Discipline Party

          by

Sensual Pleasures

My husband told me to dress for the evening, which meant I had to wear a short see-through skirt with a see-through bolero top, tied, leaving my midriff bare.  No panties, no bra, no stockings, just a pair of five inch high ankle-strap heels.

He took me to dinner at a famous restaurant where everyone stared at me.  I had to sit with my legs spread and my blouse unbuttoned, so that the customers would get hot looking at me. After dinner, he took me to the men's room, where he untied my blouse and played with my breasts while I sucked his cock.

Men came in and watched.  My husband groaned when he orgasmed, and the men watched me swallow his semen.  I wiped off my mouth and stood up, tying my blouse.

My husband looked at the men standing there and said, "I'm having a small discipline party at our house this evening. Would any of you gentlemen like to come over and help me discipline my wife?  I use many means to punish her, spanking, whipping, enemas, forced sex, anal rape, things like that.  Anyone interested?"

Three men took down our address and said they would be over in a few minutes.

We left, and when we arrived home the three men were sitting in their cars waiting for us.  All three of them were tall, older men with good builds.  They had powerful arms, bulging muscles, and their eyes said they were looking forward to anything my husband would allow them to do to me.

My husband invited everyone in and turned on all the lights.  He took the men into our special recreation room that he had built himself.  In the center of the room is an old-fashioned medieval stock.  He told me to remove my clothes and take "the position," which consists of sticking my head through the center hole which he bolts down, making it impossible for me to move my head. Beneath the hole is a padded chin rest. Then I have to place each hand through the holes on the wide bar that stretches out to the sides while he seals the cuffs with lock and key. In front of the cuffs are wooden poles for me to grip with my hands to steady myself when I'm being fucked hard.  He makes sure that the stock is low, about the height of a chair seat, so that it forces my ass up in the air due to my very high heels.  He takes a spreader bar and locks my ankles in, so that my legs are spread four feet apart.  He locks the bar to two bolts set in the floor.  I am spread wide, bent so that my ass is sticking out and up, my face at the level of the crotch of anyone who sits in a chair.  I placed myself correctly and was locked in by my husband.

I ached.

I must have been quite a sight, my naked body stretched to its limits.  My large firm breasts hanging down, nipples hard and pointy, my legs spread so far apart that my pussy and asshole were plainly in view.  He had the lights turned up and offered the three men throw-away cameras in case they wanted to take photos of me, and if they knew someone who would be willing to develop their pictures. The men started taking pics immediately.  My long legs must have looked sensuous spread wide and ending in those very high heels. My pussy was swelling with excitement.  

I was completely humiliated by my exposure, but it also turned me on to know these men were becoming sexually aroused by my helplessness.  I could feel my pussy juice dripping down my thighs.  My pussy was shaved smooth.  My husband had a bi-sexual woman come to the house every morning to shave me.  He would place me in the gyno chair with my legs up and spread so the woman could have complete access to every area of my pussy and anus.  She used menthol shaving cream that had a sting and stimulated my flesh.  The scraping of her straight razor irritated my nerve endings along with the fear that she might accidentally cut me.  But she never did.  When she was done, she would have become so excited from staring at my pussy and feeling it with her fingers, that she couldn't stop herself from sucking on my flesh, pulling my clit into her mouth, fucking my pussy and asshole with her fingers while she sucked,  and causing me to have a breathless orgasm. While she sucked me, my husband would kneel behind her and place his huge cock in her pussy.  She would come from sucking me while being fucked by a big cock.  It was always a very exciting time each morning, and I loved it.  It was another experience that thrilled me thanks to my husband.  After she left, he would stand over my face and make me clean up his cock with my mouth until he came again down my throat.  But I digress.  Back to the "party."

My husband turned up the thermostat and told the men to relax and take off their clothing. He had a bottle of Viagra, and asked the men to each take one pill, and he did too.  Then he opened the liquor cabinet and told the men to fix anything they wanted.

The room became hot, and the men already had erections.  Large, fat erections.  Even though my husband had orgasmed once, he was so excited at the prospect of punishing me in front of these men, plus letting them rape and torture me, that his own gigantic cock was raging once again.

My husband loved to humiliate me and watch me suffer.  He particularly liked it, because he knew that strange as it seemed, it made me hot, it made me wet, and caused me to orgasm all night long.  So even though I dreaded the discomfort, the pain, the humiliation in front of strangers, I longed for the pleasure I knew my body would give me.  He adored seeing me cry. He loved the sight of tears running down my cheeks, and sobbing noises gasping in my throat.  He enjoyed getting close-ups with the video camera of my swollen red eyes, then traveling down to my sopping wet pussy, a contradiction and contrast to the stimulation that caused my frantic state.  He also knew that after the men left, I would suck his cock for hours, licking his balls, even sucking on his asshole, as my way of showing appreciation for his discipline and stimulation.

I loved that my husband could make me feel these things, and had the courage and power to make them happen.

I could feel the wetness pooling at the opening of my vagina.  My clit was pulsing and my heart pounding.  I didn't know exactly what my husband had planned, but he usually came up with imaginative games.

He turned on some soft jazz, and fixed himself a drink.  He smiled at me and said he hoped I was rested, as it was going to be a very long night.

My pussy was dripping.  My hips moved in a circular motion as I imagined what might happen.

"Look," one of the men said, "She's excited, she likes this.  Wow, I wish I had a wife like her.  She's loving this!"

The other men nodded in agreement and stroked their cocks.  My husband came over to me and bent down to my mouth.  "Beg me to let these men fuck you.  Tell me you are sorry you are such a naughty girl and tell me to spank you."

Tears formed in my eyes.  I sniffled.  "Please Daddy," I said, "let these bad men fuck me. Spank me and let me know how naughty I am.  Please.  I love you Daddy."

My husband smiled and kissed me on the lips.  He stood up and said to the men, "Why don't you have a seat on the sofa while I whip her ass for a while?  When I get done, I'll let one of you whip her anus while I hold her cheeks open.  You'll enjoy hearing her scream.  Then you can take turns raping her rectum.  She won't like it, but it will make her orgasm over and over.  You'll see, she's quite an unusual woman."

Tears were really pouring down my face now, as I thought about how humiliating it was to be talked about like that in front of these strange men who were pulling on their cocks as my husband spoke to them.  But at the same time, my pussy was on fire, my insides were clutching at my vagina and making it throb.  My clit was dying for something rough to scrape it.  I watched my husband and thought how much I loved him.  No one else had ever been able to do for me what my husband did.  He knew exactly how to push all my buttons and get my body to respond any way he wanted it to respond.  And of course the beauty of it was, that he knew I loved being treated like this.

I have no idea how this came about.  All I know is that ever since I was a young girl in the privacy of my bedroom, I would fantasize that older men seduced me and took advantage of me.  I would masturbate while dreaming of being tied and humiliated by men with giant cocks who would publicly display me to their friends.  I never tired of these fantasies.  And now I was actually living them! Feeling every tingling hot feeling while at the same time being completely humiliated and embarrassed by my wanton sexuality.

Yet the beauty of it was, that I also enjoyed the protection of my husband, so that things would never go farther than I could handle.  We had a secret word that I could use if ever I felt threatened or seriously afraid.  But so far, I hadn't had an opportunity to use that word.  So far, I hadn't reached the limits of my own depravity.  

I loved being humiliated, I loved being displayed and groped by the hands of men driven to the edge of lust.  I loved being the center of attention and being tied, naked, used and abused.  And I adored my husband for making it all possible.  For I knew that I could never, myself, do these things.  I had to be forced.  I had to be overpowered by a stronger personality like that of my husband.  From the first day he met me, he saw something in me that he cultivated and nurtured until it was a full grown monster of lust and perversion.  There was nothing he would not try in order to take me one step further down the road of my own imagination.  He loved me truly, as I loved him.

The three men sat on the couch as my husband picked up a flogger.  He whipped my ass, reaching low so that the leather would strike my pussy.  I cried and wiggled, trying to get away from the strokes.  Then he invited one of the men up and gave him the flogger.  My husband stepped to the side while reaching to grab each of my butt cheeks.  He pulled them apart so that my tiny anus was pulled open, and the guest raised his arm, aiming perfectly.  The flogger came down on my defenseless anus, open and throbbing.  I felt the first hit and screamed.  The man swung his arm faster and faster, apparently enjoying both my screams and my trying to close the opening in my anus as my husband forced it further and further apart.

"I'll hold her open, push your cock in there," my husband told the man. My husband applied some Astroglide inside my rectum. The guest's cock was enormous and ready. He took it in his hand, putting down the flogger.  He pushed the wide head into my tiny opening.  I screamed, "Stop, stop, you're killing me!"  My husband urged him on, and the man thrust himself into me with one forceful push.  I nearly passed out from the pain.  The man took his hands and held my hips as he started to fuck my ass in earnest.  "Oh yeah, baby you are tight!" He moaned.  I felt like a train was ramming itself into me.  My cunt was dripping as I felt my orgasm build.  Suddenly, I shuddered and groaned. "Oh yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me harder" I screamed.  The orgasm ripped through my body as I felt his gigantic cock slam in and out and then he pushed hard and held me to him as I felt his scalding semen shooting deep into my bowels.

He rested against me, then slowly pulled his shrinking cock out and headed to the bathroom.  My husband told the next man to come up and fuck me.  "NO NO NO" I screamed at him...  "I'm too sore, not yet, let me rest a minute!"  My husband laughed and told the man to go ahead.  Once again I felt the thickness of another cock slamming into me.  He pumped me for about five minutes and then we both came, groaning and shuddering.

When the second man pulled out, my husband went into the kitchen and took something out of the refrigerator.  He came back and unrolled a piece of foil.  Inside was a large ginger suppository.  He took his thumb and inserted the ginger into me, way in deep.  I could feel the heat of it as it started to melt. He also brought a bottle of Pepper Oil. My entire insides were on fire.  My husband told the last man to spread some pepper oil over his condom, so that my flesh would burn as he fucked me.  The last man seemed delighted to have the opportunity to seriously injure me. 

Needless to say, I screamed until I couldn't scream anymore as the third man's cock fucked me mercilessly while the pepper oil and the ginger suppository did their work.  Nevertheless, it caused me to orgasm again.  My body never ceased to betray my mind.

After the third man pulled out, my husband pushed a three inch wide butt plug in my anus. He walked around to my face and rammed his cock down my throat fucking me until he gushed as I gagged and swallowed as fast as I could.  By now my entire body was throbbing with a mixture of pain and lust.  I was a helpless prisoner, at the mercy of strangers.

"Let's take a little break guys," my husband said.  He pointed to the shower.  "My wife can think about what might happen next while we soap off. Then we'll fix another drink and relax.  Maybe you can tell me your fantasies and we can fulfill them."

My bowels were full of burning semen, pepper oil, ginger root, and locked in with a butt plug that spread my anus three inches.  I prayed the men wouldn't relax too long.  I hoped and prayed that my husband would give me an enema soon to wash out the sting. 

My prayers were answered.  Apparently, one of the men's fantasies involved fucking the asshole of a woman who was filled with two quarts of hot soapy water.  The game was that she had to grip his cock so tightly that no drops would leak out of her anus.  Quite a challenge.  If anything leaked out, then the man was allowed to punish the woman any way he thought appropriate.  It was a "Catch22" situation, because it was inevitable that some leakage would occur thereby guaranteeing the punishment phase of the game.  

The first enema washed everything out of me into a bucket my husband placed beneath me. I was humiliated beyond belief that these strangers were watching me expel into a bucket!   After getting rid of the mess, my husband filled the two quart bag with really hot water and strong soap for enemas.  Everyone watched as the water slowly poured into me.  The heat made me sweat, my body glistening in the light.  "Oh please honey," I begged, it's starting to cramp, it's too much!  Don't put anymore in, please!" 

"Two quarts, that's what we decided.  Take it and be quiet."  I sobbed hysterically, "But it's too much!  I can't stand it!"  The men laughed as the bag emptied into me.  My husband pulled out the nozzle and the fantasy man stepped up with his thick cock in hand. "Hang on girlie, and grip tight!"  He shoved his cock up my ass while letting out a pleasureable sigh.   I could feel the soapy water sloshing around inside me while he fucked in and out.  My rectum was stretched and I gripped as tight as I could, hoping nothing would leak.  But then I heard my husband's voice saying, "Ah, look, she's leaking, there are a few drops coming out around his cock."  The other men agreed, "Yes, we see drops too!"  I wondered if they really did or were just making it up.  Finally the man came inside me and pulled out with a groan.  "Keep that ass tight now, don't make a mess."

My husband pushed the butt plug back in.  "Well my friend, she leaked.  What punishment would you like to give her?"  The man grinned.  "Release her from the stock and put her in the gyno chair.  I want that pussy and asshole spread as wide as possible.  But leave the enema in her and keep the butt plug in place.  Get the biggest bucket you can find to put under her, because I'm going to whip her pussy and I'm going to try and whip the butt plug out of her rectum."

"Wow," my husband laughed. The other men were delighted.  "This sounds terrific.  I might get off just watching this!"

I was mortified.  This man would tear me to pieces.  The idea almost made me cum.  They released me and placed me in the gyno chair, spreading my legs high and wide.  I could feel the water pressure trying to burst out of me.  I could feel the butt plug locked solidly in place.  The man picked up the flogger and raised his arm high.  "Whoosh," was the sound the flogger made as it came down and swiped across my flesh.  "Ayeeehhh," I screamed as the combination of pain and pleasure hit me.  My cunt throbbed, my body convulsed in movement.  The men were completely turned on by my situation.

He whipped me fast and furiously, trying to dislodge the butt plug.  But it wouldn't budge.  Finally I screamed in another orgasm, and as I did, my husband pulled out the plug and my body expelled in a gasp of release and incredible pleasure.  

My husband told me to go and shower off and come back.  I could hardly walk.  One of the men had to help me into the shower, where he then proceeded to soap me all over and feel me in every nook and cranny of my being.  It felt good.  The next thing I knew I was kneeling in the shower, sucking this guy's cock.   Before he orgasmed, he took me out of the shower and dried me off.  He took me back into the room and then he got on the mat on his back, telling me to straddle his cock and ride him.

The second man got in front of my face and pushed his cock in my mouth.  The third man got behind me and thrust his cock into my sore asshole.  All three fucked me simultaneously while my husband video taped the action.  

The next day, when the shaving lady came over, my husband showed her the video tape from the night before.  She became so aroused from watching it, that she straddled my husband's face while leaning over and sucking his cock.  He made me video tape them.  Then he asked her if she would like to come back that night for an evening of fun.

Unbeknown to me, he had asked the three gentlemen to come back for another party.  He thought the extra woman would add to the festivities.  I could feel my pussy throbbing and my heart pounding at the prospect of what such a night would bring.  I kissed my husband on the lips and thanked him for being so thoughtful.
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