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​​​​​Excerpt

"Lay down with your hands on the table," he said.

I leaned forward until my elbows hit the cold, metal surface and stared mutely as he picked up the metal chains hanging from the side onto my wrists.

I let out a strangled moan when Giles pushed the small of my back further downwards so that my sensitive nipples were pressed tight against the cold surface. With my hands stretched a little in front of me, I tried to pull back against them so that he wouldn't cuff my hands to no avail.

I heard the resounding smack on my bottom before the pain caught up with me and cried out.

"Oh!"

The stinging pain rang in my ears. My husband continued to cuff my other hand with the chain and ignore my plea as his friend brought his hand down on my bottom again. I tried to move away from his hand, but the chains held tight so that I was helplessly bounded to the metal table, my back pushed downwards with my breasts pinned against my chest and my behind jutting outwards.

"Open your legs," Giles said, slapping my thighs.

I wriggled and rocked forward, trying to get away from his punishing hands. He continued slapping my thighs until I obeyed. With my eyes closed tightly, I widened my stance so that my bottom was no longer jutting upwards unbecomingly.

"Have you ever taken her from behind?"

This standalone story contains scenes involving domination and submission, spanking, double penetration, first time anal & a retelling of Bluebeard as never been seen before.

First Contact

One upon a time, there lived a man who lived in a magnificent castle with all the worldly possessions that anyone could imagine. Sadly, these material ownerships offered him little happiness for Bluebeard was a feared man in his town. He kept to himself and owned so many businesses and country houses, gold and silver, tapestries and antiques, that his mere presence was feared. The poor fellow was indeed, so powerful, that they were afraid of accidentally stepping on his toes and bringing his wrath down on the town. He had enough power to be the end of the simple lives they had.

It did not help his case that several of his wives had mysteriously disappeared shortly after marrying Bluebeard. The families vanished as well, and that had only exacerbated matters and his relationship with the townspeople.

All these ran through my mind as the famed man talked to my mother. I felt my heart thumping rapidly against my chest. I knew that Bluebeard do not associate easily with people and if he had left the comforts of his house, it was probably for one purpose only. I didn't know whether I should be excited or horrified by the thought.

Even from the other side of the room, I could see that he was a handsome man. The rumors were true about his beard. It was so dark and black that it almost shone blue. He had shaved it off and sported only a stubble for now. I felt the butterflies in her stomach flutter when he turned to me and smiled.

"Do you think he's asking for my hand or yours, sister?" Jenny whispered, trying to look disinterested.

"I'm not sure," I murmured. "Perhaps he would like both of us," I joked.

She used her fan to hit me lightly and turned back to her soup. I knew she was only pretending to drink from it. Jenny had been on a strict diet for the past month, intent on losing her love handles.

Bluebeard and mother were deep in discussion at the other end of the table. I wished the dining area was not so large that we couldn't hear what they were saying.

My sister and I were both used to being courted by rich and powerful men, though none were of Bluebeard's level! Mother had never been satisfied with any of our suitors. Perhaps this is one man she can't say no to. Not that she would want to reject his offer. Even for the unannounced visit, he had brought with him enough bounty to buy our small home two times over.

"Do you think you want to marry him, Anne?" my sister asked, getting distracted again by the murmurs from the other end of the table.

"If mother wishes it," I said. I wouldn't mind marrying such a handsome man, even though he does appear to be older than us by a fair amount. "Would you marry him, if he asks for your hand?" I asked my sister.

"I don't know if I could bring myself to accept a man with a blue beard," she said with a serious expression on her face.

"Me neither," I said. "My hair is yellow after all. What if our children end up with green hair?"

We dissolved into a fit of giggles that brought my mother's glare. We cleared our throats and pretended to enjoy our dinner.

"It is a little blue," I said, staring at the stranger in our home from the corner of my eyes as I took another sip of the soup.

"And all his wives tend to disappear! What do you think he does with them?" she gasped.

"Hush now!" I scolded, hoping that our guest had not heard us.

"He is quite handsome though," she said with a dreamy look that shot straight through my heart. Was she interested in him too?

"Aren't you with the baker boy?" I asked with the heart to remind her of the man she had been sneaking off to see in the night. The baker boy was not much a boy anymore. He was a few years older than us at 27.

Her face fell at the mention of her beau. "Mother would never approve," she lamented.

A thought crossed my mind, "Perhaps if I married Bluebeard, the dowry he provides would be enough to keep mother happy? Perhaps he would be kind enough to help him pay for his dowry too."

She brightened up. Her face fell again just as soon as it had lightened. With her eyebrows furrowed, she asked, "Are you sure? What is he ends up being a horrendous husband?"

I stared at the man with the blue beard. It was hard to imagine a man who looked that good could be a dreadful lover. "Mother is set on marrying us to someone prestigious. He does not seem all that bad. And in any case," I grinned at her, "it might not be too long if I didn't like him. All his ex-wives disappear very quickly."

She smiled a sort of wicked smile that made me automatically assume that anything she was going to say next was going to be an exaggerated myth. "Perhaps he killed his ex wives and their families for their money-grubbing ways."

I was intrigued. "Money-grubbing?" I tilted my head at the statement.

"Didn't you know?" she gasped, scooting her chair closer to me so that she can lower her voice a little more, "I heard that all his ex-wives married him for his money. After they've gained enough of his trust and his money, they disappeared!"

"That's horrible!" I gasped with a hand on my mouth. What a horrible bunch of people, to toy with a man's heart like that.

"It is," she said. "Mother doesn't really associate with those families," she added, "they even ask for dowries for their sons! They asked mother."

For once, I was glad that mother kept me and my sister away from some of the families in town. I stole another glance at Bluebeard, who was slowly standing up. "It seems like they're done," I murmured.

He glanced over at me and that was all it took for my heart began thumping away at my chest again. He tipped his head to us and walked out of the door without another word.

"Girls," our mother said. "Bluebeard asked for your hand in marriage. He's left it up to me which one of you should be bestowed upon him."

Jenny and I turned to each other. We didn't want our motives to be too obvious, less our mother catches on. I was the first to speak, "Perhaps if we could spend a little time with him and get to know him first..."

She mulled over the thought for a while and nodded her agreement. "He suggested the same."

When she turned to walk away, I voiced out abruptly, "Did you ask him what became of his previous wives, mother?"

She hushed me and said with an air of finality, "proper ladies do not ask such distasteful questions. Don't ask him that question when you're with him, less you scare him away." She fixed us with a glare, "Do you understand me, Anne, Jenny?"

"Yes mother," we responded dutifully.

Though my sister and I agreed that I would be the one to wed Bluebeard, I was still apprehensive. We were complete strangers, after all. I was curious about his sudden interest in me, given that
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