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Welcome to a World Without Taboos 
A Captivating SM & BDSM Book Series
Desire. Control. Submission. Pain. Passion. This book series takes you deep into the most forbidden desires and thrilling fantasies of the SM and BDSM universe. Each book tells a unique, electrifying story—intense, uninhibited, and completely uncensored.
This book is one of five—each a standalone masterpiece, yet all filled with raw passion, dominance, and surrender. From powerful masters to devoted submissives, from the intoxicating thrill of control to the ecstasy of surrender—nothing is left unsaid, no boundary untouched.
Are you ready for a series that will captivate, challenge, and awaken your deepest desires? Then step inside and experience pleasure in its most intense form.
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Willing Marriage Slave
￼[image: Shape Shape]
 
 I would like to introduce myself to you. My name is Inge, I am 50 years old. My three children have already left home. In a few weeks I will be celebrating my silver wedding anniversary with my husband Ingo. We live in a beautiful house in the heart of a big German city.Even when I met my husband, I was devoted to him. I loved it when he took the helm. We discussed important decisions together, but in the end he decided what should happen. I was happy and loved my husband more than anything.As in most marriages, we eventually got bored. My husband was very inventive in bed. He always surprised me with new games. But somehow we often had the feeling that something was missing. Since our first time, he has decided how, when and where our sex life took place. If I wasn't particularly in the mood, he just took me. A few slaps on the bottom always turned me on and made me submissive. For me, that was nothing special, it was normal. And to be honest, I loved it. So one evening my husband asked me to put on some sexy underwear because he wanted to do something else with me. Of course I did him the favor. We got in the car and I found myself in a swingers club for the first time.We were given a very friendly welcome. The rules were explained to us and a guest showed us around the house. There were couples everywhere on the mats, busying themselves. A woman was lying on a bench and was being fucked by at least 10 men. 
Men kept coming and going. The man explained to us that everything here was voluntary. According to the motto "Everything is possible, nothing is mandatory." It was a mystery to me which woman would voluntarily submit to a gangbang, but she seemed to like it. Back at the bar, the first contacts were quickly made. For my age and my 3 children, I still had a pretty good figure. We quickly got chatting to a couple. I hadn't slept with another man since I was married. To be honest, I didn't want to today either. My husband saw it differently, though. "Come on, let's go to the mat and then show him what a hot woman you are." Did he really want that? Did my husband want me to be fucked by someone else? He had decided and we went to the mats. A free spot was quickly found. Our new acquaintance began to remove my few clothes. He tenderly worked on my body. I got horny and began to work on his cock. He began to lick me. His tongue danced on my clit, as mine did on his glans. We were both so horny that it was almost a relief when he pushed his cock into my pussy. He worked on my hole with long, hard thrusts. At the same time, I could watch my husband taking on the other woman. Being fucked and watching my own husband at the same time was too much for me. I gave in to my horny feelings. As is often the case in swinger clubs, voyeurs quickly turn up to watch the horny goings-on while jerking off. My stud waved over two of the men, who immediately started to work on us women. That was new for me, being fucked while I was sucking another cock. The fact that both men were completely unknown to me increased my horniness even more. After our men had filled their condoms, the other men immediately went for our holes. What an experience. I have never been fucked by several men before. I felt good and desired. Or was I just a hole with a body attached to it for them? I didn't care. I was horny and wanted to be fucked. The second man also filled his condom, moaning loudly. My Ingo had watched the goings-on with a smile. 
He was proud of me, that was clear from his look. We went for a shower and met up again at the bar. "Man, Ingo, your wife is a hot cunt. Why did you keep her from us for so long? I hope we meet more often." A few single men joined us. I received clear requests, but was reluctant to accept them.What would my Ingo think of me? He watched the whole thing with a smile. "Just pick some and get what you need." Ingo whispered in my ear. Did he really want me to go and fuck other men? But if he wanted it, then so be it. I picked out 2 of the men, took them by the hand and we left the bar. The whole thing had not gone unnoticed and a few voyeurs followed us. I enjoyed being pampered intensely. The men were very tender and took care of every millimeter of my skin. Full of anticipation, I put the condoms on them and they immediately took possession of my hole. I knelt on the mat and had a cock in my pussy and one in my mouth. The more intensely I was fucked, the more passionately my tongue danced. After a while the men swapped and I tasted my own cum on the condom for the first time. Another man joined me. He lay down under me and worked on my clitoris with his tongue. Oh, how hot that was. I couldn't stop myself and screamed out my horniness. After all three men had fucked my holes sufficiently and their condoms were filled, we cuddled a bit before we went to shower. Ingo and I had another drink at the bar, then we drove home. "Well, my sweetheart, how did you like the evening?" "Darling, I've never experienced anything so hot. I wish we could make more visits like this. If it's okay with you that I get fucked by other men," I added quickly. I loved my husband and didn't want to cheat on him. I didn't want him to feel like he wasn't enough for me anymore. But the evening was just hot.we cuddled a bit before we went to shower. Ingo and I had another drink at the bar, then we drove home. "Well, my sweetheart, how did you like the evening?" 
"Darling, I've never experienced anything so hot. I wish we could visit like this more often. If it's okay with you that I get fucked by other men." I added quickly. I loved my husband and didn't want to cheat on him. I didn't want him to feel like he wasn't enough for me anymore. But the evening was just hot.we cuddled a bit before we went to shower. Ingo and I had another drink at the bar, then we drove home. "Well, my sweetheart, how did you like the evening?" "Darling, I've never experienced anything so hot. I wish we could visit like this more often. If it's okay with you that I get fucked by other men." I added quickly. I loved my husband and didn't want to cheat on him. I didn't want him to feel like he wasn't enough for me anymore. But the evening was just hot.The week went by as usual. We went to work, did the housework and made love. But I couldn't get the evening at the swingers' club out of my head. What had prompted my husband to go there with me? I wanted to ask him over dinner. "Darling, why did we go to the club last weekend?" "Sweetie, you know I like to think of something new for you. I came across swingers' clubs on the Internet. I thought you might like it. Did I see it wrong? You were just horny, really horny for cock. I liked that. That's why we're going there again on Saturday. You can start thinking about what you want to wear. You probably won't wear it for long, but pick something."Restless days lay ahead of me. I kept imagining how the evening would go. Just thinking about the coming Saturday made me wet. Finally the time had come. Ingo and I took a shower. He gently soaped me up. He paid particular attention to my pussy. He gently pushed a finger into my hole. My excitement grew and I only had one thought: I wanted to be fucked. Ingo seemed to notice what was going on inside me. He ended his caresses with a slap on the bottom and left the shower. Soon we were sitting in the car and my excitement grew.We reached the club and were greeted happily by the club owners. 
What I didn't know was that Ingo had registered us on the internet, so some of my studs from last weekend were there again. They welcomed me happily. "Great that you're back, ready to make your pussy purr?" "Yes, but first I'd like a glass of champagne." Of course I got it straight away. Slightly exhilarated, I enjoyed the attention of the men. It wasn't long before I went towards the mats with three of them. My Ingo saw it and smiled at me "Have fun, my darling."The men led me into a darkened room where there was a gynecological chair. I only knew it from my gynecologist and didn't really like it. It was always a strange feeling to present my femininity like that and yet somehow feel helplessly exposed. I quickly got rid of my few clothes. One of the men helped me onto the chair and spread my legs, which he immediately attached to the shells. Now I felt more helpless and exposed than ever before in my life. A tongue danced on my clitoris. My horniness won over my helplessness. A cock was shoved into each hand, which I was only too happy to work on. "The pussy is already wet, I think it wants to be taken hard today. Your husband also wrote that she is a bit submissive." What? Ingo wrote on the Internet that I am submissive? I'm not a slave? What is this bastard thinking? I couldn't get any further in my thoughts, my horniness wiped all my thoughts from my head. I was filled. Filled with at least 3 fingers that worked my pussy deep and hard. A cock was pushed into my mouth. I began to lick it greedily. My tongue danced wildly on the tip of the cock. "The cunt is so greedy that I'm going to shoot my cum down her throat." I quickly moved my head to prevent cum from being shot into my mouth. I had never swallowed cum before and didn't want to start today. A hard grip on my hair prevented any movement, however. The cock was deep in my throat. Another millimeter and I would have gagged. He fucked my mouth deeply and then it happened. With a loud growl he shot his entire load into my throat. I had no choice but to swallow it all. 
"The cunt swallowed well. Her husband didn't promise us too much." In the meantime, my licker had sunk his cock deep into my hole. He pushed deep into me demandingly. I began to moan excitedly. I began to enjoy the way the men treated me. They simply took possession of me. Did what they liked with me. And I enjoyed it. Again and again I could hear my horny screams. The number of voyeurs grew. I also saw my husband leaning against the door frame, smiling. He watched as the men turned me into a mindless fuck toy. When one of the men had ejaculated in or on me, he was immediately replaced by one of the men standing around. I was fully occupied. I worked on cocks with my hands, one in my mouth and one in my pussy. I had long since lost track. Hands worked on my tits and my clit. One had also stuck 2 fingers in my ass and was fucking me thoroughly. My ass was still virgin, but I was afraidBefore the evening was over, that was history too. Ingo watched the goings-on from the doorway. As if through a horny fog, I heard comments like "Your whore is great. You should hand that submissive piece over to us more often." At some point, even the last of the men present had been served, or rather, he had delivered his load to me. So I lay there. Tied to the gynecological chair, countless loads of cum on my stomach and tits and at least 20 well-filled condoms in the trash can. I don't know how many loads I had swallowed. Ingo came to me "Well, my darling, did you have fun? You look really dirty. Go take a shower and then come to me at the bar." He untied me and disappeared towards the bar. He just left me behind. I felt dirty and used. Why had he allowed me to be fucked by so many men? I picked up my few clothes and went to the bathroom. The cum, which had already dried up to some extent, was difficult to get off my body. The warm water revived my spirits.So refreshed, I went to the bar. When I entered, there was huge applause. Ingo proudly hugged me and ordered me a glass of champagne. 
I had earned it. The women present also praised me for my courage in letting 35 men fuck me. What, 35 men had fun with me and Ingo let it happen? He looked into my husband's eyes with an evil look. "Darling, didn't you like it? You are such a horny woman, you love sex, that's why I came up with the idea of ​​giving you as much sex as you can handle. I didn't expect there to be 35 men. But be honest, couldn't there have been a few more? Or was the last one too much for you?" He was right. I had enjoyed every cock. Each in its own way. The hard thrusts against my uterus, the thick ones that stretched me and the ones that squirted large loads of thick sperm into my mouth. "Yes, I enjoyed it. And if it is your wish to release me again, I will be only too happy to obey." A loud cheer filled the room. The men present were delighted. "Come on, give her to us again, we want to tear her ass open. Unfortunately you didn't allow us to do that. But your submissive slut does what you say." The men only saw me as fuck meat. Did I like that? I hesitated to answer. But yes, I felt comfortable in this role. If my husband wanted it, I would give myself over to the men again at any time. Ingo looked after me. Didn't he forbid fucking my ass? What if he lifts the ban? "Darling, where are your thoughts? Come on, let's go and get something to eat. I think you could really use some refreshment before we go on." Go on? What else did Ingo have planned for me? As if he could read my thoughts, he took my hand with a smile and we went to the buffet. The food was excellent and only now did I realise how hungry I actually was. We talked about trivial things while we ate. I avoided asking Ingo what he still had in mind for me, although the question was burning inside me. He seemed to have noticed. As we cleared the plates away, he took me tenderly in his arms. "Ask me what you've been wanting to ask me for the whole time. I know what's burning in your soul. You mustn't forget, we've been together for a long time." "Ingo, what do you still have in mind for me today? 
You made a hint earlier." "Sweetie, you know I love you more than anything and just want you to be happy. Are you happy?" A quiet "yes" was all I could say. "I know that, that's why I'm going to overcome your last hurdle now. I'm going to introduce you to the pleasure of anal eroticism. To be more precise, I'm going to fuck your ass now." Everything in my body screamed no,but my mouth only said "Yes, if you want it." Trembling anxiously, I followed him like a good dog. First he led me into one of the bathrooms. He took an enema out of one of the cupboards. What did he have in mind for me? Did he want to give me an enema here? What was that about? "Take off your panties and bend over. Spread your legs and lift your beautiful bottom up." I did what he asked of me without any will. As I had done all these years, I did what he expected of me. A few light slaps on my bottom turned me on. I noticed how he rubbed my rosette with lubricant and slowly pushed the enema into my intestines. With pressure he emptied the contents into my intestines. "Clamp your bottom together and walk in circles around the bathroom. Let it work until I allow you to empty yourself." So I began my tour. The enema is working in my intestines. Each round was harder than the last. I found it difficult to keep the contents inside me any longer. Finally I was allowed to empty myself. Ingo watched me. He didn't care whether I was uncomfortable or not. After I had cleaned myself I was allowed to put my panties back on and followed him onto the mats.Ingo stroked me very tenderly. What a difference to his harsh instructions from just now. He sucked tenderly on my breasts while his hand stroked my abused, hot pussy. He was making me horny again. Was I really such a horny slut as the men had said before? 35 men had used me just a short time ago, and now Ingo was getting me going again. He made me so horny that I could only beg for him to finally fuck me. "Don't be so greedy. You'll get what you need." His hand had switched to my asshole. 
He slowly fucked my back entrance, first with one finger, but then pushed more and more fingers into my hole. The cold of the lubricant made me even hornier. Only when he had widened my hole sufficiently did he order me to my knees. Now it was going to happen. Now he wanted to deflower my asshole. I felt the tip of his cock on my hole. Slowly the pressure increased. I tried to relax. My fear prevented this until a hard blow to my bottom made me forget my fear. At the same time as the blow, Ingo pushed his spear into my intestines. The resulting pain made me scream loudly. After I had calmed down a bit, he started to fuck me in the ass. With each thrust, he pushed his cock deeper into me. Slowly I began to enjoy it. With one hand he pampered my clitoris. His deep thrusts became more and moremore demanding. My horniness reached its peak when Ingo pushed a few fingers into my cunt. That was finally too much for me. Ingo fucked me in the gut with his cock and my pussy with his hand. I screamed out my orgasm. Ingo shot his entire load deep into my gut. He let me come down from my shaft. "Be a good wife and clean my cock." With that he simply pushed his cock into my mouth. The beloved cock that had just been in my ass was now in my mouth. Still floating on my horny shaft, I greedily licked my husband's cock. I ignored the strong taste. I loved my husband and wanted to be a good, willing wife for him. After showering we went back to the bar.Some of the men and women had seen us. "I think it's great that you allowed him to do that. I don't allow my husband to do that. I'm afraid of the pain." One of the women spoke to me. "I love and trust my husband. He doesn't do anything to me that harms me. If he thinks the time has come for something new, then it must be right." Did I really just say that? Was I really so submissive that I did everything my husband said? Had I done badly in the past? Yes, I did what he wanted and no, I didn't do badly. 
So why shouldn't I admit it? We stayed at the bar for a while, had a lively conversation and went home late at night.My husband woke me up the next morning with a hearty breakfast. I put on my dressing gown and followed him into the kitchen. The coffee was just as I liked it, deep black. We enjoyed breakfast and talked about this and that. After the last bit of bread roll had been eaten, Ingo said, "We're going to change something in our relationship. You behaved like a cheap street whore yesterday. You spread your legs for anyone who wanted you. You let yourself be fucked and you enjoyed it. From now on you are my whore." I was shocked by his words and wanted to justify myself. My legs were tied up, I was helplessly at his mercy. Hadn't he wanted it that way? Now he was blaming me for it. And what did that mean, that I was his whore now? "Don't try to downplay what happened. Anyone could have you, anyone could have slid over you. You were so horny that you didn't even notice how many there were. You behaved like a real slut. As my slut, you'll now be getting new instructions. Here at home, when we're alone, you have to be naked." I nodded. Without saying a word, he looked at me sternly and waited until I had taken off my dressing gown. "Ok. From now on, you won't wear any more panties. Pantyhose are also forbidden. Tomorrow you'll buy hold-up stockings and suspenders. I don't want to see anything else on you." Again, all I could hear was a quiet "yes." What did he have in mind for me? "It seems you enjoyed the ass fuck yesterday. That's why you'll buy some enemas tomorrow. Always make sure you have enough. I don't want to be stuck in your shit when I want to fuck you." I could only nod. I didn't know my husband like that. I was released for the time being and had to clean up the leftovers from breakfast. I went into the bedroom to make the beds. I was bending over and trying to straighten the sheets when I felt a hand on my pussy. "You horny slut, you're already wet again. 
You seem to like walking around the apartment all the time, ready for me. Well, then you shall have what you need." My pussy was still very sore from yesterday, but he didn't care. He fucked me deep and hard. He just took me, not caring whether I liked it. But I liked it. After just a few thrusts I had my first orgasm. Only after he had ejaculated was I allowed to carry on with my work.It was very unusual to walk around the apartment naked all day. Luckily we had long curtains that no one could see in. If Ingo liked it, he would finger me, touch me, or just take me. "Yesterday you swallowed the sperm of strange men. You've always refused to do that to me. Open your mouth, I want to fuck your throat and you should swallow my cum." I knelt willingly in front of him. Ingo grabbed my hair and guided my head. His cock pushed deep into my throat. I had to gag a few times until he finally shot his entire load into my throat. My husband made me his slave. He made me the mindless object of his lust. And I liked my role.The next morning I prepared breakfast. Naked, I said goodbye to my husband as he left for work. "Don't forget the shopping. I've laid out your clothes for your stroll around town. I'll be a little later today, I still have a few things to do." And then he was gone. I started my daily housework. Without thinking about it any further, I stayed naked. It was only when the doorbell rang that I realized what I was wearing. I quickly threw on a dress and opened the door. As so often, my neighbor came for coffee. I was still thinking about yesterday, so I couldn't really follow the conversation. "You're acting weird today, I'd better go and get some rest." Without thinking about it any further, I took the dress off again and started doing my laundry. What had happened to me yesterday? Why did I let all of this happen to me? The visit to the club. 35 men fucked me, I liked it. My husband fucked my ass, I liked it. I'm walking around the apartment naked, I like it. Ingo will know what he is doing.Now it was time to do the shopping. 
Ingo said he had laid out the clothes for me. Up until now I had seen the clothes lying on the chair, but now I wanted to take a closer look at them. He had laid out the shortest skirt I own and a crop top for me. The top used to belong to my daughter, but it was actually at least one size too small for me. There was no bra to hold up my full breasts. If Ingo wanted these clothes, I would put them on. I looked at myself in the mirror. Whore, was my first reaction. Should I go out on the street like this? Was he serious? I kept the clothes on and hurried to get into my car. In the parking garage I chose one of the women's parking spaces and began my shopping spree. The men kept whistling at me in admiration. The women gave me dirty looks. One even asked me how much I paid. Something like that had never happened to me before. I was proud of myself, proud to still get such reactions at my age. First I bought the stockings. I chose a small lingerie shop and asked the saleswoman for advice. She showed me lots of different things. Until now I had no idea how many different stockings there were. In the end I decided on a black and a white garter belt with matching stockings with and without a seam. I also bought hold-up stockings with
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