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After many months together, Sylvia and I finally moved into our very own house in the suburbs, and for a time we lived happily. Or so the story should have read. But whenever I think back to that time, I am overwhelmed, not by happy thoughts, but by memories of anger and frustration. To complicate matters, Jurgen the Cat—whose spirit had taken up residence in my psyche after he met an unfortunate end shortly after moving into our lives—was getting restless.

I don't get you humans, he said one morning when I awoke with a hard-on and Sylvia was nowhere to be found. Why don't you just go out and fuck someone else? 

'That's not how humans work,' I replied while inserting my secret pen drive full of porn into my computer.

Bloody stupid, if you ask me. Instead of fucking someone, you'll spend ten minutes looking at pictures of people fucking, and that will be that? Doesn't sound very satisfying to me.

'Yeah, but no one's asking you. Now push off and let me do my business in peace.'

In fact, I can recall the exact moment when happiness fled our new home. It was a week or so after we had moved in and had finally arranged our old furniture in a semi-usable configuration. It was late in the evening and we were sipping hot drinks in our brand new living room. That we were sitting on our dilapidated old sofa, watching our grungy old television set struck a discordant tone with both of us. Where we differed was how we dealt with these feelings. Personally, I found that I could easily ignore them until the pain of the mortgage had worn off a bit. Not so my life partner

'Oh Vinny, I love our new place,' Sylvia said, her face shiny with pride, 'but our old furniture sucks. We need to replace it right away.' 

Those words, from the lips of my beloved, sank my heart into a sea of despair and cut happiness adrift. We were going to go furniture shopping and, in Sylvia's world, that meant only one thing. Ikea.

To put it bluntly, I hate Ikea. It's where Satan does his furniture shopping. He may even have the occasional plate of well-priced meatballs on his way through. It amazes me that such a progressive people could create such a heinous shopping experience to sell such boring furniture. What's even more amazing is that some people seem to shopping in Ikea. 

Anyway, at a metaphysical level the furniture is irrelevant because Ikea is not about furniture. Ikea is a loathsome philosophy that infects all who encounter it, so that they either embrace Ikea or flee in horror. Ikea is the mind numbing experience of walking along the carefully marked paths in the store, never deviating from the accepted norm. Ikea is assembly instructions in incomprehensible hieroglyphics. Ikea is broken and bleeding fingers as you try to work in six dimensions to assemble your purchase into something that resembles the picture on the box. Ikea is blandness elevated to an art form.

'I don't want to go to Ikea,' I said in a whiny.

'Oh for God's sake, it's just a shop,' she said in exasperation after I had assumed the fetal position on the floor and started to sob. 'It's not like we are going for a stroll through Hades or anything. Get a grip.'

'The furniture sucks and the meatballs are made of rubber. Can't we just go to another furniture store? One that sells furniture already put together. Please?'

'Oh come on, Ikea furniture is cheap and it looks good.'

She needs discipline! Punish her for her insolence!

'How do you know?' I snapped angrily at the voice in my head.

'Because I've been there,' Sylvia said, perplexed. 

She's just screaming for cruel, sadistic sex. I can smell it, even with your nose.

The dead cat was right. There was a rather pleasing smell in the air coming from the direction of my beloved. I stood up, adjusted my clothes, and wiped the tears from my eyes. 

'You shouldn't talk to me that way,' I said, as sternly as I could. 'I am the master of this house and as such, deserve to be treated with respect.'

'Yes sir,' Sylvia said, and cast her eyes to the floor. 

'I think a little corrective discipline is appropriate, don't you?'

Sylvia nodded and fiddled with her hair.

I pulled her forward by the arm and laid three stinging slaps on her ass. 'I asked you a question.'

'Yes sir.'

This time, I slapped her face, twice on each cheek. 'Yes sir, what?' I asked

'Yes sir, I think I need some discipline, sir,' she said and resumed fiddling with her hair. 

I seated myself on the dilapidated old sofa and dragged Sylvia over my knee. 'It's time for some old fashion discipline, young lady,' I said, and raised her skirt over her waist. 'Insolence is its own reward,' I continued, looking at her luscious ass. I brought my hand down hard, ten times on each side. She took each stroke in silence.

'Please, sir,' she said, when she sensed that I had finished. 'I don't think I've been punished enough.'

I like the bitch!

'You should remove my panties and punish my ass again.'

You shouldn't let her tell you what to do.

'It's not your place to tell me what I should and shouldn't do. Understand?'

'Yes sir,' Sylvia said, even though I wasn't talking to her.

'As long as that's understood,' I said, and slid her panties off over her feet, before draping her over my knee again and punishing her bare ass. This time there was an intake of breath with each stroke, and she groaned involuntarily after the tenth stroke had landed. 

I slipped two fingers into her wet cunt, which caused her to start. 

'Your hands are cold, sir,' she said.

'Not cold enough,' I replied, and lifted her off my lap. 'Fetch me the tray of ice from the freezer and a large bowl.'

She hurried away and returned quickly with the items. I emptied the ice tray into the bowl and then draped Sylvia back over my knee. 

'This should teach you to behave,' I said, spanking her ass three more times on each side. 'Hold those ass-cheeks apart.' 

When her asshole was exposed, I took an ice-cube and ran it over her anus before pushing it deep into her ass. She squirmed, but I quickly brought that under control with three more hard slaps on each buttock. I shoved ice cube after ice cube into her ass, emptying almost the entire bowl, until my hand was numb from cold and I could no longer continue. Then I spanked her ass several times more on each side before pushing her to the floor.

'Suck until your tonsils are covered in cum,' I commanded and pulled my cock out of my pants. 

'Yes sir,' she said and took my dick in her mouth. She sucked hard for a while before running her soft tongue over my balls and up and down the shaft. When I could feel the pressure building, I dragged her by the hair until her mouth was back over my cock and then filled it with semen, which she swallowed without hesitation. 

'We'll go to Ikea after I get out of the shower?' she said, when her mouth was empty again.

'Yes, dear.'
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It may or may not have been my imagination, but a faint sulfurous odor tainted the air in Ikea and made walking along the predefined paths difficult. 

I like this place, said the voice in my head, nice furniture. 

'Oh shut up,' I muttered when I knew no one else was in earshot. 'No one cares what you think.'

You should care what I think, especially when I can notice your girlfriend being lubed up with words and you're standing around without a clue.

'What are you talking about,' I said, watching Sylvia fondling sofa cushions. 

She's got a thing for girls, and she's been chatting to that older woman the whole time we've been here. Believe me when I tell you, she's dripping. 

There were people everywhere, and at least three of them were older women. 'You're obsessed,' I said, as one of the older women approached Sylvia and handed her a card, which she quickly put in her purse. 'She's probably just bumped into someone she knows or something,' I said, trying in vain to convince myself it was an innocent transaction. I sidled over and placed my hand on Sylvia's shoulder.

'Who was that?' I asked, trying to sound nonchalant and failing. 

'Oh, that was Marissa, the owner of the dog grooming shop near our new place,' Sylvia replied. 'Bello's looking scruffy and I thought I'd take him in soon. Bumping into her here saved me a phone call this
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