my butt raised, puts me down, and leaves where I can't see him. But
I can feel him take off his shirt. I hear the revealing sound of
his belt. I don't need to look. I can feel his pants drop to the
floor. I know him so well. He prepares to fuck me. It's time for
sex.

 


Suddenly I look then at the black and white
portrait of the man who was once my husband. The photograph is so
vivid that it seems to look back at me. He passed away almost a
year ago. I speak to him.

 


"I'm sorry honey, you didn't make me enjoy
like this, it's been years since you've had a hard-on. You must
think it's been so short a time since you left and I've already let
myself be fucked by another man. I need a good cock to be calm!
When you were alive, at least you made me happy by not giving me
trouble about having a lover. I chose this man, he's not good but
he makes me happy in bed. And now that you're gone, I bring him
home, see? I'm shameless, aren't I? I'm not a good woman, I live up
to my name as a prostitute. But he fucks me very well! He's a young
man, can you see? He puts his cock in me very good, he's got a hot,
hard cock. Now he takes your place. He is now the master of this
house and master of my body and my pussy. You see?"

 


He put it in me while I was talking to my
late husband. It's just that young people no longer have any
respect! It doesn't matter. He is fucking me very well. As I
suspected he had it very hard. He gets harder when I talk to my
husband while he fucks me. It's so good to have his cock in my
pussy!

 


"Oh how nice! You saw how he put his cock
inside me! Oh, like this... like this ...you can see us and you can
jerk off, you used to do that...oh, it's so good! Oh, keep it up!
Did you know that he cums in me almost every night? I end up full
of his sperm, which drips down my legs. Do you think he can
impregnate me? Can he make me a mommy again? Oh! Oh! See how he
fucks me? How impetuous! He gets excited when I talk to you like
that. He impales me with his cock."

 


At that and suddenly, the photograph falls
off the wall. He hasn't noticed and continues to fuck me, making
the bed creak, almost splitting me in two. I freeze with fear but
then I don't care. I want to keep getting fucked. The image falls
so that it's still looking at me, so that I can still look him in
the eyes.

 


"Keep fucking me, fuck me harder," I say to
the man riding me.

I talk to my late husband. "You know he likes
to suck my breasts, my nipples, he sucks me until he makes me reach
heaven. You wouldn't think of that. That's why I cheated on you. I
want you to know that. And while we're on confessions, I'll tell
you that I think I'm pregnant. Yes, he did in a few months what you
couldn't do in so many years. And as a reward, I'll tell you that I
give him the sweet milk that comes from my tits. Yes. My milk is
sweet as the life I have now."

 


My man has continued to fuck me without
stopping. No mercy. He thrusts in and out. The back and forth of
his rubbing, the rubbing between our intimate flesh, drives me
crazy. My whole body moves like a flan. My crotch is wet, my body
is water. My tits go back and forth as if I were in a storm. Like
I'm possessed by a typhoon. But it's the spell of his cock, rubbing
against my pussy. I'm about to reach my first orgasm.

 


"Oh! Oh! Like this! Like this!... I'm coming,
I'm coming, don't let go keep going! Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

 


My orgasm was so strong, that the glass of my
husband's photograph shattered. Coincidence? At that moment my man
was "breaking me in two", and filling me with his sperm. I was
missing something, an act of final revenge against the man I was
married to for over a decade.

 


"You used to get off on your wife being a
well-fucked little slut! Now watch me get fucked, you bastard!"

 


 


 


 


 


The End
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