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Casey unbuckled the strap
from around her wrist and pulled off the restraint while Owen
finished unlocking her wrist restrains from the bed frame. She
loved the four-poster bed she had insisted they buy shortly after
getting married. It was both ornamental and functional; the heavy
wooden posts in the four corners were the perfect anchors for the
straps they used to tie her down when she needed a good spanking
followed by a good fucking. Face down and cuffed by both her ankles
and wrists she was helpless to suffer under whatever torments Owen
could inflict upon her.

She had been embarrassed and terrified when
she revealed to him that she needed to be tied up, spanked, and
roughly fucked on a regular basis. She had already accepted his
offer of marriage and they had only played at what she called baby
bondage games up to that point in their sex life. Marrying Owen
made her happy; getting tied up and spanked made her happy. She
hadn’t yet brought the two together, but she knew she couldn’t have
the one without the other.

Happily—luckily—he had indulged in her request
and was both fascinated and exited by it. Instead of driving them
apart her kink had brought them together. Owen was nearly
everything a kinky woman could dream of after fifteen years of
marriage…except he was a little too vanilla for her tastes. This
had been something she had resigned herself to; Owen was more than
willing to go along with whatever weird request she had in bed, but
he never asked for anything special beyond a blowjob. That was too
easy.

“You were a little bit quiet
tonight,” Owen commented as he dropped her restraints into the
bottom drawer of the nightstand.

“I was screaming into the pillow,”
Casey replied. “Can’t wake the kids.”

Their kids were on the other side of the house
and one floor up asleep in their bedrooms. Unless a fire truck
drove through the house nothing would wake the pair.

“Okay,” he pleasantly agreed.
Casey rolled over and sat up, crossing her legs and hugging them to
her chest. Her bottom was a little sore from the paddling he had
given her earlier, but it was just a little bit red. It wasn’t
anything she wasn’t used to or desired. “Need any salve for your
ass?” he asked. Paddling Casey was what Owen claimed to be his
favorite activity in their sex life; treating her minor injuries
from those paddling was what he claimed was his second favorite
activity. She didn’t mind in the least that he would rub salves and
ointments into the soft skin of her ass for an hour if she asked
it.

For a woman pushing forty Casey considered
herself in good shape, especially after birthing and breast feeding
two kids. Sure, her ass was getting a little wide and her stomach
wasn’t nearly as flat as it was in her early twenties, but if Owen
minded, he didn’t say anything. He could have been in better shape
himself. Although he hadn’t lost much, if any, of his hair, his
stomach had started to bulge with a bit of a middle-aged
paunch.

“What do you want?” she asked
him.

“I want to get in bed and go to
sleep,” he answered as he walked out of their attached bathroom. He
was wiping of his cock with a wet washcloth that he proceeded to
toss into the laundry hamper.

“No, that I know. What do you
really want?” she asked as he slipped under the covers. She barely
moved. She wasn’t angry, but she wanted an answer.

“What do I really want
what?” he asked. It had been a long day. Tying up his wife,
spanking her round ass, then fucking her good and hard while she
couldn’t do a thing to him was enjoyable but exhausting. Normally
they fell asleep shortly after their play session and he was
looking forward to exactly that.

“What do you want to do in bed?”
she asked for what seemed like the thousandth time, though it might
have been the ten thousandth.

“I want to tie you up, paddle you,
then fuck you,” he mumbled. The light on his side of the bed was
already off and his eyes were closed.

Casey sighed. “We do that all the time. I like
it, but I want to please you.”

“You already please
me.”

“I want to indulge you,” she said
with every ounce of earnestness in her voice she could muster. “I
want to play a kinky game that you think up and I don’t really want
to do but I do anyway because I love you.”

Somehow Owen managed to crank open one eye.
“I’m dull and vanilla,” he reminded her. “I indulge you and that’s
what I like in my life.”

“I want to play new games,” she
said. Already his eyes were closed again.

“Think up a new game and I’ll play
it with you,” he said. “I’m game for anything.”

“You won’t like my games,” she
said.

But Owen was already snoring lighting. She
sighed, climbed off the bed, pulled a nightie out of her dresser
and pulled it on. Casey contemplated her sleeping husband a long
time before turning off the light and climbing into bed next to
him.

 


The next night Owen reached into the bottom
drawer of the nightstand for Casey’s restraints. “Not tonight,”
Casey said. She had on a pair of bright purple satin pajamas that
were decidedly sexy but not in her usual kinky mode.

“Oh?”

“Tired,” she complained. “Long
day. I hate working this time of year.”

“Do you want to just have plain
sex?” he asked while putting back the leather manacles and
straps.

“No. Just sleep.” Casey turned off
her light and closed her eyes. A minute later her breathing when
soft and she was asleep.

Owen wasn’t especially tired, nor was he
especially horny. It was his wife that had the stronger sex drive.
He considered looking up some porn on the computer but instead
opted for a half hour of reading before turning off his light and
going to sleep.

 


The following night Casey was at a late
meeting. Owen made dinner, made sure the kids had their homework
done, cleaned the kitchen, tossed in a load of laundry, folded what
was in the dryer, wasted half an hour watching a stupid sitcom as
he laid in bed waiting for his wife.

He was asleep when she got home. Casey turned
off the TV, stripped off her clothes making sure her moist panties
were half-hidden at the bottom of the laundry hamper, contemplated
herself in the bathroom mirror for a long minute, critically
evaluating her tits and bare pussy, before putting on pajamas and
crawling into bed next to her husband.

 


“Not tonight, dear, I have a
headache,” Casey said when he asked her if she wanted to have
sex.

“It’s been three days since we had
sex,” Owen complained.

“That doesn’t mean you
automatically get what you want,” she told him.

“You can just lie there,” he said
grumpily. “I’ll fuck you and you can just enjoy it.”

“Just moving my head makes it
worse,” she stated. “Go jerk off if you need it that
badly.”

“Never mind,” he said. They turned
off the lights and she went to sleep as he stared at the ceiling in
the half light seeping through the drawn curtains.

 


“Okay, what gives,” he said on the
fourth night. “We’ve never gone this long before not having
sex…except when the kids were born.”

“What do you want?” she asked him
again.

“I want to have sex.”

“What kink do you want me to
indulge in?” Casey asked pointedly.

“This again?” he
complained.

“No pussy for you until you come
up with a weird fantasy that I can indulge you in.”

“I don’t have any weird
fantasies.”

“Then no pussy.”

“I’d just be making something up
to appease you!”

“That works for me.”

Silence grew between them.

Finally Owen said, “Fine. I want you to
lactate.”

Casey replied to that with silence, then
opened her mouth and replied with more silence. Finally, as Owen
waited patiently for a response, she managed a confused,
“Umm…”

Own sighed. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.
Forget I said anything.”

Those words caused Casey’s brain to kick back
into gear. “No, wait. I was just…surprised. I was expecting
something like a three-way or maybe pegging. I don’t know. I wasn’t
expecting…that.”

“Which is why I never said
anything before,” he angrily replied. “Just forget it.” Owen yanked
off his shirt and rummaged through his dresser looking for pajamas.
He couldn’t stand to look at his wife at that moment. He was
ashamed at himself and angry at her and there was nothing he could
do about it. He cursed himself for saying anything; he knew he
should have made up something, anything that would be considered a
normal kink that his loving wife would have been delighted to
indulge in for him, but he stupidly went ahead and blurted out what
he wanted and now regretted it.

“You know, this is something I can
make happen,” Casey said.

“Uh-huh,” Owen mumbled as he
kicked off his khakis and pulled on his sleep pants.

“It’s not like my breasts don’t
work,” she stated. “Don’t be a shit now that I know what you’ve
been hiding for…years?” She stopped and considered what he must
have kept a secret for so long. Like so many men Owen showed more
than casual interest in her—and many women’s—breasts, but she
couldn’t think of a time when he was totally obsessed with them.
She couldn’t think of any special interest he had in sex at all.
Was he that secretive or was she so self-obsessed that she never
noticed? “Geez, how long have you had this interest?”

Owen didn’t say anything and let the silence
fill the room as he rolled into the bed. “I don’t know. A
while.”

“How long?” she demanded in that
tone that she used when she wanted him to give her some special
abuse while she was tied up. He was never able to resist her voice
of authority

“Probably since shortly after the
kids were born.”

“What? That long?”

“It’s not like I woke up one day
and decided, hmm, I need a kink to spice up my sex life.” He
snapped his fingers. “I know. I’ll choose sucking on my wife’s tits
while they expel milk. That sounds nice and normal and sane and
completely within the realm of what all suburban couples do in the
privacy of their bedrooms.”

“You don’t have to be angry,” she
said trying to calm him down. Following his lead she started
pulling off her clothes and getting ready for bed. She talked while
she stripped. “I just didn’t know and you took me by surprise when
you gave me your answer.”

He snorted and she ignored the
noise.

“I can do this for you,” she told
him.

“Really.” It wasn’t a question. It
was a statement of doubt.

“Well, tell me about it. I know a
little about breastfeeding—I do have two healthy kids you
know—”

“I know,” he muttered under his
breath.

“And while I’m not willing to get
pregnant again just to fulfill your fantasy, I can certainly make a
good try to make it happen.”

“You’re willing to try?” he asked.
He was still facing the wall away from her. Casey had poked through
her dresser and found an old nightie that tied in front under her
breasts. It wasn’t anything special, but it was low-cut and
accented her tits. There was a matching pair of shorts she pulled
on as well. Owen didn’t see any of this as she slipped into bed.
For just a moment she was worried. While being in good shape she
didn’t have a model-perfect body, but had never heard a word of
complaint from Owen about her ass, thighs, tummy, or tits. Her
breasts were good sized—neither huge nor tiny—and were rather
plain. They didn’t ride high on her chest like a teenager’s, nor
did they hang down pendulously low. For the most part Casey didn’t
give her tits












































































































































































































cover.jpg
CASEY’S CREAM
N
-

o

BY ELLIOT SILVESTR

Vi





