
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   From She-Devil to Slave
 
    
 
    
 
   
by
 
    
 
   Quentin Quillis
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   All rights reserved
Copyright © September 2014 by Quentin Quillis
 
    
 
   Published by LSF Publications
 
   http://www.lsfpublications.com/
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   Cover design by Nathaniel Scott.
 
    
 
    
 
   This book may not be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in whole or in part by any means, including graphic, electronic, or mechanical without the express written consent of the publisher.
 
    
 
   This is a work of fiction. It includes adult spanking and some sexual scenes. Any resemblance to actual persons, places or events are purely coincidental.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   When Mike has dinner with Bill and his wife Debbie, he is surprised to discover that Debbie is a changed woman - no longer rude and caustic, her attitude and manners have improved drastically, and she is pleasant, polite and charming. He is informed that he himself is indirectly responsible for the transformation, because some time ago he gave Bill two options - either leave Debbie, or give her a good spanking! It is revealed that Bill decided to implement the latter option, and as a result Bill and Debbie's marriage has improved greatly - and so has their sex life. Mike and Debbie give Bill all the details, even showing him  their collection of spanking implements, and the false beam in the ceiling, complete with winch, cable and snap hook - all ready for a willing submissive woman and a pair of wrist restraints...
 
    
 
   The evening gets even more interesting when Mike informs Bill that they sometimes indulge in their spanking games with Nancy, and goes on to suggest that Bill might like to spank Debbie. Bill is more than happy to do so as Debbie is an attractive woman and he has long been fascinated by the idea of spanking her. As a respite from the spanking, Debbie is secured to the beam while both men tease her sexually, then later, Debbie rewards Mike with oral sex, and when she has sex with her husband, they invite Mike to watch, and then ask him to spend a whole weekend at their house.
 
    
 
   We learn more of the relationship between Debbie and Nancy, and their erotic games as a threesome with Bill. When Mike visits Bill and Nancy for the weekend, they are joined by Nancy, who is eager to have Mike spank her, followed by some great sex. The four friends enjoy plenty more fun and games with blindfolds and restraints and having the women wear sandpaper panties after their bottoms have been paddled.
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The Explanation
 
    
 
    
 
   I do a lot of travel in my business and I have grown to dislike the nicest restaurants in the world, so I am always pleased when my itinerary takes me to a city where I know someone. On one trip I looked up Bill, an old friend, and invited him to join me for dinner. He reversed the proposition and induced me to have dinner at his house. I was reluctant to go since I remembered his wife as the most unpleasant woman I ever met. Debbie's biting tongue and cruel sarcasm would have made Shakespeare's Kate seem less like a shrew and more like a gentle kitten.
 
   I had hoped to go to a restaurant in the hope she would curb her caustic nature in the presence of strangers, but he wouldn't hear of anything but a home cooked meal for a lonely sojourner. Well, anything was better than another meal alone with sneering waiters so I accepted. Besides, I hadn't seen them in many years and maybe she mellowed.
 
   I was welcomed enthusiastically by both of them and was pleasantly surprised to find her a totally different woman. She was warm and gracious and a darn good cook. The food, conversation and all around camaraderie made for a very pleasant meal.
 
   Although I offered to help clean up, she chased both of us out of the kitchen and into the family room where in a few minutes she served fresh brewed coffee. Bill and I talked of old times and nearly forgotten friends till she joined us. They were a funny looking couple. She stands about 5' 2" in high heels and he's well over six feet. She sat on the sofa next to him and snuggled into his arms. Their affection for each other warmed my heart.
 
   I was somewhat taken aback when she asked, "Well Mike, what do you think of the new me?"
 
   How does one say, 'You were a complete bitch and now you're human'?
 
   I didn't have to; she said it for me and added, "It's all your fault, you know."
 
   I didn't have a clue what she was talking about, so Bill explained. "Remember your going away party?"
 
   I admitted that it was just a blur in my memory. He laughed and said, "That doesn't surprise me. You were pretty drunk by the time I drove you home. You probably don't remember what you said either."
 
   I shrugged and he continued. "She was her usual self that night and left the party early in a huff. I stayed till the end and volunteered to see you safely tucked in. It took two of us to load you into my car, but you woke up along the way and told me I was pretty stupid for putting up with, and I quote, 'The bitch from hell'."
 
   I immediately started to apologize but he stopped me. "No. You were right. You also suggested I either leave her or take her over my knee and give her a good old-fashioned spanking. Then you passed out again. Somehow I got you to your room and went home. I took a shower and got ready for bed, being careful not to wake her up but she was awake and ready to let me have it. 'Why did we have to go to that stupid party?', 'Why did I have friends like that?' etc. etc. Your parting words were still ringing in my ear, so rather than my usual 'Yes dear' I gave her the alternatives you suggested."
 
   From this point on they took turns telling the story, beginning with Debbie.
 
   "I couldn't believe he had the guts to talk back to me, much less think of suggesting something like that. I ignored the possibility of him leaving me and laughed right in his face as I dared him to try the other option."
 
   "She had gotten up during her tirade while I got ready for bed,” said Bill. “On hearing her challenge I decided to take her up on it and sat on the edge of the mattress."
 
   "I guess I was still pushing my luck, but I stood next to him and sarcastically asked if he wanted me to pull my pajama bottoms down so he could spank his little girl correctly. Boy was I surprised when he said, 'Yes,' but I wasn't about to back down so I yanked them off and even pulled my panties down to boot."
 
   Bill nodded. "She was really mad and made some comment about how I better get a good look because I was going to spend the next week sleeping on the couch. I imagined you standing behind me coaching me on, and with new-found courage I said was willing to take that chance and to get her little rear end over my knee. I don't know who was more surprised. She was speechless for a moment then announced the game was over and I should get out of the room. It was my turn to laugh and I called her a chicken as I stood up to leave."
 
   "Nobody calls me a chicken and gets away with it,” retaliated Debbie, “so I pushed him back down and plopped over his knee. I told him to do his best or his worst, whichever seemed appropriate and extended my one week banishment to a cold day in hell when he would touch me again."
 
   "Her words were, 'My ass is yours for the next five minutes then you can only dream about it.' I don't know where she got that five minutes from, but-"
 
   Debbie cut in, saying, "I was no stranger to spankings. My Mom was a firm believer in the practice and the usual sentence was getting my bottom whacked for a full five minutes. It's funny how old memories come back and that was the first thing that came to my mind that night. Of course, I wasn't worried. He wouldn't dare actually spank me. Or so I thought. I'm sorry, Dear. I interrupted you."
 
   "That's all right, Honey. Anyway, I figured that if five minutes was all I had I was going to make the best of it."
 
   "He wasn't kidding. I don't know what I was expecting but I had pushed him around so long it never entered my mind how strong he really is. His open palm can just about cover my entire rear end and it did, hard. I was still in shock from his first shot when the next one landed. It was going to be a long five minutes. I don't know if he would have prevented me from getting up or not. He was certainly capable of holding a little thing like me in position for as long as he wanted to. We never found out what he would do because I was willing to go through anything rather than quit early and be called a chicken. My pride was at stake but it was my poor bottom paying the penalty."
 
   "It didn't take long for her to start crying and I asked if she had enough. She looked at the clock and said I still had three and a half minutes."
 
   "Stupid pride," muttered Debbie.
 
   "I took that as a 'No,' and kept swatting. Then the first surprising thing happened. She hadn't been trying to escape any of the spanks but she was so tense she was as stiff as a board. All of a sudden she went limp and just sobbed. I stopped and asked if she was ready to call it quits again but without even looking at the clock she shook her head."
 
   "I remember that moment.” Debbie paused and looked lovingly at her man. “He broke my spirit and all the fight went out of me. I remembered how I felt when my Mom spanked me. Even though it hurt like Hell I knew I deserved it, and those thoughts rushed over me like a catharsis. I realized I was over my husband's lap for good reason and was getting the spanking I needed for a long time. And it wasn't over yet."
 
   "I had another minute left in my allotment but I slowed the pace and force a little till my time was up. She was in tears as she slid off my knees and onto the floor. I pulled her head to my thigh and held her for a moment. I knew she liked me to brush her hair and thought I could comfort her that way so I sent her for the hairbrush. Unfortunately, I didn't tell her what I had in mind, and..."
 
   When Bill paused, Debbie continued. "I'm not sure 'unfortunately' is the right word but I assumed he wasn't done and the hairbrush was the next course. That was one of my Mom's favorite tools when the five minute spanking wasn't enough."
 
   "That was surprise number two," agreed Bill. "She not only got the hairbrush but brought along one of her stockings. She put the brush on the bed next to me and held her hands together as she gave me the stocking. Her explanation was that she knew she couldn't keep herself from reaching back to protect her bottom and wanted me to tie her hands together. I was in shock. Here was my wife asking me to tie her up and spank her some more with her own hairbrush. She was such a sorry sight but it seemed important that neither of us back down so I tied her hands and she placed herself (with a little help from me) back in position. I didn't bother looking at the clock but sentenced her to one stroke for each year of her age."
 
   "I thought twenty-five was not that old till I had to relive each year with an agonizing kiss of that brush. I think I cried out on each one," said Debbie ruefully.
 
   "You did," affirmed Bill.
 
   "I hope this doesn't embarrass you too much, Mike, but when it was over I slid to the floor and thanked Bill in a way I had always refused before."
 
   Bill grinned. "Surprise number three was the most amazing. At first I was ashamed to realize how aroused I got when I was giving my wife a hard spanking like that but she made it clear she was just as excited and wanted more than her mouth wrapped around me."
 
   "Yes, I looked up at him and promised to serve him like this whenever he asked, but would he take pity on me and well, you tell him."
 
   "She stood up and impaled herself on me. I asked if this was what I could dream of when I slept on the couch and while bouncing up and down she replied."
 
   "I told him the bed was his domain and he now had a loving slave to do his every bidding."
 
   "Well Mike, we won't bore you with all the details, but it was a long time before we got to sleep that night."
 
   "Tell him about the next morning," urged Debbie.
 
   "Ah yes. I woke up to the aroma of coffee brewing and fresh cinnamon buns baking. I found her in the kitchen wearing nothing but an apron. She threw her arms around me for a kiss and hug and stepped back to drop the apron. I could read words on various parts of her."
 
   "I used a laundry marker," interjected Debbie.
 
   "The labels identified each part of her as belonging to me. And in large letters across her stomach she wrote, 'My husband's slave'. I took the pen and changed the word 'Slave' to 'Wife'. That got me another kiss and then she turned around and bent over so I could see where I spanked her. It was marked as mine also."
 
   "Tell him what else it said."
 
   Bill obliged, saying, "It instructed me to apply correction as needed. I read it out loud and she turned to face me again to explain what that meant."
 
   "I wanted him to help me become a better wife and an all round better human. I knew I could be a little acrimonious at times and asked him to monitor my attitude and feel free to apply whatever corrective actions were necessary. He agreed and asked how long till breakfast. I told him he had plenty of time to get dressed but it turned out there was plenty of time for something else first. We were like newlyweds and made love right there in the kitchen. The linoleum was cold and I probably would have complained the day before but I was a new woman and happy to satisfy my man anywhere."
 
   "That's so true," agreed Bill. "Over the next few weeks I took her at her word and her poor little bottom saw a lot of action, but she never refused to present it properly bared and ready to pay the penalty."
 
   "I made some wrist cuffs out of fabric and bought a special paddle so he wouldn't hurt his hand."
 
   "I still liked the feel of her bottom, so we saved the paddle for special occasions, but I'm getting ahead of the story."
 
   "We knew a lot of folks who were reluctant to spend time with us, or should I say me," said Debbie. “We solved that by going to office parties and I would have a very recently spanked and paddled bottom. I also had to wear a special pair of panties coated in sandpaper grit which made sitting impossible and nothing more than his hand on my bottom giving it a little rub to remind me to mind my manners. Once I learned to be a little more polite, things were much better and our circle of friends grew. All in all it was well worth the effort. I hope you approve of the result, Mike?" I said I did. "The story doesn't end here. There's more."
 
   Bill proceeded to tell me more. "I was willing to spank her whenever she needed it, but aside from that, we were equals in all respects. Things were going well; however, I noticed she would occasionally do something she knew would get her in trouble. Almost as if she were deliberately asking for me punish her. These sessions always ended in fantastic sex and I finally put two and two together."
 
   "He may be smart at work but he can be pretty dense when it comes to other things. I wanted him to spank me and make me satisfy his perverted lusts. They weren't the sort of things a nice lady like me normally does but they were wonderful and I loved every one of them. Unfortunately, my strict moral upbringing made it awfully hard to ask for it. We eventually got it all sorted out and made a game out of it."
 
   "That’s right." Bill nodded. “We have a special signal when either one of us wants to play. If we both agree, she becomes my slave. She has a few exotic outfits she wears if we start early or sometimes she goes naked. She is required to obey every command and does so."
 
   "At first I would disobey him," admitted Debbie, "so that he had justification to punish his slave - then we both realized a Master doesn't need a reason - so I can be the best and most obedient loving slave I know how to be and still count on getting at least one spanking. I don't need it to help me correct my faults any more, but even though I get really turned on as soon as we start the game, it's nothing compared to when he warms my ass and I'm climbing the walls and begging for sex. It's the best of both worlds."
 
   "I’ll tell you something else, Mike. We've made a few modifications to the house. Those false beams open up and have pulleys embedded so I can hang her from the ceiling."
 
   Debbie’s eyes lit up. "And that wall panel hides a little closet filled with special toys. Here, I'll show you." She moved to what looked like a normal wall and slid it open to reveal shelves and hooks. There was an impressive collection of paddles, small whips, cuffs, and other items, some of which gave me no hint as to their real purpose. She left it open and rejoined her husband.
 
   "Our signal is to put the blue salt and pepper shaker set on the table. If the other partner doesn't feel up to the game they put them back. If they're still there when dinner's over, it's playtime!"
 
   I've had the good fortune to date a few women who didn't mind (and actually enjoyed) a red bottom before sex, so I was not surprised to hear about their little game. I smiled as I mentioned seeing a set like that during dinner.
 
   Debbie coyly smiled as she said, "I put them there before you arrived."
 
   "We've talked about this," said Bill. "Without going into too much detail now, her cousin found out about our little fantasy and now she's a sometimes member of my little harem. We'll tell you more about her later. The only reason I mention her now is to show that we're not averse to sharing our game. More to the point, although we've never done it with another man spanking her, we've talked about it, and if you're willing, we'd like to try tonight."
 
   "Actually it was my idea," Debbie informed me. "I feel I owe you a lot, and this is my way of thanking you for getting us started along this road. Ever since we heard from you I've been wanting to do this. I even asked him not to spank me for the last two weeks so my rear end would be a fresh palette just waiting to get some color. It's been waiting for you. You can consider it a special honor. Dad left the discipline to Mom, so you'll be the first man other than Bill to spank me."
 
   Bill interrupted at this point to add that he had also been waiting for two weeks to get her little bottom over his lap, and one way or another he wasn't going to wait another day.
 
   Debbie smiled. "Please say you'll stay, Mike. It appears tonight's my lucky night. I'm going to get two spankings, but I want you to go first and do what you probably wanted to do all those times I was a real bitch to you in the old days. Please!"
 
   Put like that, how could I possibly refuse...?
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Demonstration
 
    
 
    
 
   To be honest, I wasn't as drunk as I pretended to be that night so long ago. I remembered exactly what I said to him and what I didn't say, which was that if he wasn't willing to spank some civility into her I was more than willing to do it for him. Every time I fell victim to her vehemence I comforted myself with thoughts of giving her a good old-fashioned lesson in manners. More than once I fantasized about having her bare bottom over my knee and while I'd never say this to any of my old girlfriends, I'd often imagine it was Debbie I was spanking when I had the opportunity to warm another woman's backside.
 
   Now I was presented with a golden opportunity. The only drawback was that she had become such a sweet and personable lady that I couldn't bring myself to harbor any ill will towards her and spank her with the vengeance I used to feel. Still, she was physically the same woman who spent hours of time squirming under my hand in my fantasies and the twitching in my lower regions tipped the scale. Besides, I would be doing both of us (and actually all three of us) a favor.
 
   The chair I was sitting on was a bit unusual, and I wondered about it when I sat down. It was very comfortable and well padded but didn't have any arms like a normal easy chair. I smiled as I understood why Bill had directed me to this spot when we came into the family room and my smile was reflected on Debbie's face when I crooked a finger and beckoned her to my side.
 
   She gave her husband a quick kiss and started towards me. As she got close she slowed considerably and came to a complete stop a few feet away. She wrung her hands a bit and said, "It's always been fun to talk about this, but doing it for real is kind of scary."
 
   I started to say she didn't have to go through with it but she shook her head. "No, I want to do this, but I also want to relish this moment. As much as I like to be spanked I'm always a little anxious before it actually starts, and now I'm about to give myself to another man and I'm as nervous as I was on my wedding night. Give me a minute."
 
   Bill and I sat in silence while untold emotions flickered across her face. Finally she took the final step to my side where she fidgeted with her fingers and was still obviously apprehensive. Her outfit consisted of a nice skirt, matching blouse, flat shoes and knee socks. She looked more like a naughty schoolgirl about to get punished than a forty-year-old woman who just about begged me to spank her a few minutes ago.
 
   I lifted the front of her skirt and told her to hold it. I don't know what I was expecting, but her panties were rather plain and not the slightest bit sexy. They were the no-nonsense conservative kind that rode high on her waist and low on her thighs. Even before I got to see the back side of them I knew they would cover her rear end entirely. Not at all what I thought to see after all their talk about how they planned on me spanking her. However, they did get me to change my plans a little.
 
   I was going to pull her panties down as she held her skirt so she would be bare-bottomed when she went over my knee but there was something so interesting (bordering on cute) about them that I decided to leave them where they were. I had spanked one of my girlfriends over panties like these and it was kind of fun to wait and see the redness after the preliminary spanking.
 
   I guided Debbie into position, and as I predicted, her cute little bottom was modestly covered in cotton with only the tiniest bit of the lower portion of her buttocks visible. Such a pretty package and although I never imagined it to be gift wrapped, this was the bottom I dreamed about spanking for years. I struggled to avoid the temptation to run my hand over it. There might be time for intimate contact of that nature later but for the moment, it had been offered for spanking and that's what I intended to do. Without further ado I broke the silence with a resounding slap.
 
   She had kept herself in good shape and her bottom was as firm and tight as I always imagined it to feel. She grunted a bit but other than that it was only the sounds of my hand connecting that echoed around the room for the next dozen swats. I was not hitting to make her pay for previous slights but that doesn't mean I wasn't coming down hard. She wanted a spanking and that's what she was getting, and I figured she or Bill would let me know if I went overboard. Not hearing any objections, I continued. There was an occasional groan and a definite "Ouch," on the twentieth stroke.
 
   Bill and I exchanged smiles and I decided it was time for the unveiling. I put my fingers into the waistband and she obediently raised herself as I inched her panties down. Just as she wanted to relish the moment before giving herself to me for spanking, I wanted to enjoy exposing my handiwork. A nice pink surface slowly came into view and when I could see all I needed to see I quickly finished the panties' descent so they were just above her knees. She rested her torso on my lap and I was ready to go back into action.
 
   Before I could add more spanks Bill spoke up. "I was wondering when you'd do that. She needs the first spanking to be good and hard. I'll bet she's barely warm to the touch."
 
   I guess that gave me permission to do more than swat, so I finally ran my hand over the delicious surface. It was, as he said, barely warm, but so soft and inviting. I raised my hand again and for a second time I was interrupted. Bill wanted me to know that they both expected more than a token spanking. He appreciated my desire to make it last, and approved as long as I understood that while she liked to get spanked, it still hurt. He added that they had a safe-word and he would let me know if she really wanted me to stop, so I shouldn't let a few tears or phony pleas for cessation slow me down.
 
   I asked if he didn't want me to leave a little of the spanking for his turn and he shook his head. "Nope. She's all yours. We'll give her a break after you're done and let her recover a bit. I quite often spank her twice and sometimes more than that when we play so her bottom knows what a second good spanking feels like. I'll have a go at her later, but we're wasting time. She's going to cool down while we're discussing the next spanking and you've barely started the first one."
 
   Spanking her panties was heavenly, but nothing compared to seeing the flesh quiver before and after the swat and watch the red splotches appear and fade slightly until they merged together into one uniform color. It's lucky I had experience spanking other women or I would've been moved by her sounds of distress. I'd heard them before and learned that sometimes the one under my hand wanted the freedom to express herself while helplessly(?) enduring a long spanking.
 
   I've also discovered that the really hard ones are appreciated more after a few light taps to lull her into a sense of relief. They always get a good yelp. And so it was with Debbie. She never asked me to stop, but there was nothing phony about the tears in her eyes when I decided she'd had enough.
 
   I needed no prompting to let my hand explore the heat radiating from her rear end, but when she gasped and moaned in delight as my searching fingers touched the core of her femininity, Bill chided me. "Checking to see if she's wet is a good idea but don't get carried away. Let her frustration build with the sting. She'll like it better when we finally give her the release her body craves. The idea is to keep her on the edge of her seat until her seat gets another dose of swats."
 
   I assured him I knew how to keep a woman just short of her goal and played with her a little more. When I sent her to her feet she was panting in unfulfilled lust. Her panties slid down to her ankles and the skirt fell back into place so I was spared the sight of an immodest display.
 
   It took her a moment to catch her breath before she said, "Wow, that was something. My rear end feels like it's on fire I'm ready to climb the walls if one of you doesn't take unfair advantage of me."
 
   Whether self-imposed or by traditional command, she kept her hands away from providing any personal comfort (either to where my hand landed or my fingers probed) although you could see them start in that direction a few times only to be pulled back rapidly.
 
   Bill just smiled and said, "You'll have to wait for that, sweetheart. I think he deserves to see the rest of you. Take your blouse off."
 
   She immediately complied and I saw that her bra was just as plain and unimaginative as her panties. I was later to learn that she preferred nondescript undergarments as it made her eventual stripping more in line with her fantasy that she was an unwilling participant. Sexy undies were reserved for romantic activities which were certainly not on the agenda this evening.
 
   What came into view next was anything but boring. The bra fell to one side and her maintenance of her physique was obviously not limited to keeping her bottom nice and firm. Her breasts hadn't grown much in the last fifteen years and the bra was only necessary for modesty. They were perfectly suited to her build and a joy to behold. The also provided a nice foundation for two stiff nipples which convinced me (as if I had any doubt) that she found the evening's events quite arousing.
 
   The skirt was the obvious next garment to go, but she didn't let it slide down her legs as I expected, but pulled it up and over her head so she stood before me with nothing but her shoes, knee socks and the panties wrapped around her ankles. Bill directed her to the hidden closet and she shuffled away. She flipped a few switches and the false beam in the ceiling opened. A cable with a snap hook descended as she picked out a set of fur lined leather cuffs. She put them on and brought a funny little box to Bill. He met her at the cable where he attached both of her wrists to the snap and pushed a button on the box.
 
   The winch pulled the cable upwards until her feet left the ground. I noticed she kept her legs apart so the panties would not fall off. Apparently, removing them was his job and when she was just about to the ceiling her feet were a comfortable height for him to do just that. Then the socks and shoes were gone and he ran a hand up her leg. She struggled to keep herself open as he got so close but not quite to where she wanted his fingers.
 
   He left her hanging in more ways than one as he went to the closet and returned with a bar with straps on the ends which he used to spread her ankles wide apart. Then he lowered her so she could stand and take a little strain off her arms although they were still stretched above her head. She was displayed beautifully and Bill and I sat close enough to reach out to tweak a nipple or stroke her down lower but never too much or too long.
 
   Her respite from spanking was not a respite from her sentence to be kept aroused without allowing her to complete the journey. We weren't the only distraction. It was obvious from the way she told the story that the mere telling of it brought back memories that got her juices flowing.
 
   I won't attempt to tell you the story the way Debbie told it since it was often interrupted with various pants, moans, and an occasional unladylike outburst when we would do something to get her excited and then stop. There weren't too many of those (the outbursts) since they got her a few soundly applied previews of her real spanking scheduled for later. Also, Bill interrupted a few time to clarify a point or two which would make it even more confusing. Anyway, I got most of the story and I'll summarize it.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Nancy Joins Them
 
    
 
    
 
   Debbie grew up next door to her cousin Nancy, and since they were the same age they became fast friends. Nancy had moved away just after college and returned to her home town shortly after Debbie and Bill had gone beyond spankings for misbehavior and were well into their little games with the salt shakers. As soon as Nancy was settled in her new house she and Debbie wasted no time in renewing their old friendship.
 
   Of course, Nancy noticed the dramatic change in Debbie's demeanor and pressed her for an explanation. In their formative years they shared their deepest secrets and told each other everything up to and including the gory details of every date. No boy laid a hand on either of them without the other one hearing about it the next day. Even with this background of intimacy Debbie was a bit reluctant to say more than that she and Bill reached an understanding about her behavior.
 
   Needless to say, Nancy didn't buy it. She knew there was more to it than an 'understanding' and in exasperation Debbie told her that Bill spanked her. Nancy wasn't the least bit shocked and in short order was probing for (and getting) all the details. Pretty soon they were both laughing and Nancy shared a few secrets of her own.
 
   Although she was unmarried, she was not a prude and had experienced a number of variations beyond the traditional missionary position, including receiving a spanking or two as foreplay. When Debbie mentioned that she and Bill had engaged in their special game the night before, Nancy finagled her into showing the lingering results. Debbie blushed but stood up, turned around and pulled her slacks and panties down.
 
   Neither one of them considered themselves to be lesbians or even bi-sexual, but during their adolescent years they had mutually explored their budding bodies and new-found sexuality. So it was not a shock when Nancy put her hand on Debbie's bottom and said, "I can still see a few marks. How does he spank you?"
 
   Nor was it a perversion in either of their eyes when Debbie lay across Nancy's lap and calmly explained that he usually started with her in that position.
 
   Nancy put her hand back on her cousin's bottom and let it roam around for a moment before she asked, "Does he start out softly? Like this?" The question ended with a few light spanks.
 
   Debbie squirmed and said, "Sometimes, and sometimes he starts right in giving it to me real hard so there's no doubt in my mind that I'm in for a real spanking."
 
   Nancy's hand landed soundly on her cousin's rear end. "More like this?"
 
   Debbie groaned. "Yes and it doesn't take long before it really starts to sting. Ouch. And he doesn't stay in one spot like that. He spreads them around so it builds slowly. That's better. Now you can slap down hard and get my bottom really hot all over."
 
   Nancy was following orders and Debbie's rear was rapidly returning to the color Bill had seen the night before. Debbie's groans got louder and she said, "It's really starting to hurt and right about now I'm ready to do anything to please him."
 
   Nancy was getting into the game and gave her cousin a few more sharp stingers and then said, "Let's see how this works. I'm going to keep spanking until you promise to be serve me and obey every command."
 
   Another three spanks jarred Debbie before she could speak. "Please stop spanking me. I'll be your slave and do anything you ask."
 
   Nancy smiled and let the other woman regain her feet before saying, "The first order of business is for you to get your clothes off."
 
   Debbie's bottom was as sore as it was at Bill's hands as she stripped and knelt at Nancy's feet. When she realized how close she was to her cousin it dawned on her that this was where she was the first night Bill spanked her and she used her mouth to thank him. What's more, Nancy was sitting with her legs apart almost as if she was expecting her cousin's face to move forward.
 
   It's true they had touched each other there during the aforementioned exploratory sessions but oral contact was limited to an occasional kiss or nibble on the other's breasts. They had never indulged in anything quite like this. The word 'this' not only refers to the sort of mouth to genital contact Debbie was concerned about, but any sort of game where one of them dominated the other. This was totally new ground and the humiliation of her predicament swept over Debbie like a tidal wave, but she couldn't bring herself to call the game to a halt.
 
   Instead, she stared straight ahead and pondered her dilemma. Her promise was the overriding factor, and if Nancy expected her to do this then she would, but how? Bill was in his pajamas and it was a simple matter to extract his erection and put her mouth on it. Nancy was wearing jeans, and even if she opened the zipper in front she couldn't really get to the part that seemed to be beckoning her. For it to really happen Nancy had to take her pants off, but Debbie was going to let her make that decision. If ordered to assist she would, but until then she would wait submissively. However, she had to let her temporary Mistress know she was sincere. She leaned forward to place a gentle kiss at the juncture of Nancy's thighs.
 
   All this took place in a second while Nancy was busy wondering what to do with her slave. She was not thinking about the way she was sitting, where Debbie was kneeling, or the slightest bit aware of the conundrum her cousin was contemplating. So she was surprised to feel that light kiss. One of her sexual escapades included a night with a man and another woman so she was not repulsed by her cousin's action, but doing that without a man present to take over and finish the job properly was disconcerting. Even so, she accepted the homage being paid to her and slid forward on the chair for a second kiss and this time she held Debbie's head and pulled it forward to grind her crotch into her cousin's face.
 
   It felt good, but was not right. She gently pushed Debbie away and stood up. She was still not sure what to do when she felt Debbie's fingers unsnapping her jeans. She let them slide down and lifted one foot and then the other as the jeans and her sandals came off. She was equally cooperative as her panties followed. She was breathing heavier and quickly tore off her T-shirt and bra as the other woman's lips traced a trail up her legs. But at the last minute she stepped away. She couldn't do that with her cousin.
 
   Debbie looked up with pleading eyes. The lingering effects of the spanking and her promise made her want to serve Nancy. There was a fleeting moment when it wasn't entirely clear who was actually calling the shots in the little drama. Nancy had allowed herself to be stripped, and was almost about to give in to Debbie's mouth when she had an idea. She said, "That's enough for now, slave. Show me this hidden closet you told me about."
 
   The feeling of power was a heady experience and she had to show she was the one in control, so she made Debbie crawl into the family room. When she looked at the things in the closet she knew exactly what she wanted. She picked up one of the artificial penises and said, "Remember when we used to masturbate with each other?"
 
   I have to interrupt her to clarify the phrase 'masturbate with each other'. That meant they used to arouse themselves to climax in close proximity and within sight of each other. They might start with some mutual breast manipulation but when things got hot and heavy they kept their hands to themselves. Didn't want you to get the wrong idea. Now back to Debbie's story.
 
   Nancy didn't wait for an answer before giving her command. "You're going to do that now. Use this and I'm going to watch. Roll over on your back."
 
   Debbie took the object and was looking up at Nancy as she spread her legs wide. The excitement of her submissiveness and seeing her cousin's equally naked body had made her quite ready. With one hand she pulled one of her nipples while the other shoved the toy straight in with no stopping.
 
   As it went in and out rather rapidly Nancy was not a disinterested bystander. Her fingers were busy on her own breasts and her quiet moans mixed with Debbie's as her other hand played lower. By the time Debbie finished she saw Nancy on the floor beside her. Her cousin was getting close to the top so Debbie pushed the object that gave her so much pleasure into Nancy. An action that was much appreciated.
 
   A little while later they both stood up and returned to the closet. Nancy asked about the electrical switches and the remote control. Debbie smiled and said, "Here, I'll show you."
 
   The beam opened and the cable descended. Nancy went over to look at it while Debbie got two leather cuffs and the remote. She gave Nancy a minute to inspect the cable and then said, "Now put these on."
 
   She held out the cuffs. She intended to have Nancy put them on her slave and then she would show her how to work the remote. But Nancy was so excited about the new toys she put the cuffs on her own wrists. Debbie seized the opportunity and quickly connected them to the snap on the cable. She stepped back and pushed the button as she explained, "Bill built that so he can hang me from the ceiling. Sometimes he just lets me dangle and sometimes he likes to spank me when I'm stretched out."
 
   Nancy was on her toes when the motor stopped, and said, "Wow. Talk about feeling helpless and vulnerable. He could do anything he wants and you can't do anything about it. I can just imagine what a spanking is like when you're like this."
 
   Debbie smiled. "You won't have to imagine it."
 
   Nancy caught her meaning and spun around to watch Debbie go to the closet. "Debbie, you can let me down now. I order you to let me loose."
 
   Debbie continued smiling as she picked out two paddles. "When I said I would be your slave I didn't say how long. I think it's time to continue your education. You got to see how I look when I get an over-the-knee spanking and you're going to find out how he paddles me by direct experience. Do you like this paddle? This is the first one we bought. It's pretty stiff and hard and hurts like the dickens. We only get it out on special occasions so I won't use it on you. I think this smaller one is just right for your introduction. But don't think you're getting off easy. This little devil is deceptively lightweight. See how flexible it is. It doesn't look like much but it packs a real sting. Ready to try it?"
 
   Nancy started to argue but after another tug on the cable she resigned herself to her fate and nodded. In fact, although she wasn't looking forward to that paddle, there was something comforting about her situation. She had been spanked before and knew she would live through it and even enjoy it. She also understood the fairness in submitting to Debbie. Her cousin had allowed herself to be spanked pretty hard on the bare bottom so it was meet and proper that Nancy should return the favor. Brave thoughts, since she didn't have any choice in the matter.
 
   Debbie stood next to Nancy and said, "Would you like a little warm-up first?"
 
   Again, a scared but somewhat excited Nancy nodded and then arched her back as her cousin's petite hand delivered a good swat. No words were exchanged for the next dozen spanks unless you count Nancy's quiet groans as words. She was lost in the joy of helpless submission and wanted to ask Debbie to spank harder when something took a bite out of rear end and she yelped. That was her first impression of the paddle and it was amplified each time it snapped off her bottom. She had no idea how many times it returned, but Debbie stopped at ten and Nancy just hung limply for a minute.
 
   She raised her head and said, "That was horrible and wonderful and now I can't even rub the sting away. Wait, don't let me down yet. Mom and Dad never allowed me to do that anyway, but it's better now that I can't rather than I shouldn't."
 
   Debbie put the paddle away and wiped a few tears off of Nancy's face. She felt mischievous and let her hand slide down Nancy's neck, collarbone and through the valley of her breasts. She then changed course 90 degrees and gently tweaked an already aroused nipple as she said, "If you like it there so much, how about if I leave you hanging until Bill comes home? I'm sure he'd love to see you again. It's been a few years and there's nothing like a naked woman hanging from the rafters to break the ice."
 
   Shock only begins to describe what Nancy felt and she really breathed a sigh of relief when she felt the cable coming down. She wasn't completely relaxed until the cuffs were gone and the closet door closed. Then they both laughed and hugged. The real laugh came after they sat and talked for a while. Somehow, they forgot to get dressed and luckily, Debbie looked up just in time to see Bill's car arrive.
 
   Two silly women scrambled to get their clothes and were still giggling when he opened the door. Of course, he was glad to see Nancy and she was invited to dinner. She playfully put the special salt and pepper shakers on the table and Debbie whispered, "Are you crazy? Do you really want another couple of spankings tonight? I don't know about you but my rear end could use a rest. Put them away."
 
   And so they had a normal dinner and conversation in the den while catching up on old times until Bill noticed the overhead beam was slightly ajar. They'd left the toys out last night as per usual and he was fastidious about putting everything away in the morning so he was sure he got the beam closed. Now that he thought about it, he noticed Debbie sitting gingerly at the table and was a bit surprised.
 
   It's true he spanked her pretty well last night but the after-effects didn't usually last that long. And then there was the way Nancy squirmed on her chair. It didn't take a rocket scientist (which he was) to figure out that both of the females had been spanked rather recently, or that Debbie's cousin was now aware of the hidden pulley system and about the switches for it in their special closet.
 
   Therefore it stood to reason she saw the other things in there and was privy to the kind of special activities he and Debbie liked. The question was whether Nancy wanted to play too. It must have been Debbie that spanked her and judging from his observations, she did a pretty good job at it and Nancy didn't act like she was angry about it. Was he really lucky enough to know two women who liked to be spanked and have both of them in the same room?
 
   He weighed the potential adverse reactions to a direct approach and discarded them as he said, "Sweetheart, I really don't mind if you and your cousin play naughty games, but you have to make sure you get that beam closed."
 
   The look of shock and unadulterated guilt on both faces convinced him of the validity of his assumptions so he took a chance and added, "I'd like to see just how hard you spanked each other. Stand up, turn around and let me see your rear ends."
 
   Debbie and Nancy looked at each other and shrugged as they did as told, but nothing more. Their bottoms were towards Bill but they did not bend over to display them with any prominence or make any move to show him more than the backs of their jeans. They both giggled until Bill took matters into his own hands.
 
   He moved in front of Debbie and loosened her slacks so they slid down her legs. He left her panties on and told her to put her hands on her knees. Then he took two steps to the side and reached for the snap on Nancy's jeans. He wasn't moving slowly, but then again he wasn't rushing either. Nancy had plenty of time to object to what she knew he was going to do and what he did before walking behind them.
 
   Starting with his wife he slowly drew her panties down to her knees to just above where her hands were placed. Her bottom didn't look too abused. It was barely pink and not noticeably warmer than normal body temperature. He let his hand rest there for a moment so Nancy had no doubt that his perusal of her bottom would also include his touch.
 
   She shivered a bit when he put his fingers into the waistband of her panties but never moved as they descended. There were a few fading marks and he correctly surmised that her spanking had been delivered with a paddle, but her rear end had cooled a little. To his surprise, when he put his hand on her she pushed back into it. He took that as encouragement for him to give it a little squeeze and then a sharp slap. She jumped slightly but stayed in position.
 
   He sat down and had them straighten up and face him. He watched as gravity brought both pairs of panties down to join the slacks gathered around their ankles. Then he heard the whole story of their escapades (which I've just told you). The discussion that followed set out the new rules. Nancy was willing to join Debbie and Bill in their little game, but with one restriction. She knew the sessions always led to sex but she didn't think it was proper for Bill to have vaginal sex with her.
 
   He could use one of the plastic male substitutes or watch her use it. However, she would provide oral gratification if requested but anal intercourse was out. Since Debbie and Bill shared her distaste for that form of sex it was easy to agree to all her terms. With that settled they made plans for Nancy to join them for dinner the next Saturday. The blue salt and pepper shakers would be on the table, and if Nancy changed her mind all she had to do was put them away.
 
   The discussion was over but it seemed a waste to have two half naked females put their clothes back on without getting spanked. He allowed them to keep their tops on and Debbie was the first to shuffle her way to his lap for a firmly applied dozen. Then it was Nancy's turn. He was looking forward to seeing the rest of Nancy but that would wait. The bottom half was nicely formed and from what he could see of her figure she would not be a disappointment. For the moment he was more concerned with the part uppermost over his knees.
 
   The one short slap he gave her a few minutes ago gave him a good idea of how his hand would bounce on her taut skin but it's better to be sure. It was also a test to see if Nancy would stop him if he delivered anything more than a token, so he held nothing back. Like Debbie, she received only a dozen spanks but they were all applied with great vigor.
 
   She dutifully avoided rubbing herself as she got to her feet and then slipped to her knees to place a kiss where she said she would honor him during their future sessions. It ended at that and she got dressed. Hugs were shared and after she left Debbie's bottom got a little touch-up as prelude to other activities in their bed.
 
   And now you've heard the same story I did and we can get back to my first visit. If you remember, I had spanked Debbie and now she was hanging from the ceiling with Bill and I letting our hands wander wherever they wanted. With the completion of the narrative it was time for Bill to 'have a go at her' so we let her down and he led her to the closet.
 
   He picked up a paddle and said, "This qualifies as a special occasion so I'll use this. It's the first one she bought for me to use when I disciplined her. She hasn't needed that kind of correction in a long time, but every once in a while we get this old thing out. Are you ready, Sweetheart?"
 
   She smiled sweetly and kissed him before nodding. She held his hand as she led the way to the chair. I watched as it connected. He had to keep a good hold on her since her whole body shook with each impact. He stopped at six but that was more than enough to get a fresh flow of tears.
 
   He turned to me and said, "I don't know about you, but I'm ready for a little relief. I hope you don't mind going without intercourse, but Debbie wants to thank you for spanking her the way she first thanked me."
 
   Debbie wiped a tear from her cheek and confirmed her husband's comment. She pulled my pants and shorts down and pushed me back into the couch. Quick as a wink she was between my knees and had me in heaven. First she stroked me and kissed gently. Then when I was as hard as a rock she slid her mouth over me. The things she did with her teeth, lips and tongue were out of this world. I was exhausted but very happy when she was done.
 
   I was willing to get dressed and leave but they wouldn't hear of it. I needed a few minutes to rest before driving and they provided entertainment both for me and for themselves. She had been so close all evening that she had an almost immediate orgasm the moment he thrust himself into her but they didn't stop there. Talk about a sex show - they did it in every possible position.
 
   They were still going at it when I left but they slowed down a bit to invite me to stay the weekend at their house. I accepted.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

I Meet Nancy
 
    
 
    
 
   The weekend visit was very pleasant but much to your dismay, I'm seeing the local sights, attending a wonderful concert and eating in fancy restaurants. They put me up in a very comfortable guest room and induced me to cancel my hotel reservations and stay with them for another week.
 
   Even though my contract was ending the next Friday they asked me to stay the following weekend. I didn't know whether the invitation included a repeat of my first evening's visit but they were so hospitable I gratefully agreed to stay and changed my flight reservations accordingly. And speaking of their erotic game, there was no mention of it until Tuesday evening.
 
   After another wonderful dinner we again retired to the family room for conversation and coffee but I noticed both of them steal furtive glances at the clock. It was as if they were waiting for something that was supposed to happen at a particular time and I finally said, "If there's a TV show you want to watch that's fine with me. You don't have to entertain me all the time."
 
   Bill and Debbie smiled at each other and Bill said, "I didn't realize we were so obvious. We wanted to wait until the last minute to explain things to you but since she'll be here in five minutes I guess we can let the cat out of the bag. Debbie's cousin Nancy is coming over."
 
   I asked, "So why the big secret? I'd love to meet her."
 
   Debbie picked up the explanation. "You will. We're thinking about having her join us this weekend and she wants us to put out the special salt and pepper shakers."
 
   I perked up at this news and Debbie continued. "Actually, what she wants is for you to. I don't know how to say this. Bill?"
 
   Her husband found the words. "Since she knows you will be taking part in the activities she wants you to audition for your role. Specifically, she wants you to spank her."
 
   With that hurdle past, Debbie continued, "She knows about your first night here. When I told her how you spanked me she was quite interested but she wants to know first hand, so to speak, what to expect. Not the full thing but only a taste."
 
   I answered that I would be happy to demonstrate my technique in that area. Then I got the big surprise.
 
   They nervously looked at each other for a moment and Bill made the announcement. "She doesn't want you to see her until this weekend so you have to be blindfolded."
 
   It struck me as a strange request and asked why but they only replied that Nancy had her own reasons and if she chose to tell me she would. Until then, they had nothing more to say on the subject other than to ask if I agreed.
 
   I did and Debbie went to the hidden closet to get the necessary materials. She said Bill often took away her ability to see what was happening or going to happen to enhance her feeling of helplessness so she knew how effective the items she held up were. Once they were affixed I had to agree with her assessment. I couldn't see a thing and their timing was perfect. Just as Debbie was finishing up I heard the doorbell followed by Bill's footsteps going and two sets of feet returning.
 
   I stood up and held out my hand as I introduced myself. A soft hand gripped mine but it was Bill's voice that answered. "She wants me to say that she's delighted to meet you too, but still hasn't decided whether or not to join us Friday night. She's somewhat shy so she hopes you'll understand if she doesn't speak."
 
   I added this to the growing mystery and reached up to touch her face. She held my hand away and Bill maintained his role as Master of Ceremonies as he said, "That's forbidden. The only part of her you're allowed to touch is her bottom and then only to spank it. I'll help you move to the chair and then she'll go over your lap."
 
   After I was seated I listened carefully and knew when she was standing at my side. Trying to be a gentleman I reached out to steady her descent. I had an ulterior motive. I was able to reach behind her and put my hand on her waist and as she settled into position I put my other hand on her shoulder. Armed with an approximation of the length of her torso added to the height of her waist from the floor I figured her to be slightly taller than Debbie and once she was settled I estimated her to be only slightly heavier than her cousin.
 
   Being temporarily blinded it was not questioned when I slid my hands down her sides as I worked my way to the scene of the impending audition. Although I had no real idea regarding the size of her breasts I was quite satisfied with her basic figure and the swell of her hips. Nor was I disappointed with the shape of her rear end when I got there.
 
   I patted it gently and said, "This won't be a true test with this dress in the way. Debbie, would you lift the hem and hand it to me? Thank you."
 
   The woman on my lap raised herself a bit as I slid the front of her dress under her and started to relax back down until I put my fingers into the waistband of her pantyhose. She pushed herself up again to facilitate their lowering. She remained in that somewhat uncomfortable posture which I took to mean that she was expecting her panties to follow the same path. They did.
 
   Then I asked, "Would she prefer that I leave them where they are? I have plenty of bare skin to work with now but I think having them off completely enhances the experience."
 
   Even before Bill or Debbie answered I felt Nancy's upper body's slight movements as she nodded her head. It would've been awkward for me to accomplish this without losing my balance so Debbie did the honors and I was then free to apply my hand in the proscribed manner.
 
   However, I was not ready to strike just yet. While I was supposed to limit my contact to spanking, any competent practitioner of the art has to explore the entire surface before swatting so I spent a moment or two running my hand on what felt to be a most delectable bottom. The need for this deviation from the ground rules seemed to be understood and no protest was voiced. It was now time to get down to business.
 
   I started with light taps to evaluate the overall resiliency from side to side and from the top of her buttocks to a few inches down her thighs. My satisfaction (as well as something else) was increasing with every passing second. I made the tour twice more. Each one a bit harder. Her bottom was not noticeably warmer and I had to imagine its soft pinkish glow before I concentrated my efforts on the fleshiest part of both her upturned cheeks.
 
   This was only a demonstration so I didn't spank as hard as I could, but the sound of the slaps, her bodily reaction and an eventual soft moan told me they were having a good effect. I moved my attack to the lowest part of her rear end and struck just solidly enough for her to get the idea of what she could expect when we met again. I finished with a flurry of swats on my previous target area and got a definite 'ouch'. I announced the cessation of the 'sample' but kept my hand on the surface to rub away some of the sting. 
 
   As I rubbed I asked if she was satisfied with my ability and felt her body move as she nodded her head and received aural verification from both Bill and Debbie. My next question was if she found any enjoyment from the exercise. I got a similar response, but this time I felt the need to make sure. My hand slid between her legs which could have closed tight against the intrusion but opted to open wider as I stroked her wetness. I was not at all surprised at the ease with which first one finger and then a few more gained entrance and tweaked her special spot. I stopped short of her reaching climax and promised to finish the job properly in a few days.
 
   There was no mistaking the disappointment in her soft moan as I helped her to her feet. But before I could rise I felt hands pushing my legs apart and then fingers unzipping and extracting me. No sooner was I exposed when a soft mouth settled around me. As if I had any doubt whose mouth it was, Debbie said, "That's not me," and Bill assured me it wasn't him either.
 
   During the explanation of Nancy's role in their game they said she chose not to satisfy Bill with traditional intercourse but agreed to providing oral gratification. What he neglected to mention was that she was good at it. Very good. Make that very, very good and when she was finished I was drained in more than one sense of the word. I lay back in the chair while she put her clothes to rights and barely found the energy to stand and receive her farewell handshake.
 
   In the next few days I thought about our encounter quite often. It was one of the most erotic events I had ever experienced. Being devoid of sight and relying only on sound and feel made the spanking totally unlike any I had ever delivered. And with one of my five senses unusable, her after-spanking gesture of appreciation was even more delightful.
 
   Between my wonderful memories I also mused on her need for anonymity. There's an old saying that the best way to keep a secret is not to tell anybody you have one as it can lead to dangerous curiosity. Why didn't she want me to see or hear her? The likely answer was that she was someone I had already met under less than erotic circumstances. That wasn't a good enough reason by itself. She must be someone I'm likely to meet before the weekend and she wishes to keep her identity and special desires from interfering with our present acquaintance (if any).
 
   That made sense, but then there was the matter of not feeling her face. While I understand blind people can distinguish individuals by that method I was not experienced enough to relate the face I felt with one I might see. That led me to the conclusion that there must be something distinctive about her face that would become apparent by touch alone. And so I paid particular attention to the women I worked with or were around the office to find a likely candidate.
 
   There was one Nancy in the office, but without going into embarrassing detail, she was definitely not the one. The next step was to discount all the women not known by that designation and focus on those I knew only by surname or by no name at all. It made for an interesting couple of days, but by Friday afternoon I was no closer to the truth (or even a good guess) than I was Wednesday morning.
 
   I would get my questions answered in a few hours, but it frustrated me that I wasn't able to solve the puzzle. Then I had two great insights. First, maybe she didn't go by Nancy at work. I've met a few people who were known by one name but their families call them something different. Usually it's a pet name but it could be that Nancy was her middle name and only used by relatives and close friends.
 
   That opened up many possibilities as long as I could ignore the face touching restriction. It could be just a red herring to put me off the trail and if so, I was dealing with a very devious opponent. Then it dawned on me that it was not her face she wished to keep concealed but something else about her head. I smiled as I saw Ann, the project manager, walk by. She would've been my first choice (and a delightful choice she would be) except for the name business.
 
   She was a very attractive woman, about the right size and shape and hair that flowed over her shoulders and all the way to her waist. It would be impossible to keep me from noticing that when she went over my lap unless she had it tucked up in a tight bun. I had seen her tresses in such a configuration the previous week and it was obvious to the most casual observer that there was a lot of hair wrapped up in it. That was what she feared I would feel Tuesday night and her secret would be revealed prematurely. All I had to do now was confirm my suspicions (and my hopes) so when she passed me again I said, "By the way, Debbie wanted me to ask you what time you were coming over."
 
   I was prepared to mumble some excuse about thinking about someone else and not meaning her if I was wrong, but she stopped, stared, blushed in embarrassment and fury. She whispered incredulously, "She told you who I was? I'll kill her."
 
   I smiled and replied, "There's no need for such drastic action. Debbie didn't tell me anything. It was just a conjecture and you just verified it."
 
   I went on to explain my line of reasoning and she smiled as she acknowledged my acumen, but nevertheless was glad I hadn't made the connection until the workweek was over. It might have made for an awkward situation since she was temporarily my boss, but she coyly added that she was looking forward to tonight's role reversal.
 
   I assured her I felt the same way. There was no one within hearing distance so I quietly added that I was especially anticipating a repeat of her special talent and then brashly asked if the restriction she gave to Bill regarding other favors applied to me also. She blushed again and looked shocked at my effrontery. I almost believed I'd overstepped my bounds until I saw her wink and smile as she chided me.
 
   "Are you implying that after spanking my bottom until it's bright red you would take advantage of me when I'm naked, helplessly bound, totally submissive and unbelievably horny and then continue to treat me like I'm your personal slave to humiliate and spank for the entire weekend, and if that wasn't enough you're going to have your way with me again and again to satisfy your perverted lust until I'm exhausted from multiple orgasms?"
 
   It took me a few seconds to parse and categorize all the segments of her over-conjunctive question. Before I could say anything some other people were approaching so I could only smile and nod a response. Somehow that didn't seem to be enough so I spoke in a normal voice and said, "My work here is done so I'll be on my way. It's been a pleasure working with you. Oh, and thank you for your suggestions for the weekend. I'll make sure to do all those things."
 
   She returned my smile. "It's been our pleasure also. I hope you can come back again. Oh, and regarding your answer to my question, I'm delighted to say that we are of one mind and in total agreement."
 
   Before bidding me a final(?) farewell she wrote a short note on a piece of scrap paper. She put it in my pocket and shook my hand. It was not unlike the way we parted Tuesday night but there was a sparkle in her eyes that made it completely different. In the elevator I took out her note and read, 'You tasted very good and I can't wait to have the big thing plowing into me hard and fast. Tell Debbie I'll be there by six.'
 
   She signed it Nancy Ann.
 
   So I was wrong about her using her middle name with relatives. Nobody's perfect.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Friday Night
 
    
 
    
 
   I told Debbie and Bill about discovering Nancy's true identity and although Debbie was a little disappointed that I'd spoiled the surprise, Bill chuckled and said, "I told you he'd find out so it looks like you lost the bet. Tomorrow's going to be a long day."
 
   He turned to me and explained, "The original plan was to engage in our special activities tonight and then we'd go out tomorrow. There's an art exhibit Debbie and Nancy were keen on seeing. I thought you'd guess that Nancy and Ann were the same person but the ladies were sure you wouldn't, so we made a bet. If they lost they agreed to remain at our beck and call until you left on Sunday."
 
   I laughed and told them about the convoluted question Ann, I mean Nancy, asked me which included more than just tonight's frolic, so it seemed she already knew she was going to pay the price for doubting my insight and perseverance. I asked Bill what he would've lost if I hadn't guessed correctly and he mumbled, "Let's not go into that." So I didn't.
 
   Then I said, "I think I know which art exhibit they want to go to, and to be honest, I'd like to see it too so I have a suggestion. First of all, Debbie, do you still have the sandpaper panties you told me about?"
 
   She was suspicious but answered, "Yes."
 
   "And do you only have one pair?"
 
   Another affirmative and I asked my final question. "Would it be difficult to make another pair?"
 
   This time Bill, who saw where I was going, answered, "Not at all. I still have plenty of sanding grit and the rubber cement and since Debbie's are probably in need of a retread we can have the women spend part of tomorrow morning preparing their new and rather uncomfortable garments for our excursion. And to make sure they get the most benefit from them ..."
 
   I interrupted, "Wait a minute. This is my suggestion so let me finish that thought. The panties won't be worn until just before we leave and they'll be covering two freshly spanked rear ends."
 
   Debbie winced at the idea but Bill smiled as he said, "Just what I was going to say. Wait till you see how they jump when we give that area a little swat or even a normally gentle squeeze. It'll be great fun to see them try and maintain their composure when we're in the gallery, so it's settled."
 
   Debbie complained mildly, "I'm not so sure it's going to be as much fun for Nancy and me but we lost the bet fair and square, and one way or another our bottoms were going to get a lot of unpleasant attention tomorrow afternoon anyway. We might as well enjoy a little culture while you remind us of our roles. Now, I don't have to obey orders until later and if you two don't get out of my kitchen this minute you're not going to have any dinner. Scoot!"
 
   When Nancy Ann arrived a little while later the first thing Debbie said was, "Wait till you hear what these two have planned for us tomorrow." She proceeded to tell all and Nancy Ann's face showed the same grimace we saw on Debbie's earlier. But she was just as stoic in her reluctant acceptance of our decree.
 
   By the way, although I knew her as Ann while I've been working with her the last few weeks I decided to go along with her relatives and call her Nancy. This seemed most appropriate since she was, in essence, going to be a totally different woman than the one I knew in just about all respects.
 
   She had an overnight case with her and I accompanied her to the guest room. The original arrangement was for her to submit to Bill and me on Friday evening only. After that she could easily go home. The extra clothes may be just her tolerant acceptance of the extended stay, and I wondered if she would've spent the night with me if she hadn't lost the bet. My curiosity got the better of me and when we were alone in the room I asked her.
 
   She blushed, which made me think I overstepped my bounds. I had a good indication how she felt about spanking and sex but this question went beyond that. It bordered on more intimate feelings.
 
   I started to apologize for being too forward but she stopped me and said, "No, that's a perfectly valid question. The short answer is yes. It's been over two months since I got my last spanking from Bill, and I've been hinting that I'm overdue for another session. He can really warm up my bottom and between him, Debbie and the vibrators I'm usually quite sated, but there's always been something missing. I usually spend the night in this bed after our games because I don't want to drive while my bottom is still stinging, but it can be pretty lonely. I can't help thinking about Bill and Debbie snuggled together after an evening of exciting sex and wishing there was someone here to hold me and maybe even make love when we wake up. I'm especially looking forward to that with you. To be honest, I was attracted to you from the moment you walked into my office, so you're not just a convenient male to sleep with."
 
   I smiled, held out my arms for her and said, "You're not the only one who's been thinking erotic thoughts about a co-worker. Even if Bill and Debbie hadn't planned on us being here this evening I intended to stay the weekend and ask you out on a date. I could only hope that we would end up in bed and spend hours doing wonderful things to each other and now it looks like things worked out perfectly."
 
   She came into my arms and did her best to look coy as she confessed, "I'm the one who suggested tonight's games. I fantasized about you, which is true, but when Debbie told me about your first night with them my daydreams became more focused. As I said, I was needing a night like this with them and I still do. I like your idea of spending hours here but that's for later. I still want you to treat me the way Bill does on these nights and see that my bottom gets all the spankings you think it needs. The silly business Tuesday night was just that, silliness, but I couldn't wait to feel your hands on me. Tonight I'm yours to do with as you wish and the big difference between you and Bill was clearly defined in my memo."
 
   She meant that little note she passed to me as I left the office. I wouldn't have called it a memo but once a project manager, always a project manager. However, tonight she would shed all those wrappings as well as all her clothes and become a passionate woman whose bottom was certain to get all the spankings it needed.
 
   I held her close and said, "I'll make a deal with you. When we get into bed you are not my personal slave but a special person I want to share pleasure with. However, when it comes to paying off a bet a bargain is a bargain, and when we're not in this room I expect you to do whatever I command. Agreed?"
 
   She nodded her agreement. She felt so soft and fit just right in my arms that I had to make a special request. "Before we go back downstairs, may I kiss you?"
 
   Her lips answered but not with any words and when we separated we both sighed, "Wow."
 
   The dinner was delightful with plenty of chatter and stories about Debbie and Nancy growing up together. In spite of the light atmosphere every time one of us picked up either of the blue salt or pepper shakers we were all reminded of what was on the agenda afterwards.
 
   There seemed to be an air of enthusiastic anticipation after we ate and we all pitched in to clean the dining room and the kitchen and then finally head for the family room. Bill and Debbie went first and the way they held hands was so sweet I couldn't help reaching out and sharing the same soft gesture of affection with Nancy.
 
   As soon as we arrived at our destination Bill asked no one in particular, "Well, how shall we start?"
 
   I spoke up. "There were parts of Nancy I wasn't allowed to touch last Tuesday. I'd like to do that now."
 
   Nancy stood before me, took my hands and raised them to her face. This got a chuckle since it wasn't what Bill or Debbie expected, but it was exactly what I had in mind. I closed my eyes for a moment and let my hands stroke and explore the face I was very familiar with by sight for a full two or three minutes. Then I opened my eyes, moved to what was in effect, my chair and patted my knee.
 
   Nancy moved to my side and when I held my hand up she took it and let me guide her down to the position she was in that night. I once again asked Debbie to raise her cousin's dress until I could grasp the hem and slide it under Nancy. She had already removed her pantyhose some time earlier in the evening so that was a minor deviation from the routine we followed that night. The next step concerned her panties, and following our one night tradition, I got them clear of her bottom and Debbie took over to complete their removal.
 
   Now I could finally see the wonderful bare bottom I only felt before. It was as beautiful as I knew it would be. And so in need of my hand's attention. First rubbing around and then the light tap tour. This time it was repeated five more times and each one having a more significant effect on the color before my eyes. Then the fleshy area that I spent the bulk of my time on previously became my focus again although I expanded my theater of operations to include all of her bottom down to the beginning of her thighs.
 
   I had an idea for the next phase of the evening, and this part of Nancy figured prominently. She knew what she was getting into when she agreed to be in this position with me tonight, so I didn't hold back and it didn't take long for the moans I heard then to escape from the sweet lips I kissed a short while ago. Tuesday's sample was being amplified with each swat, and her bottom was a satisfactory hue when I stopped.
 
   She could've taken a lot more, but this wasn't supposed to be an agonizing punishment for some crime, just some friends that like to give and receive spankings. Besides, I had the rest of the evening and another day and a half to give this part of her more than enough heat and I didn't want to wear her out too soon.
 
   I slipped my hand between her thighs and was rewarded with a different sort of sigh when my fingers found and probed her wetness. I'm sure she would've wanted me to spend more time there but I had other plans, so after only a minute or two of my manual stimulation I sent her back to her feet. It was rather cute the way she immediately fell to her knees and reached for my zipper. You can believe me when I say I hated to stop her, but Debbie was waiting impatiently(?) for us to focus our attention on her.
 
   I asked Bill if he minded me taking charge for a while and he politely deferred all decisions to me. I sent Debbie for one of the dining room chairs. During her absence I moved to another area that was untouchable Tuesday night. I put my hands on the perfect breasts I couldn't help thinking about the last two weeks and was happy to discover they felt soft and firm just like her bottom.
 
   When Debbie returned I told her where I wanted the chair and then politely thanked her as I said she was welcome to sit by her husband and enjoy the show. I had Nancy stand in front of us and slowly remove the rest of her clothes. I commented on the loveliness of the body being revealed to us, and although Bill had seen her naked many times before, he acted like it was the first time she had exposed her charms in front of him and added a few comments of his own.
 
   It took a bit of prodding to get Debbie to join in the discussion but she too was giving her opinions and suggestions on how best to make use of the naked body doing slow twirls and bending in ways that accentuated various parts of her. This appeared to cause Nancy some embarrassment, as it was supposed to.
 
   It was my hands that did most of the guiding as she was put into some very erotic poses, so I had ample opportunity to probe and squeeze wherever I liked. I have to admit that while she was somewhat humiliated to be displayed in this manner she responded favorably to my touch. She was still very wet and her nipples were pointing out like two hard pencil erasers.
 
   I sent her to be fondled by Bill, but it was when she had to offer herself to Debbie's hands that the full impact of being the only unclothed plaything hit home. As I had hoped, Debbie got into the spirit of things and seemed to forget that she would soon join her cousin. She delightedly joined in the fun of making obscene observations and, along with Bill and me, adding more than a few playful swats to the very visible and extremely available bottom attached to the naked woman being passed around. It was part of my plan for the sting in Nancy's rear end to be kept alive and all three of us saw to that.
 
   When Nancy's mortification reached its peak I called a temporary halt to the festivities and said it was time for the next item on the agenda, which was for Debbie to have a few less clothes. She sighed as she realized her fun with Nancy was about to end and stood up.
 
   She reached behind to unzip her dress but I told her to put her hands at her side and let Nancy do the honors of stripping her female tormentor in preparation for a good spanking. Debbie was certainly not against getting spanked and knew a little humiliation came with it, but she was not expecting this. She was not in control of anything and had to stand, twist, and bend as Nancy followed our directions and added a few ideas of her own to make the uncovering of her cousin match her own in a most erotic manner.
 
   When I announced that it was time for Debbie's first spanking she looked to Bill and me and wondered which one of us would get that privilege. I left her in suspense as I recounted the story I heard. The one where Debbie first told Nancy about the special game she played with Bill. I could see smiles on Bill's and Nancy's faces as they understood the nature and direction of my comments but Debbie didn't catch on until I finished. Her look of surprise and shock on her face was exquisite when I told her we were going to relive some of those first moments tonight, and the first order of business was a repeat of Debbie getting spanked by Nancy.
 
   There was some satisfaction on Nancy's part as she took Debbie's hand and led her to 'my chair' but I pointed to the one Debbie had delivered. It was a nice and solid old oak chair with no arms and as Nancy was soon reminded, no cushion. Giving her cousin a spanking wasn't going to be as much fun and she hoped. The reason I had focused so much of my attention on the portion of her in direct contact with the chair and had Bill and Debbie add to it was now apparent. She grimaced as she sat down. I knew it would be uncomfortable and the added weight of another woman on her lap was going to make her gyrations and the spanking even more fun to watch.
 
   At first she was hesitant to do much more than give Debbie a few light swats. Loyalty to her cousin was one possible explanation, but I think it was more the discomfort on her own rear end that was the real reason. The combination of being reminded how Debbie had treated her a few minutes ago and the threat of Bill and I giving her another few dozen if she didn't perform satisfactorily got her hand to come down harder. With further encouragement Nancy proceeded to get Debbie's bottom nice and red.
 
   However, Debbie was not entirely defenseless. She involuntarily jumped a bit after one particularly hard swat and her groan was not the only one heard. Thereafter she wriggled and bounced her body constantly, causing greater stress on Nancy's contact with the chair and therefore increasing her spanker's distress while her own was building. In spite of the discomfort felt by both parties, they began to laugh and it truly became a game.
 
   When Bill and I decided they had enough fun for the moment we called a halt to the spanking and then he reminded them of the next thing that happened that afternoon.
 
   Debbie playfully promised to be Nancy's slave, although we all knew that relationship was not going to last very long. Be that as it may, she knelt in front of Nancy, who opened her legs to allow her servant to lean forward. Bill explained that while they were reluctant at first, he often had them pay homage to each other's sex in this manner. As Debbie's mouth made contact and Nancy pulled her cousin's head tight against her crotch, it was obvious that they had gotten over any unwillingness to engage is this act.
 
   I have to mention that later that night Nancy confided to me that although she experienced orgasms with Debbie, she much preferred the more traditional method of achieving sexual satisfaction. This was just after she and I had done that very thing, but I get ahead of myself. Back to the regularly schedule narrative.
 
   Nancy was temporarily sated, and now it was Debbie's turn. Debbie crawled to the hidden closet where Nancy picked out a favorite vibrator. Then Debbie was on her back exposing herself obscenely as she went to work on herself. It wasn't long until Nancy joined her on the floor and assisted the endeavor by fondling, pinching, twisting and pulling Debbie's breasts. It struck me as somewhat unfair that the two women who were supposed to be our slaves had experienced orgasms while our need continued to grow. But not to worry, that situation was soon to be remedied.
 
   In keeping with our scenario, Nancy's wrists were wrapped in the padded leather cuffs and a few moments later she was suspended from the ceiling beam waiting for the ten strokes with paddle. But first there was the warm-up, which wasn't really necessary since her bottom had been plenty warmed earlier, but tradition is tradition.
 
   Debbie got to return the swats she received from Nancy's hand, but only about a dozen times. Here we left the reenactment of that fateful afternoon. Rather than have Debbie deliver the paddling, the unanimous decision (by the only ones allowed to vote) was that Bill would give Debbie the spanking his hand had been itching to deliver, and I would apply the paddle to Nancy's bottom. The spankings were not entirely simultaneous. Since the paddle was much more effective than his hand, I spaced it out - one solid smack with the paddle every third time Bill planted his hand on his wife's adorable rear end.
 
   When we were finished there were two very sore bottoms and four aroused people. I won't even try to describe how Bill and Debbie joined together, but as for Nancy and me, she was still hanging from the beam and had her legs wrapped around my waist as I gave her the very thing she outlined in her memo. As she requested, it was hard and fast and a mutual delight.
 
   Since we didn't have to try and fit all of their humiliation and spankings into one session that night we decided to retire early. But not before we reminded them that they were to be obedient and available to both of us. Bill explored Nancy's assets while I became reacquainted with Debbie's bumps and valleys.
 
   Then he got the necessary material for the special panties and set them out on the coffee table. He announced that following breakfast the women would each receive a good spanking. I would see to Debbie and he would attend to Nancy. Then they would busy themselves with the material he set out in preparation for our outing. With these final instructions for the night we went our separate ways.
 
   Upon arrival in the guest room I received a kiss that rivaled her previous one and she helped me out of my clothes. More kissing, snuggling, petting, stroking, etc, etc, etc and we fell asleep a few hours later.
 
   


  
 

Saturday and Sunday
 
    
 
    
 
   There's something special about waking up next to a woman. I wanted to just lie there for a while and watch her, but two of nature's highest commands took precedence. First I used the bathroom and then I headed to the kitchen to get the coffee started. Just about the time it was ready I heard the soft pad of bare feet approaching.
 
   My bed partner stumbled in and said, "That's just what I need."
 
   I poured a cup for her and had to chuckle at her appearance. In front of me was a groggy girl with her hair a complete mess. I have to admit that I was partly responsible for that. We did quite a few things last night and those beautiful long tresses played a significant role and, if you don't mind, I'll leave that to your imagination.
 
   With coffee in hand we returned to our room to get cleaned up and ready for the day, but we got a little distracted. She had mentioned something about making love in the morning and since I was feeling magnanimous I indulged her. Wow, did we indulge.
 
   Eventually we made it back to the kitchen freshly scrubbed and squeaky clean to join our hosts. Either Debbie and Bill were late sleepers (which I knew not to be true) or they had also decided to spend a little quality time together before breakfast. Anyway, the opening meal was nothing fancy but quite congenial.
 
   When it was over Bill and I decided the women should clean up the kitchen. After all, what's the use of having slaves if you don't use them? But before we left them to their chores we fulfilled Bill's decree. As he put it, I saw to Debbie's rear end and he took care of Nancy's.
 
   Both women had reported to breakfast nude as was proper for their weekend roles but after a quiet discussion Bill and I sent them to get dressed in casual jeans and pullovers. Except for a few times in Bill and Debbie's first exploration of this activity, all spankings were delivered in the family room with some ritual, and the female clothing always consisted of skirts or dresses that would, of course, be raised and eventually be removed entirely.
 
   Putting them in this mode of attire and performing our macho duties in the kitchen was going to be a new experience for all of us. The women seemed to be of two minds about it. While it's true they expected the spankings and were resigned, if not somewhat eager, to get them, they looked uncomfortable without the security of tradition.
 
   There was ample room and a sufficient number of chairs to let both sets of spankers and their respective spankees operate simultaneously. However, this was going to be the first time I saw someone else spank Nancy and I wanted to be able to watch with no distractions. It wouldn't be fair to the one I was spanking if my mind was somewhere else and not focused on her and her rear end, so I requested Bill to wait until I was done with Debbie. He understood and he sat in one of the chairs with Nancy standing next to him.
 
   I explained to Debbie how she was to prepare herself. It was really quite simple. No erotic strip tease, no cables from the ceiling, no special paddles of other implements, just a simple over the knee hand spanking. My only requirements were that she had to ask for it, lower her jeans and pull down her panties before going over my lap.
 
   Her diminutive bottom showed no outward signs of the previous night's attention so I had a fresh palette which soon displayed a delightfully darker hue. The spanking wasn't as bad as many she had received but it was not a few light taps either. She was there to be spanked and I was there to see that it was done properly. We both satisfied those requirements quite nicely.
 
   I sent Debbie to stand in a corner and was fascinated as Nancy and Bill followed the same scenario. She turned to face him and her normal self-confidence vanished and her voice quivered as she said, "Please give me my morning spanking."
 
   You would've thought this was the first time she had ever been spanked by the way her fingers trembled when she unsnapped her jeans and let them slide down her legs. She acted every bit the young girl getting a spanking for misbehavior. She knew it was going to happen but didn't like it. Her look of consternation as she hesitantly put her fingers into the waistband of her panties and started to pull them down was almost heartbreaking.
 
   The enthusiasm she showed when she went over my lap last night was nowhere to be seen as she lay across Bill's. I know she had been spanked much harder and longer in the past but his falling hand got her to jump from the very first swat. Nevertheless, he did not ease up but gave her a good solid spanking that reddened her bottom and brought tears to her eyes.
 
   Satisfied with our accomplishments we left the women and headed to the garage where we had a great time making lots of noise with the power tools and covering the place with sawdust.
 
   I had an unpleasant surprise when I went back into the house to get something to drink. Debbie was working on the special panties, but Nancy was missing. Debbie told me that her cousin was up in her room and warned me that she was pretty upset. I immediately went there and found Nancy sitting on the bed with her suitcase beside her and tears in her eyes. I reached out but she wouldn't let me touch her.
 
   I eventually got her to tell me what was wrong and her anger came pouring out. It was the incident in the kitchen. She wasn't acting. As much as she liked the spanking games, what happened this morning had taken a direction she didn't like. She was a grown woman who just happened to like getting spanked and she'd be damned if she would let anyone treat her like a naughty child, or even hint that they had a right to punish her in that manner ever again.
 
   Her tirade ended with the pronouncement that bet or no bet, she was going home and it was nice meeting me but she hoped never to have that pleasure again. She stood up, grabbed her suitcase and would've made it out of the room if I hadn't blocked the way.
 
   I wrapped my arms around her to keep her from leaving and fully expected a major wrestling match as she tried to get free. Instead she put her head on my shoulder and started to cry again. I apologized for my suggestion in the kitchen and promised that a thing like that would never happen again.
 
   I could've reminded her that she had some responsibility in the situation. She knew how to say ‘no’ but kept quiet. It was supposed to be a game and nobody wanted it to be taken in the wrong direction. If Bill or I overstepped our bounds all she had to do was let us know and we'd back off. As I said, I could've told her that but she was hurting and needed to vent her anger. Telling her she was partly to blame wasn't going to do either of us any good so I repeated my apology. I added that I would understand if she wanted to leave but pleaded for the chance to see her again. I was going to say more but something prevented me. It was her lips on mine as the suitcase fell the floor.
 
   Now that the immediate crisis was over I asked if she wanted to forego the trip to the art museum, or at least wear her normal underwear. She smiled and said, "No, I want to go, and to be honest, ever since Debbie told me about how Bill would make her wear her special panties when they went out to parties I've wanted to try it myself. There's only one condition. I want you to spank me."
 
   I asked, "Do you mean you don't want Bill or Debbie to spank you the rest of the weekend?"
 
   She smiled and answered, "That's not a bad idea but what I meant was that I want you to give me a little spanking right now."
 
   She stepped back and in nothing flat all her clothes were in a heap and she crawled onto the edge of the bed. Her head and upper torso were flat on the covers and her bottom was raised most invitingly. I had made a deal with her that she was not subject to the rules of the bet within the confines of this room, but this was something else. I wasn't spanking a pseudo-slave but a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.
 
   As far as spankings go this was not my best. I'm speaking of my ability to turn a bottom bright red and set it on fire but then again, maybe it was the perfect one for this occasion. What she really wanted was to feel my hands on her and after only a dozen swats my spanks became gentle rubbing. It was patently obvious what she wanted next and it wasn't my hand. She stayed in the same position but did a lot more bouncing back and forth as I slammed into her.
 
   When we went back downstairs Debbie had finished her new panties and helped Nancy make hers. They were done in plenty of time to work together on a fantastic lunch. Bill and I needed to take showers after our time in the garage and both of us had assistants under the water with us so it was quite a while before we were all dressed properly for our excursion.
 
   We met in the family room for the final formalities before leaving. Much to the girls' relief, we decided the point of the exercise was for them to be little uncomfortable so the spankings were only enough to get a mild glow and a bit of sting. Two women lifted their skirts and went over our laps. In readiness for the special garments neither woman wore any panties so there was nothing to lower in order for Bill and I to commence the warming.
 
   Then they were properly clothed for a trip to the gallery. We had the women parade around the room so they could get a good idea what the afternoon was going to entail. This was a trip down memory lane for Debbie, but new to Nancy and she let on that she shouldn't have been too eager to try it. A token pat and grab and we were ready to go.
 
   As we left the house Debbie said to Nancy, "If you think walking around in these things was bad, wait until you have to sit in the car."
 
   A few moments later Nancy grimaced her agreement with Debbie's prediction.
 
   The art display was wonderful. Beautiful works that almost made us forget what was under the skirts. I'm speaking of the men here. As you might expect, the women had constant reminders. I said 'almost forgot', but it was hard not to remember whenever we saw a tell-tale attempt to find a way to move that didn't increase the irritation.
 
   Luckily for half of our quartet the gallery was pretty crowded and there weren't many opportunities for surreptitious swats or discomforting grabs, but there were a few. And when we did they jumped and quietly squealed just as Bill had foretold. We made a side trip to a mall and for once, the females didn't want to spend forever window shopping.
 
   When we got back to the house we allowed them to take off the panties. Of course, that was the last thing they took off. Our festivities were interrupted when we heard Nancy's cell phone up in our room. She was tempted to ignore it but said nobody ever called her on that thing unless there was an emergency. Sure enough, there was a crisis at her company and they needed her right then. As she got dressed she said, "This is something you could help with. I'll pay your normal billing rate if you like."
 
   I smiled and said I would take my fee out in trade and got a warm smile in return. As we left Debbie was opening the hidden closet. They weren't going to bored while waiting.
 
   Nancy was last seen naked with a red bottom from the chafing sandpaper grit. She became Ann almost immediately as we talked about the nature of the crisis and discussed various solutions. As it turned out, the resolution of the problem wasn't as difficult as everyone feared.
 
   What can I say? I'm good at that sort of thing. Actually, we're good at that sort of thing. The sharing of an intellectual and technical challenge was invigorating and an unbelievable aphrodisiac. When we got to her car I took her phone and called Bill to lie about the extent of the trouble, and that we would probably be all night. I could tell from his chuckle that he saw right through my little deception and told me to have a good time.
 
   I only had a few moments to appreciate Ann's lovely home, and that was while we hurriedly made our way to the bedroom. If anyone wanted to find us all they had to do was follow the trail of discarded clothing. The door with my shorts and her panties in front of it is her bedroom. The noises therein were those of two people attacking each other ferociously.
 
   Once our immediate lusts were satisfied we realized we never had any dinner. We gathered our clothes and went out for a quick bite. The subject of the bet with Bill came up and I had to laugh when I heard what his part of the bargain was if he lost. The important thing was my decision that she had paid her debt in full and was released from further servitude.
 
   That got me a kiss and the promise of a warm bed if I chose to spend the night at her house. We called Bill to explain and he chuckled again as he said, "So why are you telling me this? I knew from your first call that we wouldn't see you until you picked up your suitcase, and Debbie and I are delighted that you two hit it off. Will you be able to join us for lunch before your flight?"
 
   We completed the arrangements and I while I appreciated his concern, I didn't think I needed them to deliver my pajamas.
 
   Ann and I snuggled on her sofa where we had a long talk about this and that and who knows what all else. We discovered a world of things in common (besides our work and our predilection for spanked bottoms of the female kind) and talked into the wee hours of the morning. To be honest we were too tired to repeat our earlier athletic endeavors, but it was very nice to just fall asleep in each other's arms.
 
   In the morning we made our way to the kitchen. She was not the culinary expert that Debbie was, and neither was I, but we wanted this last breakfast together to be something special. So we created a new recipe for muffins. They were terrible but we didn't really care.
 
   Then she really surprised me. First she said, "I know I can trust you and I'd like to try this again but not too hard and it would be best if you didn't say anything."
 
   I nodded an acceptance of her terms and waited to see what she was talking about. It was all I could do not to keep my jaw from hitting the floor as she put a chair in the middle of the kitchen and silently directed me to sit. Then she was at my side with her slacks and panties around her ankles as she simply said, "Spank me."
 
   I knew what she meant about me not speaking. This was a tenuous moment and if I mentioned anything that could be construed as someone punishing a naughty little girl it would all blow up. I took her over my knee and spanked her hard enough to get a pink glow. Her skin was nice and warm and the temperature in the kitchen also seemed to rising.
 
   She told me later I picked the perfect time to stop. We were both turned on but not to the point that we damaged our clothing. I carried her to the bed and slowly finished the disrobing she started. Then she did the same for me and that's where we spent the rest of the morning.
 
   There was a silent sadness when we drove to Bill and Debbie's house to get my suitcase. But then I got to thinking. There was nothing really holding me to my home a thousand miles away and Ann was ample reason to relocate. I asked if she know of any place looking for a guy like me and she stopped the car. Her eyes were bright as she asked, "Do you mean it? Would you like a job here?"
 
   I nodded and she said, "No, what I mean is would you like a job. What you did last night was fantastic. Don't smile like that. I'm talking about what you did in the office. Coupled with the work you've done in the last few weeks I'd be a fool to let you go. Would you be willing to work with me?"
 
   She knew I was teasing when I said I would have to think about it, and a week later I had moved out of my apartment and settled into a small furnished place in town. She offered to let me stay with her but I'm an old-fashioned kind of man and stayed in my little abode. Raw raucous sex is one thing but I was not about to live in sin. My resolve lasted for six months and when I finally moved in it was as her husband.
 
   That time in her kitchen was a special one-time only gift. Ann and I still include spanking in our lives but they're usually delivered in our bedroom and with nothing more than my hand in direct contact with her bottom. However, every so often we pay a visit to her relatives where Debbie, Bill, 'Nancy' and I have a fun evening of special games.
 
   Life is good.
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   The Surrogate Daughter
 
   This is the story of Megan, a student studying for her Masters degree who goes to live with Eva and Fred, a middle-aged couple who were her folks' best friends. Her pseudo family make her welcome and buy her clothes and presents, but it isn't long before Megan realises she is in a deliciously kinky household as she embarks on an ageplay role-playing adventure that involves lots of spanking and humiliation. She is dressed in petticoats and frilly panties to be the naughty little girl they want her to be, and she is lectured, spanked and scolded as a little girl, with bedtime spankings to complete the day. But other times, Eva and Fred dress her as a sexy teen and discipline her appropriately for that age - and always on the bare bottom. The punishment rituals continue and become even hotter when Megan is punished as an adult woman, but first stands submissively as they fondle and stroke her naked body, then displays herself lewdly when the restraints are applied and she is bound and helpless. The dynamics change yet again when Eva and Fred's son Tommy moves back home - not only does he participate in Megan's discipline, he becomes her lover and ultimately her husband. He continues to dress and punish her as a little girl or teen or grown woman and their ageplay relationship flourishes.
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