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Chapter 1: Out with the taboos!
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Minouchette, 43 years old

I have all the attributes of a well-ordered mother. I've been in a couple for 25 years and could easily be described as a petite bourgeoise, a term that has long served as my social code.

Physically, I look much younger than my age. My face is pleasant, according to the compliments I regularly receive from people of both sexes. I'm a dark-skinned brunette with very long hair. I'm rather small, but well-proportioned. My curves are generous and eye-catching. My breasts naturally sing an arrogant 85D, and for a long time I felt they were far too big... but in an age when some women spend a fortune on breast implants, I appreciate my assets much more today than I did at 20.

Perched atop shapely legs, my buttocks are round, plump and, I believe, appetizing. My feet are small and slender and appreciate sandals that show them off to best advantage. As you can see, I'm quite a flirt, and I'm always careful about what I wear when I go out. Even when it's casual, I choose clothes that combine perfectly. I love jewelry and feminine accessories. Having gone through all the different stages of dress (fashionista, classic, chic, casual...), I now have fun juggling styles, and can wear a strict suit on the same day, then jean shorts... My intimate life is equally contrasted, even paradoxical.

In search of affection and tenderness, I went through a series of chaotic relationships before settling down. I found it hard to come to terms with my past wanderings, so I tried to create a character of my own, which for a long time hampered my fulfillment, as I restricted my sensuality and repressed my desires... Until the mid-life crisis plunged us into a rethink of our married life, I confined myself to the roles of good wife and good mother, pretending to have neither desires nor fantasies.

But events shattered these too-wise appearances. I had to recognize that I too was torn by my instincts, my urges and my needs, and that the seductress I had once been lay dormant inside me, just waiting to be awakened. And so, in my late forties, I relearned to let my sensuality express itself, to assume the animal side of my femininity and to play up my assets to satisfy my desire to please.

Encouraged by a husband who saw it as a way of saving our marriage by rebuilding our relationship on a healthier, more sincere and complicit basis, I gradually set about reconciling my thirst for eroticism with my social and family obligations. It hasn't been easy every day, as the temptation to withdraw and return to my secret garden sometimes returns. But I'm motivated and I'm trying to take more and more responsibility for myself. So I've been expanding my wardrobe with daring pieces that a few years ago I'd have dismissed as skanky... Lace, sheer silks, leathers, rhinestones and bright colors have gradually rubbed shoulders with, then ousted, drab knits, tweeds and gray flannels. Although I was a little violent at first, I found myself enjoying going out provocatively dressed, and inwardly enjoying the reactions I provoked.

The sometimes suspicious or jealous glances are finally rare, and the sparks of desire I regularly ignite, both in men of all ages and in other women, are often flattering. On some occasions, I go so far as to wear the trappings of what might be called a "beautiful slut": minimalist skirt, sheer blouse wide open over my breasts enhanced by a push-up bra, high heels, ponytail that seems to say "dress me up"... After the initial hesitations, the fever of showing off my racy outfit wins out and excites me to no end. My right ankle is adorned with a chain to add even more excitement. This makes shopping or strolling around town a thrilling experience, where I'm either hunter or prey, depending on whether my interlocutors react with intimidation or conquest.

I've rediscovered the pleasure of being a tease, a pleasure I'd denied myself for too long. But I'm not just a tease. Having reconciled myself with my innermost sexual appetites has boosted my libido tenfold! Previously timid, even a little extinct under the comforter, I've let myself go and explored increasingly unbridled practices: toys of all kinds, bondage, wild penetration of all my ori ces... I've become, I'm told, an outstanding sucker, licking, sucking, gobbling, swallowing glans, shaft, balls, with an unfeigned frenzy. With practice, I'm able to take as much as I can deep-throat, then feast on the sperm, which I drink greedily. I also enjoy more extreme practices: vaginal and anal fisting (my little holes still won't accept a full fist, but I haven't said my last word), hard sodomy... But above all, I've discovered the vertigo of submission.

Tightly bound, I let myself be manhandled for hours on end, until I lost all control and begged, while dreading it, for ever more terrible abuse. Forced to let my partner have his way with every part of my body, I give myself over to being whipped, swatted, spanked, clawed, scratched and assaulted from all my orifices, which are defenseless and lack the will to defend themselves. This exploration of sadomasochism enabled me to accept myself as I was, to take on the aspects of my personality that morality had forced me to suppress, to give new life to the instinctive female in every woman that had been socially banished. Little by little, I'm no longer afraid of being called a "slut" because my body is genetically programmed to come before procreation. In a fitting turn of events, having fulfilled my "reproductive duty", I'm finally starting to come! And being called a "whore", a "slut" and a "slut" excites me enormously.

Now a thrill-seeker, I indulge in both innocent and kinky games with my partner, constantly exploring new avenues. Titillating my voyeuristic and exhibitionist side, I devote myself to viewing porn of all kinds, the most scabrous triggering the strongest physiological reactions in me. Gang bangs, multiple penetrations, dilatations, cum showers, oversized cocks, the most filthy dalliances... All this turns me into a horny little bitch who needs to be fucked to exhaustion before she finally calms down. Now we're venturing into even wilder territory: letting myself jerk off to orgasm on a crowded beach, showing off almost naked in the car, wearing plugs and geisha balls to go out, regularly failing to put on panties... I'm pushing the limits of shamelessness to warm up my senses and get my hormones firing.

Having tried a variety of massages that confirmed my love of being touched by unfamiliar hands, I'm now about to indulge an old fantasy... I've always been fascinated by gynecologists, those men who spend their lives in the sex of other people's wives. Until now, I've struggled to reconcile the fantasies associated with this character with my own experience of gynecological examinations. In the end, the patient won out over the passion. This time, with my man's consent, I used the Internet to choose the most physically attractive gynecologist in town.

Under the pretext of a routine check-up, I've made an appointment for next month. I'm not worried about any medical problems (in fact, my little darling is in top form), so I'm planning to take advantage of this check-up to indulge in the pleasure of feeling expert fingers and an indiscreet speculum digging into my private parts. I'm already soaking wet at the prospect. I'll be even wetter on the big day, as my husband has asked me to stroke myself before my appointment. So it's a little pussy swollen with desire and soaked in cyprine that the handsome practitioner is going to have to examine. I intend to make the contact last by complaining about some imaginary pain. The question is where this will lead me... Will I be able to control myself? Will I not come in the doctor's hands? How will he react to my condition? These questions contribute to my excitement... If you're wise, or rather if you're not too wise, I'll tell you all about it!
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