
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dashwood Virgins

by

River Hampton

Part of the Domestic Discipline series


Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life.  The book contains nudity, explicit sex, explicit language and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation.


About this Book

Giles Hawton had built a monument to his love of Domestic Discipline and BDSM.  It was Dashwood Close, a development of three luxury homes with every conceivable boy’s toy, from the two-acre lake to the golf hole, plus tennis court, bars and games room.

But the real centrepiece was more hidden, being the Dashwood Room, where he had installed an astonishing collection of instruments to restrain, punish, ravage and torture.

Giles had sold the other two homes to his friends Henry and Nick.  The three men shared the same passion for punishing their own wives and had now added the extra pleasure of having the other men’s wives available for any sexual use as well as for spanking and discipline.

Giles’s wife Clarissa, Henry’s wife Mina and Nick’s wife Nadia were spanked every week regardless of any shortcomings in their behaviour, and all three husbands participated in delivering those maintenance spankings.  The maintenance spankings were usually by hand on the girl’s bare bottom.

Sometimes the girls took a turn in spanking the other wives too, but only at the express invitation of their husband.

The three women were also punished in the Dashwood Room for any deficiency in their behaviour.  These punishments normally involved one or more instrument, such as a cane or a paddle, depending on the determination of the severity of the infraction.

The three families had only just moved to the Close and had been there hardly long enough to develop a set routine.  However, they had agreed that Thursday would be maintenance spanking night and Saturday punishment night.

All three families had children, who were not disciplined according to the rules of Dashwood Close.  However, they were not precluded from witnessing the maintenance spanking of the wives, which took place on a casual basis in front of anyone who happened to be present.  This was subject to the proviso that only hand spanking was allowed in public.  If a husband decided his wife needed an instrument applied to her backside for maintenance the children would be excluded.

In addition to punishing the wives, all other adult females who stayed overnight in any of the three houses in the Close were subject to Dashwood Close rules.  This meant that they could be used for sex by any resident male and also punished by whipping or any other means for any shortfall in behaviour.

Henry’s wife Mina had a daughter, Ophelia, from an early relationship who was almost eighteen.  At seventeen she was subject only to the discipline of the head of her household, her stepfather Henry.  But when she turned eighteen, if she decided to stay in Dashwood Close she would be governed by the rules and could be fucked, buggered or used in any way by any of the male residents as well as being punished for misdeeds.

She was a virgin and she had only ever been severely punished once, a hard session with the belt from Henry after she was caught smoking and drinking.

So life would be very different if she chose to stay in Dashwood Close.  She was going to have to come to a big decision very soon!
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Chapter 1

Inside the elegant drawing room of Henry Carter’s home five adults were gathered.  Henry’s wife Mina, together with his friends Giles and Clarissa Hawton and Nick Hopton and his wife Nadia were sitting around chatting merrily and drinking wine.

Looking less composed was Ophelia, Mina’s 17 year old daughter from a previous relationship, who was sitting away from the adults and idly scrolling through her phone.

The reason she was unsettled was known to all the adults.  She had been caught by her mother drinking vodka in the games room.  Only a few weeks before she had been detected in a similar offence, although last time she had been found smoking as well.

Her stepfather Henry had whipped her soundly last time, twelve strokes of the belt on her bare bottom.  He had promised her a more intensive punishment if she did it again, and here she was, guilty and waiting for execution.

Last time, Henry had whipped her in her own bedroom, with no-one else there.  He’d made her take off her jeans and panties, bend over the bed and spread her legs.  He had taken his time over the beating, pausing from time to time to pass his hands over her bare buttocks to feel the heat of the spanking and to lecture her.

‘I’m doing this for your own good,’ he’d told her.  ‘When you’re old enough to decide your own choices, you can drink if you want, but never can you smoke if you’re in my house.  But when you’re under 18, it’s my rules.  You knew them, you broke them, you suffer.’

Half way through thrashing her he paused again.  ‘Even though it is for your own good,’ he said, ‘I would be lying if I didn’t say I am enjoying it.  You’ve seen me spanking your mother often enough, so you know that I love to whip a nice arse.’

Henry spanked Mina every week as a maintenance spanking, over his knee using his hand on her bare bottom.  He took no notice whether there were any people around.  At six pm every Thursday, he took her knickers down and walloped her.  So it was that Ophelia had witnessed many spankings received by her mother.

Mina had always been the parent to spank Ophelia, on the rare occasions it had been necessary.  Henry had participated in the family discussion which always preceded a punishment spanking and had sometimes suggested Mina use the paddle instead of her hand, but he’d never until now actually smacked Ophelia.

When Ophelia asked her Mum why it was always she who spanked, not Henry, Mina told her that they’d decided that Henry would only spank children when they were over 15.  It so happened that Ophelia had kept a clean slate since she was 15, so this was the first spanking she’d ever got from Henry.

When she was in tears after 12 strokes of the belt, she was desperately hoping it would be the last!

But, just a few minutes after Henry had given her lashed bottom a final rub, given her a brief hug, then left her to compose herself, she’d found her fingers irresistibly attracted to her wet and throbbing pussy. 

With hardly more than a touch of her fingers on her pulsing clitoris, she’d brought herself to a shuddering climax and had lain in a painful yet blissful ecstasy.  She’d been unable to avoid seeing the way Henry’s cock pushed against the front of his trousers after he’d belted her, so she knew he was as aroused as she was.

She knew too that it was the wickedest thing to be lusting after Henry’s prick, even though he’d never adopted her, and she bore the surname of her biological father.

She’d actually asked a friend who was a law student if sex between her and Henry would be against the law.  She pretended to be asking about other people, but she didn’t think he was fooled.  In any case, he came back with the information that it was a grey area while she was under 18, but after she was 18 there was no legal impediment.

‘Of course, your Mum might have something to say about it,’ he added. ‘Oh sorry,’ he continued with a laugh, ‘I mean your friend’s Mum!’

She knew that if she wanted to carry on living in Dashwood Close after she was 18 she’d be the sex plaything of Giles and Nick, but apparently, as there was no legal reason not to, also of Henry.

She didn’t want to leave, although Henry and Mina had told her they’d make her a generous allowance, so she could rent a place elsewhere.  But could she put up with being at the mercy of a group of men’s sexual desires?

And equally important, she knew she’d be subject to Domestic Discipline.  Henry had told her she’d get a copy of the Dashwood Close rules before she agreed to live there after her birthday.  She knew the rules provided that she could be spanked, whipped, chained and tortured as well as fucked any way the men chose.  She was a virgin as well!

She put the problem aside in her mind.  The first issue was what was going to happen now.  Henry had ordered her to be present this afternoon and she knew she was due for a severe punishment.

The fact he’d invited all the others suggested this beating would be in public.  But what would it be, and could she stand it?


Chapter 2

While Ophelia was fretting quietly, Henry had been collecting one or two items from the Dashwood Room.  No-one under 18 was allowed to enter that room, so Ophelia couldn’t be punished there.  But there was no reason why some of the implements couldn’t be used.

The door to the drawing room opened and Henry walked in.  He was wearing a broad smile and carrying a crook-handle cane, a wooden paddle and a leather strap.

The other two men rose from their chairs and shook Henry’s hand after he deposited the implements on a convenient table.

‘Looks like a serious business,’ Giles commented.

‘Under-age drinking,’ Henry observed sententiously, ‘and after I thrashed her for it only a couple of weeks ago.  Twelve strokes of the belt didn’t work, so I have to try sterner measures.’

‘Undoubtably,’ Nick agreed.  ‘What are you going to give her?’

‘Well, I have to talk it over with Mina,’ Henry said, ‘But I think the cane might be the right thing.  I brought the strap and the paddle in case she thinks the cane is too much.’

‘Why ask Mina?’ Nick wanted to know.  ‘Aren’t you master in your home?’

‘When it’s the children, we govern by consensus,’ Henry replied.  ‘Of course, Mina will be punished too, as any failure by one of the kids is her responsibility too.’

‘That’s a good rule,’ Nick said.  ‘So if you agree that Ophelia should get six of the best with the cane, Mina gets the same?’

‘Not necessarily,’ Henry said.  ‘The fault is entered in the App and the algorithm recommends Mina’s punishment.  Of course, we can always override it.’

The Dashwood App was a method of recording all transgressions by Dashwood adult females.  At the end of each week, the App was used to see what wrongs they had committed and recommended punishments.  The women were required to record all faults they had committed, and the men were also allowed to add transgressions they had observed in the girls.

Although the App listed the suggested punishments, for example four strokes of the wooden spoon if a kitchen was observed to be untidy, the men could change the punishment or add extra penalties.

‘Anyway, what do you recommend for Ophelia’s punishment, Mina?’ Henry asked.

Mina considered for a moment.

‘You gave her twelve with the belt last time,’ she mused, ‘which was more than she’d ever had before.  Last time I smacked her it was a couple of years ago at least and I think it was just a hand spanking.’

She looked at Ophelia.

‘What do you think you deserve?’ she asked her.

‘Last time it was for drinking and smoking,’ Ophelia pleaded, ‘This time I was just having a drink.  It should only be half what I got last time.’

‘Yes,’ Henry interjected, ‘but I told you last time that if you did it again you’d get a much worse punishment.’

‘Well, how about we double the penalty for half the crime,’ Mina suggested.  ‘Four each with the strap, the paddle and the cane.  Twelve strokes in all.’

‘Sounds fine to me,’ Henry agreed.  ‘But it will be in public, not private like last time.’

‘Oh no,’ Ophelia begged.

‘Yes, for two reasons,’ Henry responded calmly.  ‘First, the embarrassment and shame will increase the penalty.  And second, you’ll be eighteen soon and if you wish to stay here you’ll be punished regularly by Giles and Nick as well as me.  So this is a chance for you to see what it’s like.  Help you make your mind up.’

Ophelia looked horrified.  ‘You mean Giles and Nick are going to smack me now?’

Henry considered for a moment.

‘No,’ he decided, ‘I’ll deliver the punishment.  But they’ll be watching.’

Ophelia looked at her mother but could see from her implacable expression that there was no point in appealing to her.

‘Ok,’ Henry said, ‘get ready.  Jeans and knickers off.’

Ophelia wondered for a moment whether to plead to keep her panties on but knew there would be no point.  Last time she’d been bare, she knew this would be the same.  She took off her shoes then pulled her jeans and panties off and placed them on a chair.

‘Nice bum,’ Giles enthused.  ‘Any trace of the belting you gave her still there?’

‘I don’t think so,’ Henry replied, ‘But have a good look by all means.’

Henry beckoned to Ophelia, and she shuffled slowly to him, covering her pubic area with her hands.

‘No need to be shy,’ Giles smiled, ‘I’ve seen plenty of cunts in my time.’

‘Put your hands on your head,’ Henry ordered her, ‘Let Giles have a good look at you.’

Ophelia obeyed and Giles slid both hands between her thighs, close to her pussy but not quite touching it, and forcing her legs apart.  Her blond pubic hair emphasised and highlighted her labia rather than disguising or hiding them.

‘Nice looking cunt,’ Giles smirked, ‘I look forward to comparing it to your Mum’s.’

He eased her legs further apart.

‘Nice pussy hair as well,’ he continued, ‘but if you stay here after you’re eighteen, it’ll have to go I think.  Makes cunnilingus more enjoyable.’

‘How to get rid of unwanted hair,’ Nick interposed, ‘Spit!’

The three men all laughed.

Giles turned Ophelia round so her bottom was in front of his face and inspected it carefully, ostensibly to see if there was any trace of the beating Henry had given her last time.

He slid his hands across her shapely bottom cheeks and let them linger at the crease where her thighs began, causing her to give an involuntary shiver.

‘She’s quite unmarked,’ Giles announced, ‘Fit to go.’

He gave her a little push and she walked back to Henry.  He picked up the strap.

‘Strap, then paddle, then cane,’ he told her.  ‘Bend over the chair, hands flat on the seat and spread your legs.’

She obeyed, and the other two men rose from their seats to enjoy the sight of her naked cunt lips fringed by the delicate teenage pubes.

‘Lovely arse,’ Nick observed, ‘seems almost a shame to ravage it.  Still, there’s no choice.  Do the crime, do the time.’

‘Don’t be nice, pay the price,’ Giles added with a chuckle.

Henry flogged the strap into her buttocks with his full strength, determined to get her both excited and weeping, as he knew she had been when he belted her previously.

He paused only a few moments between strokes and delivered all four with the strap within about ten seconds.

He drew breath then and the three men crowded round the bare-bottomed girl bending with her hands flat on the chair.

‘You got through those pretty quick,’ Nick observed, ‘I thought you’d take your time.’

‘I will with the paddle,’ Henry told him, ‘but I just wanted to get a good quick start.’

Ophelia was biting her lip and trying not to cry, but the beginnings of a tear were already starting.

Observing this, Giles smiled.  ‘A good four strokes of the paddle should get her weeping nicely,’ he remarked.  ‘And weeping from her cunt as well as her eyes,’ he added, noticing the glistening moisture apparent at her pussy lips.

Henry passed the strap to Giles and took the paddle he was holding out.  He showed it to Ophelia.  It was a half-inch thick wooden paddle about 18 inches long including the handle of about six inches and was four inches wide.

‘You’ve never been paddled before, have you?’ he asked her.

She shook her head.

‘Four strokes,’ he reminded her.  ‘See how the paddle is solid wood? Some people drill holes in the paddle which makes it sting much harder as it goes faster through the air.  This is a nice thuddy implement, but doesn’t hurt as much as you might think.  Most of the schools in America used to use the paddle, and quite a lot still do.’

Ophelia wished he’d just carry on the beating and stop talking.

‘If this paddling doesn’t have the desired effect, I might drill holes for your next punishment,’ he went on.  ‘It’s a very nice instrument to use, I can see why American schools use it.  Hold on tight to the chair as it really lashes into your bottom.’

With that he took his position at her side and tapped her reddened buttocks with the paddle, moving to be in the ideal place to deliver the first strike.

She gripped the chair more tightly and he swung the wooden whacker hard into her.  Although she had been warned, the momentum of the blow thrust her forward, she lost her hold and tumbled to the floor.

Henry reached down and helped her up solicitously.

‘Dear me,’ he smiled, ‘I did warn you.  I’m afraid that one doesn’t count.  Four more to go.’

She couldn’t stop the tears now and wept as she took her grip on the chair again.  He tapped her bottom as he moved into place, then lashed the paddle into her cheeks.  This time she managed to hold on and he drew the paddle back for another smack.

Giles interrupted him.

‘Just a sec,’ he said, ‘Can you open her legs a bit more? I can’t really see her cunt now, and it was starting to juice nicely.’

‘No problem,’ Henry replied.  He put his hands between Ophelia’s legs and eased them open.  The paddle rubbed against her legs as he did so and she shivered.

‘How’s that?’ he asked Giles.

‘Make her arch her back more, so her bum sticks out more.  Then it sort of pushes her cunt out and highlights the cunt lips.’

Henry pushed her back with one hand while he rattled the paddle between her thighs to push her legs wider.

‘Better?’ he enquired.

‘Perfect,’ Giles assented.  He pulled a chair closer to enjoy the view of Ophelia being paddled.  With her bottom pushed higher and her back arched she now presented a truly enticing picture to a spankophile like Giles.  If Henry wielded the paddle properly he’d be able to rip hard into her sit spot on the underside of her buttocks, which represented several days of discomfort and squirming for the spankee.

Henry delivered the last three lashes with the paddle, pausing between each one to line up the best place for the following stroke.

Ophelia only just managed to hang on when he crashed the final blow into her whealed cheeks, but somehow kept her feet.

‘Excellent,’ Nick enthused, admiring the reddened bottom and dripping pussy.

‘Looks good,’ Henry agreed, ‘and now for the cane!’


Chapter 3

Henry handed the paddle to Giles, rather like a surgeon passing instruments to the nurse in an operating theatre, holding out his hand to receive the cane which Giles had picked up.

‘Four cuts of the cane,’ Giles mused, ‘not very many.  You better make them count.’

‘I might make her count as well,’ Henry laughed, ‘but four good swipes with the cane are plenty good if you deliver them with gusto, believe me.’

He placed the cane between Ophelia’s legs and actually caressed the lips of her pussy with it, so that it glistened with her juice after he drew it away from her sex.

He brandished the rattan rod under the girl’s nose.

‘The cane is another new experience for you,’ he commented.  ‘It’s the favoured punishment in British schools, though few still are able to use it.’

‘More’s the pity,’ Giles interjected, ‘be a lot less disrespect for teachers if students felt the cane across their backsides.’

‘Well, Ophelia, you’re going to feel it across yours,’ Henry continued.  ‘Four strokes, which will make ridges in your bottom cheeks and if I do it right, which I will, you’ll have black bruises which will last a good few days.’

He looked carefully at the cane, which was shining with the fluid from her pussy.

‘You might think you’re suffering,’ he told her, ‘and it’s right that you should suffer, since this is a punishment.  But we can see from your cunt that you’re stimulated already and after the cane you’ll be flowing like a river.’

She sobbed a little but returned no answer.

He tapped her bottom with the cane as he prepared to beat her.

‘Four strokes,’ he said again, ‘Count each one out loud and thank me for it.’

Nick and Giles moved into position to watch the caning and Henry swung the rod hard into Ophelia’s naked cheeks.  She squealed as the rattan bit into her already welted bum, but managed to hold her position.

‘One, thank you,’ she managed to stutter.

Henry paused to admire the tramline ridges already developing in the centre of the girl’s bottom after the first cut.  He pushed her back down a little.

‘Stick your bum out more,’ he ordered.

She obeyed and he tapped it under where the first strike had been, then flung the cane hard for the second time.

She howled as it bit into her flesh and he smiled with pleasure as he saw the marks appear exactly where he had aimed, almost on the crease of her arse and thighs.

‘Two, thank you,’ she choked out.

The next stroke was above the first one and the final one he aimed to be exactly on the crease, where he figured it would be the most painful.  He put extra force into the final cut, as he usually did, and was rewarded by applause from Giles and Nick as well as a squeal almost amounting to a shriek from Ophelia.

‘Four, thank you,’ she sobbed.

The men gathered behind Ophelia to admire the girl’s flayed arse.

‘Excellent caning,’ Giles enthused, ‘good spacing, perfect symmetry between the cheeks, and just look how high the ridges are already.’

He pointed to the tramlines raised over the girl’s bottom, already starting to blacken.

‘Thanks,’ Henry acknowledged, ’I aim to please.  And I aimed pretty well today!’

‘Look how wet her cunt is,’ Nick observed, ‘she might be crying, but she sure gets off on a good thrashing.’

‘Yes,’ agreed Henry, ‘last time I belted her I watched through the doorway after I left the room.  Before she’d even stopped crying she was on the bed bringing herself off.’

‘Wow,’ breathed Giles, ‘did you watch her to climax?’

‘Of course,’ Henry said, ‘it only took her a few seconds.  Hardly even got a finger in her cunt, just a few strokes of the clit and she was bucking like a bronco.’

‘Let’s get her to masturbate now,’ Giles suggested, ‘If we don’t touch her I can’t see anything wrong with that, can you?’

‘Not at all,’ Henry agreed.  ‘She’d be going to do it anyway, with her cunt throbbing like it is she needs the relief.’


Chapter 4

Henry helped the girl to rise and led her to a sofa.  He laid her on her side and lifted one of her legs to prop it on the back of the sofa, so her cunt lips were opened wider and her pussy more visible.

She wiped away her tears and looked at him, one hand holding herself steady on the couch and the other already beginning to toy with her swollen clitoris.

‘We all want to watch you bring yourself off,’ he told her.

‘But I didn’t know you were watching before,’ she whispered shyly, ‘I don’t know if I can do it with people watching.’

‘Just close your eyes,’ he told her, ‘Pretend there’s no-one here.  And make it good, because otherwise I’ll cane you again for disobedience.  And next time it’ll be six strokes.  And your Mum will get six as well.’

She was sure she could never bring herself to climax knowing there were six people watching her, including her Mum! And her stepdad!  But she also knew the only alternative would be to be thrashed again with the cane and she suspected her bottom was already shredded with just four strokes.  God knew what another six would do to it.

She closed her eyes and let her thumb caress her clit as her fingers slid into her slippery cunt.  She kept her eyes closed but could hear little sounds as the spectators moved around.

Strangely, into her mind popped the vision not of the beating she’d just received but of the threatened extra six with the cane if she failed to masturbate to climax.

The mental picture of having to bend down again, open her legs and feel Henry’s fingers at the top of her thighs, easing them apart and just millimetres from her pussy lips, almost brought her off.

Then, even more clearly, she saw in her mind’s eye her mother, not bending almost decorously over Henry’s lap for a gentle(ish) hand spanking, a sight she’d seen a hundred times before in real life, but obscenely propped over a chair, legs wide apart and with Henry, Giles and Nick taking turns to thrash her naked buttocks with a cane before plunging their cocks into her.

This wild imaginary scene triggered something, and she screamed in climax as her body jerked involuntarily and for the first time in her life she squirted in orgasm.

She screamed again as her flayed buttocks rolled onto the sofa and she tumbled to the floor, crying again from a mixture of ecstasy, pain and embarrassment.

As if from a distance she heard exclamations of ‘Wow!’ and hands clapping, and when she opened her eyes all the adults were around her, and her mother bent down to help her to her feet and hug her.

‘Well done darling,’ she said, though Ophelia wasn’t sure if she was congratulating her on an exciting masturbation or thanking her for sparing them both a beating.

She clung to her mother, affording the others an excellent view of her whipped bottom and the orgasmic squirt still dripping from her pussy.

‘Well, that was quite a show,’ Henry smiled, ‘and you are now forgiven for drinking alcohol under age.’

‘Thank you, Henry,’ she mumbled, having almost forgotten that this punishment had been all about a single glass of vodka!  Given that it was only six days to her 18th birthday, she knew it had been a spurious excuse for whipping her.

But equally she had known that she had really wanted this beating, so she could discover if she wanted to live under Dashwood Rules when she became 18.

Now she had decided her answer! But what would the decision be?


Chapter 5

Five days later, the day before Ophelia’s birthday, Henry called a family meeting.  The two young children were there, but took no notice of the grown-ups having a discussion. 

There was only item on the agenda, Ophelia’s decision as to where she was going to live.

Before they settled down to discuss it, Henry asked her how her bottom was.  He’d been away on business the last few days so hadn’t been able to inspect it.

‘I think it’s ok,’ Ophelia told him.

‘Let’s have a look,’ he insisted.  She didn’t really want to show him, but suspected it might be better to obey.  She unzipped her jeans and pulled them down, then tugged her knickers down too.  She was facing him so he had a perfect view of her freshly shaved pubic area.

‘You’ve shaved your pussy!’ he said in surprise.

Ophelia nodded but didn’t speak and turned to show him her bottom.

‘Well, I guess I know what a shaved pussy means,’ Henry continued, ‘but I won’t say any more yet.  Bend over a bit, let’s see your arse properly.’

She bent over and he approached to feel her bottom.  The four welts had turned blue-black, but the ridges had virtually gone, so her bottom, although discoloured, was almost perfectly smooth again.

‘Excellent,’ he remarked, ‘almost back to ideal condition for another whipping.  But only if you deserve one, of course,’ he added.

She pulled up her panties and jeans and they all sat down.

‘So, what did you decide?’ he asked.

‘I don’t know,’ she replied.

He looked at her in astonishment.  He’d jumped to the conclusion that shaved pubes meant she was going to stay, since Giles had told her when she was getting caned that she’d have to remove her pubes if she was going to stay on.

‘What do you mean?’ he demanded.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I’d like to stay, but I have conditions, and maybe you and Giles and Nick won’t agree.’

‘What conditions?’

‘Well,’ she said again, ‘I’m a virgin.’

Henry had never been quite sure.  She’d dated a few boys but never seriously, and sex with those boyfriends wasn’t a subject they’d really discussed.

He wasn’t sure how to answer this.  ‘And?’ he asked.

‘I want to stay a virgin, till I find the right guy,’ she said, ‘I don’t want to get fucked by Nick and Giles just because they can and because they see me as fresh meat.  And I guess as from tomorrow there’s nothing to stop you fucking me either.’

Henry also knew this was the case and of course had been anticipating the moment and hoping for the right decision from her.  The close inspection he’d made of her cunt and arse over the two incidents where he’d had the pleasure of thrashing her had been enough to give him a keen craving to thrust his cock into her tight but soaking pussy.  He suspected a bit of work with ass plugs may be needed to get her arse open for business but that was a further pleasure in store.

‘So your condition is that you don’t have sex?’ he enquired, and couldn’t help a slight note of sarcasm creeping into his voice.

‘Kind of,’ she replied, not being drawn to respond to his sarcasm.  ‘Mum gave me the Dashwood Rules to read and I can’t accept them, because I want to stay a virgin.  So I’ve done my own rules.  Dashwood Virgin Rules.  Here.’

She handed him a piece of paper.


Chapter 6

Dashwood Virgin Rules

These rules apply to virgin females over 18 who live in Dashwood Close and are neither domestic servants or wives.  These females are designated Virgins for these rules.

	Maintenance Spanking 


Wives and some other adult females are spanked every week for maintenance.

Virgins are not subject to maintenance spanking.

	Punishment Spanking 


Each Virgin must use the Dashwood App to record any errors in her behaviour.  Any other person may also use the App or other means to record faults in that Virgin which they detect.  On a weekly basis, the Virgin must report in the Dashwood Room to the Dashwood male adults who will determine and deliver any punishment they choose in respect of these transgressions, except such punishment must not include insertion of any object into the Virgin’s vagina or anus.

Although the App will recommend appropriate punishments, any adult Dashwood male is entitled to overrule the App and determine alternative or additional chastisement.

Punishment spankings must be delivered in the Dashwood Room.  All Dashwood adults (male and female) are invited to attend to witness and participate.

	Sexual Relations 


All Dashwood Virgins are available for the sexual use of all Dashwood adult males at any time and in any manner desired by the Dashwood adult male.  However, this excludes vaginal and anal sex.  Males may use the Virgin for oral sex as well as complete use of the female’s breasts, hands and other body parts other than vagina and anus, at the Dashwood adult male’s absolute discretion.


Chapter 7

Henry read the rules in silence and handed the paper to his wife Mina.  She read it too, but unlike Henry, she smiled as she read.

‘What do you think?’ Ophelia asked anxiously.

‘Run me through it,’ Henry said, playing for time.

‘Well,’ she responded, ‘Obviously no-one likes getting punished, that’s why it’s punishment.  But I know it’s a good thing really, so if that’s the price of living here I’ll take it.  Besides,’ she added mischievously, ‘you know what getting a whacking does for me.’

The recent glimpses Henry had enjoyed of Ophelia’s gorgeous backside and her newly shaved cunt made him salivate at the thought of giving her another good beating.

‘And I see that you all want to have sex with the girls all the time, and I see that’s part of the deal too,’ Ophelia went on. ‘This is such a fantastic place to live, and I guess the women love sex too. Don’t you Mum?’

‘Well, it’s not really something I want to discuss,’ Mina said primly.

Ophelia laughed.  ‘I guess you don’t want to say how you get spit-roasted between Nick and Giles’s cocks,’ she giggled obscenely.  ‘Did you ever get all three pricks in you at once?’

‘Ophelia!’ Mina admonished.

‘Do you get fucked by the pool guy and the pizza delivery boy?’ Ophelia persisted.

‘If you carry on talking like this I’ll have Henry take the strap to you again,’ Mina complained.

‘Well, anyway, I guess I’ll like sex too one day,’ Ophelia said, ‘and I like wanking guys now and I have done a couple of blow jobs and I think that’s pretty neat too, although swallowing is a bit gross.  Will I have to swallow, Henry?’

‘Well, yes, of course,’ he replied.

‘Anyway, I just don’t want to get fucked in the cunt or the arse until I’m ready for it,’ Ophelia finished, ‘So I guess if that’s not acceptable I better move out.’

Henry paused a moment for thought.

‘What about cunnilingus?’ he asked, ‘Sometimes it’s what we like to do especially as a 69.’

Ophelia screwed her face up.

‘I tried it with a girlfriend,’ she said, ‘I licked her out and she did me, but I never tried with a guy.  I guess it’s be ok.  Provided his tongue wasn’t so long it broke my maidenhead,’ she added with a laugh.

‘Not too much danger of that,’ Henry responded.

Mina was looking shocked at these revelations, although she wasn’t sure why.  Why was knowing that Ophelia had wanked boys off, given blow jobs and had lesbian sex worse than the knowledge that next day she’d be subject to repeated fucking by every male resident in Dashwood Close?

‘Will I be fucked in public?’ Ophelia asked.

‘I thought the whole point of your conditions is you don’t get fucked at all,’ Henry objected.

‘Just because I don’t get fucked in the cunt or the arse doesn’t mean I don’t get fucked,’ Ophelia said patiently, ‘A tit wank or a blow job or Italian is still sex.’

‘Italian?’ Henry enquired.

‘That’s where you fuck the girl between her arse cheeks,’ Ophelia said blithely, ‘But not in the anus.’

‘You don’t mean you’ve done that,’ Mina gasped.

‘Sure, I tried that.  Kind of hard to get off on it though.  And you’re always a bit scared the guy will get carried away and try to slip further down and ram up your arse.  Especially when it starts getting slick and sweaty down there.’

Mina was lost for words, but Henry started to look a lot happier.  After all, there was cunt a-plenty in Dashwood Close with the three wives, Giles’s maid and an occasional other visitor.  Any time any of them wanted a cunt to fuck or an arse to bugger, there’d be one handy.

His step-daughter, even if her cunt and anus were out of bounds, seemed to bring a new dimension to the art of sex.

Plus, he’d be able to whip her, a joy in itself.  And watch her getting whipped, a further pleasure.

He made his decision.

‘Ophelia, I understand what you want and I think it’s fair enough.  I’d love to have you stay on in Dashwood Close under these terms.  But you know I have to talk to Giles and Nick.’

Ophelia got up and flung her arms around him.

‘Brilliant,’ she exulted, ‘you’ll be able to persuade them, I know you will!  I would have hated to leave Dashwood and Mum and you.  This’ll be brilliant!’

She hugged her mother too, who was still looking shocked after the revelations of her daughter’s sex life, and only managed a tepid response.

Henry had told Giles and Nick they were having this family meeting so knew they were waiting for him in the Dashwood Room, a palace of torture, bondage and sex, but also splendidly equipped for drinking and dining.

He went without further ado to present the case for the Virgins.


Chapter 8

Henry found less opposition than he had expected.  In fact, there was none at all.  Both Nick and Giles took the practical view of half a loaf being better than no bread.

‘If she simply left, we couldn’t spank her, and we couldn’t fuck that delectable mouth,’ Nick said simply.

‘We only just had a really good look at her the other day,’ Giles concurred.  ‘What a cunt! What an arse! Even though we won’t be able to stick a prick in them, there’ll be a lot we can do still.  And just the pleasure of watching her wank off is something to look forward to.’

He paused, thinking.  ‘And we haven’t got to her tits yet.  Just seeing her in a bikini is a pleasure, but I can’t wait to get at those perky boobs and those hard little nips.’

‘Maybe we should just add one condition,’ Nick mused thoughtfully.  ‘I think this is fair enough while she’s a virgin.  But if she lets some other guy fuck her or bugger her, I reckon all bets are off and we get access to all her holes.’

‘Sounds fair to me,’ Giles agreed.  ‘Do we trust her to tell us? Or do we get her inspected for virgo intacta?’

‘Trust her I think,’ Henry suggested, ‘I don’t think she’d be able to start fucking someone without us knowing.  Virgins have a special look.’

‘Sweet and ethereal?’ Nick asked.

‘Not exactly,’ Henry said, ‘I suppose what I meant is that ex-virgins have a special look.  Like the cat that got the cream.’

‘I see what you mean,’ Nick agreed, ‘We’d know she’d been properly fucked as soon as we saw her.’

‘Ok, that’s all agreed.  Go and tell her, Henry.  And since it’s her birthday tomorrow she can have her first legal glass of champagne and follow it up with a nice session in the Dashwood Room.

Henry looked a little agitated.

‘Very happy for us all to get together and have champagne for her birthday,’ he agreed, ‘but we don’t want to frighten her off by doing too much too soon.  She’s off to university next week and the last thing we want is she decides not to come back.’

‘Something in that,’ Giles agreed.  ‘A tour of the Dashwood Room then, but no whipping.’

‘We could get her to strip and try the Sybian fucking machine,’ Nick suggested.

‘Not a bad idea,’ Giles said, ‘but got to be careful with that.  Can’t use the dildos on it or they’d pierce her maidenhead.  And I still hope we can get to fuck that virgin cunt ourselves.’

‘Good point,’ Nick mused.  ‘Anyway, there’s plenty of stuff in the Dashwood Room.  We’ll find something for her to have fun with and us to enjoy watching.’

‘Ok,’ Giles summed up.  ‘I’ll get the maid to set out a buffet lunch in the Dashwood Room, 1 o’clock tomorrow.  We’ll have her there to serve as well in case any of us fancy a blow job or a quick fuck.  We’ll show Ophelia round and let her play with anything she wants but we don’t whip her or fuck her.’

‘Unless she wants us to,’ Henry laughed.

‘We’ll have the other girls there too of course,’ Giles added, ‘and I guess Mina will be due a whipping for having let Ophelia drink vodka underage, so there’ll be a bit of punishment to enjoy.’

They high-fived and went off to make preparations.


Chapter 9

Henry went back to Ophelia and her mum.

‘All sorted,’ he told them, ‘agreed your terms absolutely.  The only condition is that if you stop being a virgin you just become like any other Dashwood female.’

‘You mean if I fuck someone else then you guys can all fuck me too?’ she asked, knowing the answer.

‘Those are the rules,’ Henry agreed.  ‘Or of course you might choose to fuck one of us first.  However you choose to give up your virginity is up to you, but when it’s done, it’s done.’

‘How would you know, anyway?’

‘We expect you to tell us,’ he responded, ‘but in any case, I’m sure we’d know.  We’re not going to fuck your cunt or your arse, but we’ll be pretty intimate with you.  We’ll know.’

Mina smiled.  ‘I’d know, that’s for sure.’

‘And we have no secrets, do we honey,’ Henry smiled in turn.

‘No honey, we share everything,’ Mina said, ‘you even share my pussy and asshole with your friends!’

‘Very true, darling,’ Henry concurred.

He looked at Ophelia.

‘We’ve organised lunch at 1 o’clock in the Dashwood Room.  Your first visit to the Room and it’ll be your first legal champagne as well.  You’ll find lots of toys to play with and we’ll enjoy seeing your try some if you feel like it.  But we won’t beat you.’

She looked at him with some surprise.

‘Not beat me?’

‘Your first visit to the Dashwood Room, we don’t want to make it all too traumatic.’

‘But it’s my birthday, don’t I get a birthday spanking?’

‘Darling, when have you ever had a birthday spanking?’ Mina asked.

‘I know you and Henry don’t give birthday spankings, but we always do with my friends,’ she responded.  ‘We draw lots or play scissors paper rock to see who’s going to be the spanker, then the birthday girl or boy goes over the spanker’s knee.  One smack for each year of your age and one for luck.’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ Henry grinned, ‘do you get your bottom bared?’

‘Oh yes,’ Ophelia smiled back, ‘that’s where I saw my first cock, or the first one I touched I guess.  I got picked to spank Jack and took his pants and undies down before I put him over my knee.  I couldn’t believe how his cock dangled then popped up when I rubbed it a bit and then guess what happened to it after I spanked him?’

‘What did happen?’ Mina couldn’t stop herself asking.  Jack was just one of the boys from school that Ophelia ran around with.  She’d never thought of him as someone Ophelia would make out with.

‘Well, it was his 17th, so I spanked him as hard as I could, 17 smacks and one for luck.  Then I kind of helped him get up and his cock was like a rock and pointing straight up.  I couldn’t help just touching it so I could see how hard it was.  Then I kind of said, “shall I kiss your poor bum better or kiss your poor hard prick?” and then I kind of bent my face towards it and it just went off like a flood.  I was hardly touching it with my hands and hadn’t even touched it at all with my mouth and it spurted all over my face and hair and everything.  Everyone pissed themselves laughing.’

‘I can imagine,’ Henry said, and indeed his imagination was going wild, thinking about Ophelia taking a butt-bared kid over his lap and whacking him hard across the arse then whacking his cock till he spurted.

‘Ophelia, that is disgusting,’ Mina told her.  ‘I can’t believe you’d do such a thing.’

‘Mum, don’t be a dork,’ Ophelia responded patiently, ‘it’s just a bit of fun and all the mob was there.  It’s not like I was doing the dirty in a secret room.  It’s just our birthday tradition.’

‘Oh yes, and what happened to you then? When you got your spanking? Did you get your pussy frigged in front of all of them?’

‘No mum, you just get spanked,’ Ophelia spoke as if to a backward 4 year-old.  When I was 17 it was Molly who spanked me and I assure you she never touched my pussy!’

‘Come on honey, lighten up,’ Henry said, ‘you know they’re all good kids.’

‘It’s just thinking about all these kids doing all these sex things,’ Mina complained.

Henry thought she’d really have something to worry about once he, Nick and Giles started playing with Ophelia, but had sense enough not to start that line of thought.

‘Just put it out of your mind and concentrate on enjoying her birthday tomorrow.  And very soon she’s off to university so we don’t want to waste any time quarrelling,’

‘So are you getting together with your friends for your birthday spanking tomorrow?’ Henry asked Ophelia.

‘Well I kind of thought we might be busy tomorrow, so I told them all we’ll get together next weekend.  I guess I’ll get my spanking then.’

‘You won’t need to wait till next weekend,’ Henry told her, ‘when I tell Nick and Giles we’ll all be falling over each other to give it to you.’

‘What about Mum and Clarice and Nadia? Don’t they get a chance in the draw?’ Ophelia asked.  ‘With my friends we don’t discriminate.’

Henry was quite sure there’d be multiple spanking opportunities ahead for thrashing his stepdaughter so was inclined to benevolence in this request.

‘Sure,’ he assented, ‘why not? Who’s been lucky in giving your birthday spankings before? You said it was Molly last year.’

‘Year before that it was Justin,’ Ophelia said, ‘and I have to admit he did give me a little bit of a frigging.  It was my 16th, so first time it was legal to finger me in the pussy.  He asked me after he spanked me, because you know how wet I get from being spanked.’

‘What did he say?’

‘Oh, just that he saw how wet I was and could he feel.  I said ok provided just one finger and not too deep.  So he just frigged me a little bit.’

Henry closed his eyes for a moment to visualise the young boy, with a 16 year-old girl over his knee, having just walloped her naked backside and now finger-fucking her.  He couldn’t remember such a thing from his own youth.  Certainly not with an audience!

He swallowed and asked, ‘and who did you the year before?’

‘That was Jack,’ Ophelia said.  ‘I felt his cock under me when he was spanking me and he was certainly hard when he finished.  I was wet too and he asked if he could finger me but I said no.’

‘Because you were only 15?’

‘No, because I’d asked him if I could see his cock.  He said only if I stroked it and I said no, I just wanted to see it.  So he wouldn’t let me, so I wouldn’t let him frig me.’

Henry supposed it made some kind of sense.

‘And who smacked you the year before?’ he asked.

‘That was Belinda,’ Ophelia said.  ‘She started it all and it was her who spanked everyone the first year, when we were all 14.  She’d forgotten to get someone a birthday present and said she’d give him a spanking instead.  We all watched and it was so good.  Then she gave everyone a birthday spanking that year.  But when we saw how good it was we all wanted to have a go, so we thought of drawing lots or scissors paper rock.  We didn’t see why Belinda should have all the fun.’

‘How many have you done?’ Henry wanted to know.

‘Three,’ she replied.  ‘As well as Jack, I did Jenni a couple of years ago, and last year I did Dominic, that exchange student who was staying with Molly.  It wasn’t really his birthday but he was going to be back in France on his actual birthday so we did him early.  He had a dreamy cock.  That was my first blowjob.’

‘So you spanked him then blew him?’

Mina moaned, ‘Ophelia, that is just so disgusting, he wasn’t even your boyfriend.’

Henry spoke quickly before Ophelia could start talking about the men Mina fucked who weren’t her husband.

‘That was only a few months ago that Dominic was here, so who was the other blowjob you did?  I think you said you’ve done two?’

‘Yeah, that was Jack,’ Ophelia admitted, ‘not when I spanked him, that was months ago.  But he watched me blow Dominic and he kept going on about how good I was and in the end I gave him one.’

‘What did he do in return?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, did he frig you or did he tongue you?  I can’t believe he did nothing.’

She blushed.  It was quite endearing to see this reaction to what was really quite an offensive suggestion.

‘He licked me out,’ she murmured, shamefacedly.

Mina was indignant. ‘Do you mean that boy who I let take ice creams out of my fridge has been sticking his tongue in my daughter’s cunt?’ she exclaimed in outrage.

‘He was quite good at it mummy, if you want him to have a go at you,’ Ophelia said, stirring up her mother.

‘I dare say,’ began Mina, before she realised she was being goaded.

‘Come on girls,’ Henry soothed them, ‘let’s pack up, have an early night.  Big birthday tomorrow!’

Ophelia was only too happy to comply, as she’d already arranged to have a secret adventure after midnight.  She was going to sneak out after everyone had gone to bed, and after midnight she’d be 18, so could get into the FishNoMore nightclub which was the current talk of the town.

She was going to meet her friend Alanna who was already 18, outside the club at midnight plus 1 minute, in her sexiest dress, so she was more than happy to go to bed at 9pm and catch a couple hours sleep before the big adventure.

Alanna was pretty sure she’d have pinned down a couple of hot guys by the time Ophelia got there, so it should be a good night.


Chapter 10

Ophelia managed to sneak out close to midnight and rode her bike to the nightclub, leaving it in a side street round the corner.  It was kind of embarrassing riding a pushbike wearing a microskirt, knowing that her panties were on display to every pedestrian and driver, but it was the only practical way to get there.

Except for a few whistles she got there without incident and swapped the flip-flops she’d rode in for heels.  She smiled as she checked her reflection in a shop window and proudly approached the bouncer at the nightclub door with the first genuine ID she’s ever used.

He smiled, having recognised her from the many times she’d managed to get in using fake ID, and wished her happy birthday.

‘Do I get a kiss?’ he asked, but she just laughed and skipped into the club. 

As usual, no cover charge for sexy young chicks, so the door bouncer just waved her in.

She found Alanna, who’s 18th had been a couple of weeks before, in a booth with two young guys, so it looked promising.  She leaned over the guy next to Alanna to give her a kiss, knowing that the two guys had an excellent view of her cleavage as she bent over.  Then she slid into the booth next to the guy opposite Alanna.

‘I’m Ophelia,’ she said.  ‘I’m 18 today, I’m a virgin, but I wouldn’t fuck on first dates anyway, they’re 32B, my eyes are green and I’m 5’4”.  And I’m not telling you my weight.’

The guys looked startled and Alanna laughed.  ‘She always says that to get the air cleared before we start,’ she said, ‘except she usually says she was 18 last week.  But it really is her birthday today!’

‘I’m Danny and he’s Eric,’ the guy next to Alanna said.

‘And I had a horse win at 8-1 this afternoon,’ Eric said, ‘so we’ve got money for champagne for your birthday!’

‘That’s brilliant,’ Ophelia said, ‘but I don’t fuck even after champagne!’

‘You never had champagne with me before though,’ Eric said, as his hand slid up Ophelia’s bare thigh.  She thought about moving it but decided he was quite cute, so edged closer to him and let her hand brush over the swelling cock trying to burst from his trousers.

They drank a bottle of champagne, then danced a while, then back in the booth for vodka stingers, then at 2am Alanna and Ophelia decided they better go.

“We’ll share an Uber with you,’ Eric said, and clicked the App to summon one.

It arrived just as they got outside, and Alanna got in the back seat.  Eric pushed in after and Ophelia followed.  Danny had no choice but to get in the front.  The girls’ skirts were rucked up so access to their panties was virtually unrestricted, and Eric took full advantage of the opportunity by cupping their vaginas with his two hands, sliding his fingers inside their knickers.

His fingers dipped into the cunts of the two giggling girls.  ‘Let me see who’s the juiciest,’ he murmured, almost to himself.

Alanna pulled her own panties down to give him easier access, while Ophelia lifted herself an inch or two so his finger could frig her more effectively.  The driver pretended nothing was happening, although in the mirror Ophelia could see that his gaze was directed not at the traffic behind, but at the finger-fucking in the back seat.

She pulled her own panties down, so the driver had a better view of her freshly shaved pussy.  She figured that starting tomorrow (today really, as it was 2am) all the residents of Dashwood Close would have free reign over her body (cunt and anus excepted) so she may as well give a poor Uber driver a few thrills.

Alanna looked over at her.  ‘You shaved your cunt!’ she said in surprise.

This made Danny turn round in the front seat.  He hadn’t realised there was a free show happening in the back seat.

His eyes opened wide, his jaw dropped, but he didn’t utter a word.  The panties of the two girls were lying on the floor and his friend was fingering two cunts, open wide and one of them completely hairless.

‘Aren’t you going to taste who’s the juiciest?’ Ophelia enquired mischievously.

‘I can feel who’s the juiciest,’ Eric responded, and with a tickle he gave inside her cunt Ophelia thought she knew it was her, ‘but I’ll taste who’s the sweetest.’

He slipped his finger from Ophelia’s pussy and dipped it into his mouth.  ‘Mmm, sweet 18,’ he smiled, and put it quickly back inside her cunt.  He pulled his finger from Alanna and licked it.

‘Mmmm, just as sweet,’ he grinned, ‘nothing to choose between them.’

‘Let me taste,’ Danny demanded.

‘You can’t reach from there,’ Eric objected ‘and I’m not going to let you lick my fingers.  Too gross!’

‘We’re here now anyway,’ Ophelia said, as the car drew up outside Dashwood Close.  As if by synchronised precision, the two girls grabbed their knickers from the floor, kissed Eric on the cheek and jumped out of the car.

Before the boys knew what was happening they’d entered through the security gate and were strolling down the long drive.  They paused for a moment to pull their panties back on and when they looked at each other they burst into uncontrolled giggling.

The boys had got out of the car now and were standing helplessly on the wrong side of the security gates, overlooked by cameras and dominated by warning signs.  Eric looked as if he was about to shout to the girls but Danny grabbed him and pushed him back to the car.  In a moment they had driven away.

‘The look on their faces!’ Alanna spluttered.

‘I swear he thought we were going to fuck him,’ Ophelia laughed.

They were still laughing silently when they quietly opened the back door of Ophelia’s house.  Alanna had told her parents that she’d be staying at Ophelia’s, and as part of the planning for tonight she’d left some clothes there for the next day.  They were sure Alanna could hide in the morning and just pretend that she’d just arrived, around 10am or so.

There was always reflected light in the hallway, from the security lights outside.  There was no need to turn any lights on, nor was there need for extra light to see the seated figure of Ophelia’s stepfather Henry, seated in an armchair in the foyer in front of a tv screen which showed rotating images of the front entrance, the back door entrance and the garden path.

He had a tumbler of whisky and an open bottle on the table next to him.

Henry smiled.  ‘Good morning Ophelia, and happy birthday.  And good morning Alanna, and welcome to Dashwood Close.  You’re staying the night I presume.’

The girls stared at him, dumbfounded.

‘I am glad you put your knickers back on before you came inside,’ Henry continued serenely, ‘It would be so undignified to be waving pairs of knickers around.’

‘I, er, we, er,’ Ophelia started to try to say something, but Henry hushed her.

‘You’re safe and sound,’ he said, ‘that’s all that really matters.  I presume you’d been teasing the two boys in the car, so I didn’t go after them.  Of course, there’s a small matter of breaking out and behaving like a couple of sluts, but we can deal with that in the morning.  Or tomorrow anyway.  In the meantime, I suggest you head off to bed.  You’re 18, Alanna, aren’t you?’

Alanna nodded.  ‘So if you like, help yourself to a scotch,’ Henry invited them, ‘Might help you sleep.’ 

The girls did help themselves to a glass of scotch each and then headed off to Ophelia’s bedroom.


Chapter 11

‘What did Henry mean when he said he’d deal with it in the morning?’ Alanna asked when they were alone.

‘My punishment I suppose,’ Ophelia said gloomily.

‘Well, he can’t ground you now you’re 18,’ Alanna replied.

‘I better explain,’ Ophelia said.  Then she told her friend that in Dashwood Close the girls were subject to domestic discipline, so any behavioural shortfall was punished by spanking or other physical penalty.

‘Now I’m 18, all the men here, Henry, Giles and Nick, have the right to discipline me.  I have to keep records of my behaviour and I’ll be beaten every week if I do anything wrong.  They get to use me for sex as well.’

Alanna looked more excited than shocked.

‘They’re going to fuck you?’

‘Well, actually no, because I did a deal with them that as I’m a virgin they won’t fuck me in the cunt or the ass.  But I’ll have to give head, and they can use my tits and do Italian and stuff.’

‘And they’ll beat you as well?’

‘Yes, I got the paddle, strap and cane a few days ago so I could see what it was like.  Well, Henry said it was because I got caught having a drink, but really it was just so he could whip me in front of his friends.  Want to see my backside?’

‘Is it still sore?’

‘It hurts for a while, and you can feel it for a day or so, but the marks last longer.  So it’s not sore, but you can see some lines where the cane bit into me.  Have a look?’

‘Sure,’ said Alanna.

Ophelia obligingly turned around and dropped her knickers.  Stepping out of them she lifted the hem of her short dress, so Alanna could see the marks of her beating.

As Alanna was bending over to examine the stripes, the bedroom door opened and Henry strode in.

Ophelia dropped the hem of her dress and turned around.

‘No need to do that. I’ll be interested to have a look too,’ Henry said.  ‘Lift your dress again.’

Ophelia obediently lifted her dress and Henry laid a hand over her welted buttocks.

‘When you use the cane,’ he told Alanna conversationally, ‘the important thing is to strike hard and straight.  It cuts into the flesh and produces excellent ridges we call tramlines.  You can still feel a very slight bump where the dark lines are.’

He showed Alanna the barely discernible lumps where the cane had bitten into Ophelia’s bottom and encouraged her to feel them.

Then his hand descended under Ophelia’s buttocks and between her legs.  Before Ophelia could protest or move, his finger had slipped into her pussy and he crowed with delight.

‘What a beautiful cunt you have,’ he exulted, ‘always wet and even lovelier now it’s shaved.’

He turned to Alanna.

‘I just came to give you the contract,’ he announced, handing her a piece of paper.

She looked blankly at him, then at the paper she was holding.

‘Contract?’ she echoed.

‘Yes, well it’s the same one as Ophelia’s.  I assume you’re a virgin?’

She looked even more confused.

‘Virgin?’ she echoed stupidly.

‘I thought Ophelia would have explained,’ Henry said serenely.  ‘When you stay overnight in this house and you’re over 18, you’re bound by Dashwood Close rules.  This contract sets out what will happen.  Of course, if you’re not a virgin, you get the full treatment.  Ophelia can give you the ordinary rules.’

‘Henry, you can’t expect Alanna to agree to this,’ Ophelia expostulated.

‘She’s already agreed by staying here,’ Henry stated, ‘I’m just making it easier for her by showing her the rules.’

Ophelia looked at the piece of paper.  It was the Virgin rules which she’d written out herself and given to Henry.

‘This was just for people like me, who live here,’ Ophelia argued.  ‘It’s not for casual visitors.’

‘Oh, very well,’ Henry consented, ‘so Alanna will just fall into the standard rules then.  If you’re a virgin now, you won’t be later on today,’ he added, speaking to Alanna.

He contemplated her, admiring her slim body in the short dress.

‘You can’t do this,’ Ophelia continued to argue, ‘you can’t fuck Alanna and spank her and give her to your friends to use.’

‘It’s your fault,’ Henry argued in return, ‘you should have told her that now she’s eighteen, if she stays here she’d subject to the house rules.’

‘Well, anyway, she hasn’t stayed overnight,’ Ophelia crowed.

‘Not yet, and I’m not going to beat her yet,’ Henry insisted.  “I’ll deal with her tomorrow, when we do you.’

‘Well Alanna, looks like you’ll have to go home,’ Ophelia said, ‘I’ll get you an Uber.’

‘Just a minute,’ Alanna said, ‘if I stay, then I’ll get punished like Ophelia?’

Henry smiled.  ‘Same crime, same punishment, so yes that’s right.’

‘And what’s the punishment?’

‘Can’t be sure, the boys may have a view, but not too serious I don’t think.  Just getting a bit of a feel from a couple of boys, coming into the Close with no knickers on, maybe a strapping?’

‘Just one boy,’ Ophelia protested, ‘the other was in the front seat.’

‘Hmm,’ Henry considered, ‘that might make it worse.  So one boy was frigging both of you?’

‘I suppose,’ Ophelia admitted.

‘Knickers right off and legs open?’

‘I suppose,’ Ophelia said again.

‘And the driver and the other boy watching?’

‘It was dark!’

‘It’s very really dark, with streetlights.’  Henry turned to Alanna.  ‘Is your cunt shaved too, like Ophelia?’

She shook her head, but didn’t speak.

‘Show me,’ he demanded.

‘You can’t ask Alanna to show you her cunt!’ Ophelia complained.

‘I’ll see it later today anyway, so what’s the difference?’

‘No you won’t, because she’s going home.’

‘No I’m not!’ Alanna broke in unexpectedly.  ‘If you promise me it’ll just be the strap, and if you don’t fuck my cunt or ass, I’ll stay.’

Henry smiled with pleasure and surprise, while Ophelia was struck dumb with amazement.

‘It’s a deal,’ Henry told her.  ‘Now, show me your cunt!’

She pulled her panties down and stepped out of them, then lifted her short dress to expose herself.  Her wispy black pubic hair accented her mons, and Henry couldn’t resist putting his hand out to feel the shape of her pussy and finger her clitoris.

‘Very nice,’ he approved, ‘and you’re a virgin?’

She nodded but didn’t speak.

‘But you’ve sucked cock before?’

She nodded again.

‘The boys will probably all want to fuck your mouth, I’m guessing.  Do you want to practice on me now?’

She shook her head.

‘Turn round, show me your arse.’

She obeyed, and he ran his hands over her buttocks after ordering her to lift her dress at the back.

‘Have you been whipped before?’ he asked her.

This time she did speak.  ‘Yes, well, spanked with a slipper and a belt.’

‘Excellent,’ he said, ‘who by?’

‘My dad and my uncle,’ she replied.

‘So your uncle spanks you? Often?’

‘Only once.  He caught me smoking and I agreed to let him spank me instead of telling my parents.  I had to strip naked and he spanked me over his knee then whipped me with his belt.’

‘Lucky your aunt wasn’t there!’

‘She was there!  My uncle was just going to hand spank me over his knee with my knickers down.  It was her who made me strip naked and her that made him belt me as well as spank me.’

‘So she’s the boss in that house!’

‘And then she saw his cock was erect and made me suck him off after he’d whipped me.’

‘While she watched?’

‘Yes, and she made me swallow all his cum.’

‘Was that the first cock you had sucked?’

‘No, I’d done a boy at school.’

‘Did he cum in your mouth?’

‘The boy at school or my uncle?’

‘Both.’

‘Yes, both came in my mouth, but I spat out the boy’s sperm.  My aunt said she’d cane me if I didn’t swallow uncle’s, so I swallowed that.’

‘That’s a good rule.  I’ll cane you too if you don’t swallow when you’re ordered to.’

She looked at him slyly.  ‘Do you really want me to suck you now?’

He smiled in return.  ‘Only if you want,’ he replied, ‘tomorrow you’ll be sucking all of us, like it or not.  I just asked if you’d like to practice.  Just as a courtesy.’

‘No, I think I’ll pass,’ she smiled back.  ‘I can wait.’

‘So just tell me about your dad spanking you,’ Henry asked, ‘how often, what with, what position?’

‘He has his spanking slipper, I have to fetch it from his desk drawer.  I change into my nightie, bend over the bed, then he lifts my nightie and whacks me.’

‘On the bare?’

‘Yes, once I left my panties on and he gave me three extra, as well as taking them down.  So now I just take them off when I get ready.’

‘How many do you normally get?’

‘Six, usually.’ 

‘When was the last time?’

‘Couple of weeks ago, I came home after curfew.’

‘And you got six?’

‘Yes, he told me in the morning I’d get it when he got home from work.  So I had to be ready in my room when he came in, the spanking slipper on the bed and me bending over when he came in the room.  I get extras if I’m not ready for him.  He gets home between six and seven so sometimes I’m waiting in position for an hour before he comes in.’

‘Nice idea.  Makes you think about the punishment.’

‘That’s what he says too.  My Mum says he should stop smacking me now I’m 18, but he says he’ll always punish me while I’m still living at home.’

‘Quite right too,’ Henry smirked.  ‘Ophelia’s going to be whacked as well while she lives here.  But she’ll get it from the other guys too.’

‘And their wives, you told me,’ Ophelia put in.

‘Yes, sometimes we like a little girl-on-girl action,’ Henry assented, ‘then we like to see one of the ladies walloping another, and we are certainly keen to see Ophelia smacked by everyone who lives here.’  He paused, thinking.

‘Maybe we’ll get Giles’s maid to punish you one day,’ he mused.

‘Oh no,’ Ophelia pleaded.

‘Well, we’ll see,’ he smirked, ‘but having her in her maid uniform, with you bent over her lap, it could be fun.’

Ophelia hoped he was joking.  Often she’d watched the maid getting spanked, as servants were not governed by the same rules as other adult Dashwood females, and the male residents were entitled to whip them anywhere and for any reason, or just because they felt like it.  Only Giles and Clarissa had a maid, but she often did some work in the other houses, so Ophelia had frequently witnessed her getting a thrashing.

She’d sometimes stopped to watch and comment on the maid’s beating, suggesting that Henry or Giles or Nick, whoever was lashing her, should try to smack harder, or whack her thighs, or open her legs so her cunt got a taste of the whip.

Recalling the looks of hate she’d had from the maid, the last thing Ophelia wanted was for the maid to be given permission to deliver a whipping to her!

However, that was a problem for another day, she supposed.  She checked the time on her phone.

‘It’s after 3,’ she said, ‘I guess we’d better get some sleep.’

‘Just a minute,’ Henry interrupted, ‘If neither of you wants to suck me off, I’ll do an Italian.  Alanna, get on the bed with your face at the edge.  Ophelia, get over her so you can lick her pussy and she can lick yours.  Then I’ll wank between your ass cheeks.’

The two girls looked at each other.  As Henry had guessed, it was Alanna that Ophelia had tried cunnilingus with before, so it wasn’t new to them.

‘Ah, what the fuck,’ Alanna said, and lay on the bed, hoiking up her dress to expose her naked pussy.  Ophelia did the same and knelt on the bed to lower her cunt over Alanna’s mouth and her own mouth to Alanna’s open pussy.

Henry enjoyed the sight of the two girls starting to lick each other, then he dropped his pants, took out his dick and adjusted it between Ophelia’s ass cheeks.

Henry had just got the rhythm going and was enjoying the unusual sensation of wanking against a girl’s arse.  He was in the unusual situation of wishing Ophelia had flabbier ass cheeks, so he could envelope his prick more completely, when the door opened and Mina came in.

‘Well!’ she exclaimed.

The girls tried to struggle out of their intimate embrace, but Henry held them down.

‘Hello darling,’ he said blithely, ‘Alanna’s staying the night, which means she’ll be used by the boys tomorrow.  I’m just giving them a taste.’

Mina was looking outraged.  Henry laughed.  ‘Well, actually, they’re getting a taste of each other while I use Ophelia’s arse.’

Mina managed to speak.

‘You can’t fuck my daughter’s arse!’

‘No I’m not,’ he replied calmly, ‘I’m just wanking between the cheeks.’

Ophelia was wriggling now as he held her down and he was enjoying the extra sensation provoked by her struggles.  He was about to order Mina to rim his own arsehole while he wanked, but the writhing Ophelia provoked an unstoppable orgasm and before he knew what was happening his cock spurted cum all over Ophelia’s back, spattering her dress and her skin and hair.

Henry let go of the girls and Ophelia rolled off Alanna, although their raised dresses still displayed their dripping and naked cunts.

Henry casually wiped his prick in Alanna’s hair.

‘Fucking is better, but I have to say I enjoyed that,’ he said.  ‘Think I’ll get a beer now.’

Henry pulled up his pants and left the room, in search of a beer.

Mina was glowering at the girls, arms crossed over her chest.

‘I think I should send you home right now,’ she told Alanna, as the girls scrabbled around to cover their pussies.

‘Oh no Mum,’ Ophelia pleaded, ‘she’d have to explain to her dad and then he’d whip her.’

‘As I understand it she’s going to get whipped if she stays here,’ Mina responded sternly, ‘so I don’t see what difference that makes.’

‘But if she’s not here I’ll get the whippings on my own and no-one to help,’ Ophelia begged.

‘When I came in here, Henry had made you and Alanna do lesbian sex and he was masturbating in your bottom,’ Mina persisted.  ‘And I expect the men will want to make her do blow jobs and wank them off as well as whipping her.  Perhaps you’d like me to ring Alanna’s mum in the morning and ask if that would be all right,’ she added sarcastically.

‘She’s 18, Mum, she doesn’t need anyone’s permission.’

‘So if she’s so grown up, why is her dad going to whip her?’

‘That’s different, he’s always whipped her, and I think he likes it.  She always has to bare her bottom and spread her legs.’

‘Pretty much what Henry makes you do, in fact,’ Mina complained, ‘but I don’t suppose Alanna’s dad wanks himself between Alanna’s bottom cheeks.’

‘I don’t know,’ Ophelia replied with a note of sarcasm, ‘is that what he does Alanna?’

Alanna thought it was time she put a stop to this.

‘Please Mina,’ she said quietly, ‘I am 18, I am doing this of my own free will and I know that I’ll be smacked and probably strapped by Henry and the others tomorrow.  But it’s what I want because I want to be with Ophelia on her birthday.  I’ll go if you want, but please don’t make me.  Ophelia’s right, dad will whip me if I go home because he’ll know you sent me home for doing something bad, even if I don’t tell him exactly what.  But he’s whipped me often enough in the past so that’s not the issue.’

‘It’s not just the spankings,’ Mina said, ‘you’ve read the agreement.  You’ll be stripped, your mouth will be fucked, your tits groped.’

‘I know, and it’ll be the same for Ophelia,’ Alanna replied.  ‘I’m cool, honestly.’

Mina wavered, then said, ‘Ok, you can stay.  Don’t say I didn’t warn you though.’

Alanna gave her a spontaneous hug and as Ophelia did the same, the three started dancing and laughing together as if they’d achieved a great triumph.


Chapter 12

Henry didn’t reappear, and Mina left the girls to go to bed.  They stripped off their dresses, didn’t bother with pj’s and cuddled naked together in the big bed.

Ophelia kissed Alanna.  ‘Thanks for supporting me,’ she breathed, ‘I hope tomorrow is not too bad.’

Alanna caressed Ophelia’s breast.  ‘It’ll be great,’ she murmured back. ‘Real men’s cocks instead of the boy playthings we’ve had before!’

The girls giggled and drifted into sleep.

Alanna woke first at around 8am and took a few moments to realise where she was, lying naked next to her equally nude friend Ophelia.  Then the enormity of what was awaiting them hit her. 

She was going to be stripped, whipped and used for sex by not just Henry, but also by Giles and Nick, who she barely knew by sight.  And she’d begged for the chance last night instead of quietly going home!

It had probably been true that her dad would have whipped her with his favourite slipper if she’d arrived home at 3.30am, as he used almost any excuse these days to get at her bare tushie, but now she was going to get worse!

She wondered for a moment if she could sneak out and escape without anyone noticing.  Then she realised that if she did, Ophelia would get double punishment, and she steeled herself for the ordeal to come.

She climbed out of bed and pissed in the amazing marble and gold ensuite bathroom.  At least if she was going to be ravaged it would be in the lap of luxury!

As she hopped back into bed, Ophelia woke, smiled sleepily and kissed her.

‘Good morning,’ she whispered, ‘how nice to wake up with you here.’

‘Happy birthday,’ Alanna replied, kissing her back.  ‘I have a feeling it’s going to be a memorable day!’

‘I think it has been already,’ Ophelia giggled, ‘we’ve been frigged and wanked over, and we haven’t had breakfast yet!’

‘I should take a picture of my bottom,’ Alanna mused, ‘I have a feeling it won’t look like it does now, by the end of the day.’

‘Mine too,’ Ophelia agreed, ‘I’ve still got traces of my last beating but I’ll probably be shredded after the guys have all had a go at me.’

‘They said it’d only be the strap,’ Alanna said, a note of concern in her voice.

‘Henry said that, but who knows what the others might want to use.  You ought to see the collection of implements they’ve got to torture arses with!’

‘I expect I will see them soon,’ Alanna replied, and they set off giggling again.

They were still giggling when Mina came in with cups of tea.

‘Glad to see you’re so cheerful,’ she remarked drily, ‘hope you’re still the same after the boys have flogged your naughty arses!’

‘I think they said they were going to flog your naughty arse too Mum,’ Ophelia said slyly.

‘Yes,’ her mother agreed bitterly, ‘I’m going to get caned, because you drank vodka.  If I had any sense I’d thrash you myself.’

‘Never mind Mum,’ Ophelia consoled her, ‘if you ask nicely maybe they’ll let you whip me.’

‘I very much doubt it,’ Mina grumbled, ‘I’ve heard them already this morning getting excited about getting at you both.  Not often they’re up at 8am on a Saturday!’

‘Were they up you?’ Alanna asked with pretend innocence, ‘oh sorry, you just mean out of bed, not up someone’s cunt.’

Mina looked at her suspiciously, wondering if she was having the piss taken out of her, but decided to let it go.

‘Buffet lunch in the Dashwood room at midday,’ she said, ‘We all have to be there, and punishments will be delivered straight after lunch.  Henry told me to tell you to wear your sexiest clothes.  He told me to tell you that you shouldn’t count on wearing them too long however.’

The girls looked at each other.  Alanna had been spanked hard regularly by her father on her bare behind, as well as the one memorable time by her uncle, and Ophelia twice by Henry.  Although virgins, both girls had enjoyed oral sex as well as heavy petting, so they weren’t entirely inexperienced.  But this day was going to be something way outside their experience, with three mature men loose in a soundproofed torture chamber with explicit permission to punish them and ravage them sexually every way they wanted except in the cunt and the arse.

Three hours before they had to front up for their punishments and whatever sex they may have to endure!


Chapter 13

The three hours passed quickly enough.  After breakfast they had a swim, then went to Ophelia’s room to get ready.  Long showers followed by drying hair and fixing make-up took an hour or more, then they carefully laid out the clothes they were going to wear.

They decided to wear matching outfits, simple shift dresses in white cotton, with lacy white bra and knickers.  Each dress had a fairly high round neck,

‘We might as well look like virgins, since we are,’ Ophelia laughed.

‘High neck means they can’t get at our tits,’ Alanna mused, ‘it might mean they strip us sooner than they otherwise would?’

‘Maybe, but as they are quite short and loose they’ll be able to get at our cunts easily enough.’

‘But they can’t have our cunts, that’s the point!’ Alanna argued.

‘They can have our cunts for licking and make us do cunnilingus,’ Ophelia replied.

‘Oh god, I just thought, maybe they’ll make Mina lick us out, or make us lick her out!’ Alanna squeaked in alarm.

‘I think with two fresh pieces of meat like us, they’re going to want us to themselves,’ Ophelia soothed, ‘so I reckon we’ll have to do head jobs to all three guys and get our arses beat.  I don’t think they’ll give us to the girls today.’

‘Well, anyway, Mina told us to dress sexy.  I’m not sure it’s sexy if they can’t get at my tits easily.’

‘This shift dress is the sexiest thing on the planet,’ Ophelia maintained, ‘think of Audrey Hepburn. And watch this.’

With that she shucked on the dress, then took on a pose, shimmied and let the dress drop slowly to the floor, leaving her naked.

‘Pretty good,’ Alanna approved, ‘but it’s because you’re gorgeous naked, not because of the dress.’

‘Well, anyway, I’m wearing this dress.  You choose something else if you want.’

Alanna rustled through Ophelia’s wardrobe, pulling out a couple of sundresses and a wrap-around dress.

‘Or maybe I should have a skirt and a top?’ she wondered aloud.

‘Stop worrying about them getting at your tits,’ Ophelia said, ‘If they want them, they’ll have them, no need to dress it up.’

‘I just want to package them nice,’ Alanna grinned, ‘I’m C-cup, not like you flat chested B-cuppers.  I have something for them to get their teeth into.’

‘Be careful what you wish for,’ Ophelia warned, ‘Henry’s a tit-flogger.  I’ve never seen him whip Mum on the tits, but I’ve seen her tits after he’s whipped them.  Sometimes a cane, sometimes a leather flogger.  But always well marked!’

‘Oh wow,’ Alanna gasped, ‘I wonder what it’s like having your tits whipped?’

‘Stick with me honey, and I guess there’s a good chance you’ll find out,’ Ophelia responded drily.

‘I’ll always stick with you,’ Alanna told her, and kissed her.

The kiss turned into more than either girl really planned, as they were both still naked and the touch of their bodies together in the precursor of their sexy day triggered something in their brains.

They were pressed naked together, mouths exploring each other, when the door to Ophelia’s bedroom was abruptly opened.  It was Giles’s maid.

The girls jumped apart, but knew that their embrace had been detected.

‘So, Ophelia, you prefer girls now?’ the maid asked conversationally.  ‘Not that it makes any difference,’ she added, ‘the boys will fuck you both whether you want it or not.’

‘None of your business,’ Ophelia said haughtily, ‘just get on with your work.’

‘Part of my work is reporting conduct unbecoming,’ the maid crowed, ‘and if I’m lucky Mr Giles will let me be the one to deliver the punishment.’

‘Just remember your place,’ Ophelia admonished.

‘Yes, Miss Ophelia,’ the maid said with mock humility, ‘but my place today will be to watch you and Miss Alanna here getting whipped bloody, and if I’m lucky after reporting this Mr Giles will let me wield some of the strokes.’

‘You’ll be whipped yourself, when I report you, you little slut.’

‘I get whipped a lot, Miss Ophelia, honey, but I ain’t never got whipped by you and I don’t figure to.’

‘I got a good mind to whip you now,’ Ophelia stormed.  ‘Servants can be whipped anytime they deserve it.’

‘Only by the gentlemen of the house,’ the maid said, ‘and there ain’t no gentlemen here.  Not sure there’s any proper ladies either, just a couple cheap ho’s maybe.’

‘You dirty little slut,’ Ophelia raged, ‘I’ll have the skin taken off your back.  You dare to speak to me like that!’

Possibly it was the noise they were making that attracted Henry to enter the bedroom at this point.  Ophelia, still naked, was confronting the maid with her hands on her hips, while Alanna was dressing and had put her underwear on.

The maid, dressed in her uniform of short black dress and white apron, was still holding the towels she had come to replace in the ensuite.

Henry looked from one girl to the other. 

‘Having fun, girls?’ he enquired sweetly. 

Alanna had picked up the nearest dress and was putting it on quickly.  The maid was smiling and Ophelia’s chest was rising and falling as she breathed deeply in her agitated rage.

‘I like the way your tits swell when you’re cross,’ Henry observed meditatively, ‘strange I’ve never seen you naked before.’

Ophelia picked up her bra and began to fasten it.

‘I want the maid whipped for insolence,’ she demanded as she stepped into her knickers.

‘Why, what did she say?’

‘She called us whores!’

Henry looked at the maid. “Did you call them whores?’

‘Well, Mr Henry, they were naked and making out together when I came in, so I just said I’d have to report that.  You know Mr Giles would whip me good if I didn’t report something like that.’

Henry looked at Ophelia, who’d grabbed a sundress and had stepped into it.

‘Were you making out together?’ he asked her.

‘No, just comforting each other thinking about this afternoon.’

Henry made his judgment.

‘You can’t make out with a girl or a boy except with my permission, so you’ll be punished this afternoon.  Both of you,’ he added, looking at Alanna.

He turned to the maid.  ‘Nice work, spotting them, but you don’t abuse your betters.  I’ll whip you this afternoon, or maybe cane you.  Now get on, you’ve got the lunch to prepare and serve.’

The maid scowled in disappointment but left the room.

The two girls were now dressed, Ophelia in the striped button-front sundress which had been the first thing to hand, and Alanna in the white shift which they had both planned to wear.

Henry looked at them.

‘I hope Mina gave you the message to wear your sexiest clothes?’

‘Yes, that’s why we’re going to wear these,’ Ophelia indicated the shift that Alanna was wearing.  ‘If it’s good enough for Audrey Hepburn…’

‘That’s elegant more than sexy,’ Henry interrupted.  ‘Remember the rules.  Wear clothes that allow immediate access to your orifices.  And as we can’t use your cunts or your arses properly, you will be making a mistake if you wear a dress which restricts access to your tits.’

‘Told you,’ Alanna said to Ophelia.

‘Those bras seem to me to cover your nipples and so even if the dress allowed us to get at your breasts we couldn’t use them properly,’ Henry went on.  ‘I suggest you rethink and wear something short and loose, push-up bra or no bra, sexy knickers, high heels.  Or you could go for dress-ups: schoolgirls, leather, latex, whatever.’

The girls looked at each other.

‘What happens if you don’t think we look sexy enough?’ Alanna asked.

‘Well, that’s a breach of the obedience rule I guess, since you were ordered to wear your sexiest clothes.  So, you get punished.’

‘But we’re getting punished anyway,’ Ophelia objected.

‘You’re going to be strapped for letting that boy frig your cunts, and whatever the App recommends for going lesbian without permission, but do you want another whipping as well?’

‘Ok,’ Alanna pleaded, ‘we’ll go super sexy.’

Henry checked his watch.

‘Only 30 minutes till you have to be in the Dashwood Room,’ he advised, ‘and a few strokes of the cane if you’re late!’

With that, he left them, and the girls began again to determine how to dress.

‘Got it!’ Ophelia said, and pulled down a black strapless skater dress.  The bodice was form fitting over each breast and backless, leaving the cleavage fully exposed.  Easy movement of the upper body allowed the dress to open for a hand to take hold of a breast, which in any case were only just covered as far as the nipple.  The skirt was short and pleated, so a twirl readily exposed the whole lower body up to the waist.  She threw it on in a moment and opened her arms wide to invite acclamation.

‘Perfect!’ Alanna enthused, just change your white knickers for black, black high heels and you’re done!

This was the work of a moment, Ophelia selecting a lacy thong which left her buttocks almost completely bare and dipped in the front to almost expose the clitoris.

She chose the heels but didn’t put them on, instead started scrabbling through the wardrobe for an equivalent solution for Alanna, who had stripped down her panties as she sought for sexy clothes.

After a few minutes of seeking for the same or similar skater dress, she snapped her fingers.

‘Not the same, utterly opposite!’ she trilled.

‘What do you mean?’ Alanna enquired.

‘You know you love your tits, always telling me how much better they are than mine.’

‘Well, so they are!’

‘Ok, we’ll go with them!’

Ophelia produced a push up half bra, flesh-coloured, and fastened it around Alanna almost before she knew what was happening.  It thrust Alanna’s breasts up and together, exposing her bare nipples with a provocative indecency and emphasising the glorious orbs of her startling boobs.

‘And leather skirt,’ she squeaked in triumph, pulling a black soft leather skirt hardly wider than a belt from a drawer and making Alanna step into it.

Alanna was now wearing a black skirt and a bra, but the flesh colour of the bra combined with the fact that it left her nipples exposed, meant that she looked naked except for the tiny skirt.

‘Brilliant,’ Ophelia said, ‘now add the stockings.’

She grabbed black pull-ups from a drawer and handed them to Alanna.  Almost in a dream she pulled them on.  They ended just below the micro-skirt so highlighted the fascinating area between her legs.

‘Do I look sexy?’ Ophelia demanded, as she stepped into her black heels.

‘I could eat you!’ Alanna responded.

‘We just got one thing to fix,’ Ophelia said, pulling black lace panties from her drawer identical to the ones she was wearing.

‘Take the white knickers off,’ she ordered Alanna, who obeyed.

Ophelia handed her identical black lace ones to those she herself was wearing and Alanna pulled them on.

‘We have to wear one thing the same tonight!’ Ophelia laughed as she took Alanna’s hands in a little dance.

They were dancing an impromptu waltz when Mina came into the room.  They pulled apart and bowed to each other and then to Mina.

‘I Just came to get you,’ Mina said, ‘it’s five to twelve.’

Then she looked at them properly.

‘Darling, you look perfect,’ she said to Ophelia, ‘do a twirl for me.’

Ophelia obediently twirled, making her dress fly up to expose her brief panties and beautiful legs.

‘They’re going to love you,’ Mina enthused, then turned to Alanna.

‘You’ve managed to be even sexier than Ophelia,’ she told her. ‘But that skirt is not too tight, is it?’

‘No, Mrs Carter, it’s so soft and short, look.’ She lifted the hem of the skirt, readily exposing her black knickers.  ‘They will easily get at my cunt when they want it.’

‘So long as they know it’s just for looking and licking,’ Ophelia laughed, ‘not for fucking.’

Mina laughed too.  ‘Better call me Mina, not Mrs Carter,’ she told Alanna, I think we’re intimate enough now!’

Mina kissed both girls.  ‘Ok, I’ll go first, but you must be there exactly at 12,’ she said, ‘or you’ll both get one stroke of the cane for every minute you’re late.’

She left the bedroom and walked off to the Dashwood Room.


Chapter 14

A few moments later, after a last embrace, the two girls followed.  They arrived at the Dashwood Room with a minute to spare.  Deciding it might be risky to be early as well as late, they waited until exactly midday before opening the door and entering.  The door led only into a small anteroom, and the door leading from it was locked.  They pressed the intercom and the door was opened instantly.

The maid stood there, smiling at them wickedly.

‘Welcome, Miss Ophelia and Miss Alanna,’ she said, standing aside to allow them to enter.

It was the first visit to the Dashwood Room by either girl, as no-one under 18 was allowed to enter.  They looked around in amazement at the huge circular bed, dining table, bar and groups of armchairs placed around the room.  Then their focus moved to the three men seated in armchairs close to the bar.  Giles was holding a cane!

He noticed their looks of alarm and laughed.

‘I was just hoping you’d be a couple of minutes late,’ he told them, ‘but you’re right on time.  No extra cuts of the cane for you girls this time.’

He beckoned to the maid, handed the cane to her and stood up.  Nick and Henry did the same and they approached the girls.

‘I told you to dress sexy,’ Henry said, ‘and boy, you done it.  So, no punishment for failure there either!’

He stared at Alanna’s breasts, enticingly lifted and separated by the push up bra and was impelled to caress the left nipple, which instantly hardened under his touch.

‘Nice tits,’ he complimented, ‘and enticingly presented.  It’ll almost be a shame to have to whip them.’

Alanna looked at him in alarm.

Giles intervened.

‘Maybe the App won’t tell us to whip her tits,’ he soothed.

He held out a hand.

‘I’m Giles, Alanna, welcome to the Dashwood Room.’

She shook his hand, with Henry’s hand still caressing her left breast, and Giles turned to Ophelia.

‘Welcome to you too, Ophelia, and you look gorgeous also,’ he praised.  He kissed her and as he did so, slid his right hand under the bodice of her dress to cup her left breast.  Ophelia started, and he laughed.

‘I wonder if a little adjustment is in order,’ he grinned.

The material of the dress’s bodice was stiffened to provide the firm coverage over her breasts and he bent the fabric so her left breast was fully exposed.  The reinforced fabric held the bent position, so it was as though the bare breast was almost presented on a plate.

Nick watched in admiration.

‘Perfect,’ he laughed, ‘leave it just like that, one tit out and one covered.’

Giles traced a line with his finger across her right breast, over the fabric and across her bare left breast.  ‘Be interesting to tie her to the cross like this and whip her tits,’ he mused, ‘see how different the marks are where she’s covered and bare.’

Nick laughed again, watching Ophelia’s frightened expression.

‘Come on,’ he said, ‘you’re making her nervous, they’re going to think we spend all our time whipping girls on the tits.’

‘Yes,’ Henry agreed, ‘when really we probably spend much more time whipping their arses!’

‘And thighs, backs, soles of the feet,’ Giles added.

‘Don’t forget pussy whipping,’ Nick put in.

Giles called them to order.

‘Now, all jokes aside, as I say, welcome to the Dashwood Room,’ he said.  ‘Let’s show you round properly.’

Henry let go of Alanna’s breast and took her hand, while Nick put a hand up the back of Ophelia’s dress to cup her left buttock, and they proceeded to tour the room showing the girls the astonishing collection of implements for torture and sexual gratification.

In the centre of the room was a metal cage, surrounded on three sides by St Andrews crosses, where the girls could be secured when desired for whipping or forced sex.

‘Sometimes we just like to put you in the cage,’ Giles told them conversationally, ‘see how there’s a drain under it? That’s so fluids will wash away if we choose to piss on you while you’re caged, or just hose you down if we take a shit over you while you’re there.’

The girls were struck dumb as they were shown spanking benches, arrays of whips, straps, canes, paddles, floggers and riding crops, ceiling hooks where they could be suspended, and narrow wooden beams where Giles explained they could be placed so the apex of the timber beam cut into their naked cunt and they could be suspended by lifting the beam so the whole weight of the girl was pressing on her pussy.

‘Sometimes to add to the pressure we’ll attach weights to your feet as well, it really bites into your cunt then,’ he told them with a lascivious grin.

They were shown nipple clamps, vibrators, dildoes, strap-on penises, handcuffs, gags, hoods, and bondage equipment in leather, latex and rubber.

Mina, Clarissa and Nadia were there too, following the tour of the room at a discreet distance but taking no part in the explanation of the equipment.

All three men were groping the girls in various ways, mostly on the tits and buttocks, but occasionally dipping an exploratory finger into their panties to see how their pussies were reacting to the display of sex machines and punishment instruments.

After perhaps twenty minutes of circling the room, demonstrating equipment and showing the girls the panoply of ways in which they may be tortured and fucked, the three men led the way to the dining table, where the maid had laid out a buffet lunch.

Giles beckoned to Clarissa and when she scurried over, told her to fetch some safety pins.

She quickly collected them for a drawer and her ordered her to pin the girls dresses up at the front and the back.

‘Leave their panties on, but we want to have a good view of the cunt areas while we eat,’ Giles said, and the other two men agreed, Henry adding that it was just as important to study their arses as their cunts.

Clarissa obediently pinned up Ophelia’s dress and Alanna’s skirt, so their matching black lace panties were completely exposed front and back.

‘Nicely cut panties as well, and glad to see they chose matching,’ Henry observed, sliding his hand over Alanna’s buttocks, inside her knickers.  She squirmed, and he reacted by pulling his hand out of her knickers and slapping her bottom twice, smacks which resounded in the quiet room.

‘Keep still when I’m checking you out,’ he demanded, and slid his hand back into her panties.

This time she stayed still, and he explored her bottom with one hand while his other pinched first one nipple and then the other.

‘Exquisite,’ he announced, ‘I’m looking forward to this afternoon!  Lovely soft bum cheeks for whacking and superb tits for who knows what!’

Giles slid a hand between Ophelia’s thighs, rubbing against her cunt and feeling the wetness through her panties.  At the same time, she felt Nick pressing against her back and his hand closed over her exposed left breast.

‘This is also a truly outstanding piece of cunt,’ Giles concurred, ‘shame we can’t fuck it, but it’s going to be a truly memorable afternoon regardless!’

‘Ladies, please be seated,’ Nick invited Clarissa, Nadia and Mina, who obediently sat around the dining table.  The three men let go of the two girls, who also sat down.

‘No, not there,’ Nick told them.  ‘You are the centrepieces of today’s table!’

He made them climb on the table and kneel down, next to each other.  Their raised skirts and exposed breasts made an enticing picture, and even after the three men took their seats they were able to reach up and fondle cunts, arses and tits of the ravishingly attractive 18-year-old girls.

Since entering the room, neither girl had spoken a word and they didn’t think they’d heard any of the three wives speak either.  Without being sure, they each independently wondered if it was forbidden for females to speak while in the Dashwood Room. If so, no doubt the penalty for disobedience would be a thrashing, so they didn’t take the chance.

Giles, Henry and Nick looked at each other with wide grins.  This truly was going to be a memorable afternoon – punishing the Dashwood Virgins!
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