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PROLOGUE


My introduction to spanking came while I was in college. I dated a guy named Larry for most of my sophomore year. Larry taught me the reasons for a spanking could be more than just punishment. That they could be quite pleasurable, when delivered in just the right way. Even now, I remember him fondly as the best lover I ever had. Sorry, Daniel…

My boyfriend was a big man. A baseball player for the school. Strong, fit, and very aggressive. He was a rough lover that took me to pleasurable places no one else has, even Daniel, my husband of 25 years. Larry had everything you could want. Stamina, girth, willingness, an insatiable appetite, and a certain ‘take charge’ control that appealed to me very much.

We were fooling around one day, late that year. Back then, I liked to be a little ‘sassy’ as a way of showing him I was interested. I would show a little skin, taunt him, make sarcastic remarks about something he said.

In my mind, this was my way of showing my interest in making love. It felt wrong to be upfront about my desires because ‘good girls’ didn’t do that. I didn’t want him to think I was a slut, did I? He-he…

Larry knew exactly what I was doing. Only this time, he felt I had gone a little too far with the teasing. He grabbed my arm, pushing me onto his lap. I was giggling and pretending to get off, expecting he would give me a few playful taps, then take me to bed and fuck me until I couldn’t breathe (his usual approach).

Not this time. He pulled the dress over my hips, rubbing my ass. I shivered, thankful my teasing had worked, until he reached between my legs, tearing my panties off my body.

“What the fuck…” I shrieked, upset that he had ruined a perfectly good pair of Victoria Secrets!

He didn’t care, pressing down harder. “Feeling a little frisky, are we?” he chuckled. “I know just what to do with a slut like you.”

I gasped, worried he might realize that’s exactly what I was, fighting harder to get up. My efforts were futile against his strength, though I didn’t try very hard. This man had opened a new window into my arousal that I didn’t know existed until that moment.

Playfully wrestling against the weight of his arm holding me in place, my giggles told him I wasn’t really upset. At least not until his other hand laid into my ass cheeks with full handed swats, harshly applied. I was shrieking for real now. Pain pushed everything else away as I cried out, begging him to stop.

He refused, telling me repeatedly why I deserved a spanking for all my ‘sass.’

Then something happened to me. Something I wasn’t expecting. I couldn’t believe the strength of the sensations. The pain transformed inside me, sending pulses of pure pleasure straight to my sex. I could feel myself getting more aroused with every strike, more than I could ever remember.

My moans filled his apartment as I stopped struggling, pushing my ass back against that striking hand, signaling my desire for him to continue.

“Oh god… I love this… Please…” I wiggled my ass to encourage more.

He was happy to oblige, covering every part of my ass and upper thighs with swat after swat. I felt like I had always imagined a ‘slut’ should feel, so eager for the sensual pleasures I never wanted it to end. This man had found every sexual button I had and was pushing all of them at the same time!

I writhed in ecstasy on his lap, never wanting this to stop, and unable to even understand the joy that filled me. How did this pain make me so hot?!

Fuck… his cock hardened underneath me. I shoved my body against his rod, whimpering with this overwhelming need that consumed me. Every part of me wanted to yell, ‘FUCK ME RIGHT NOW!’ But I couldn’t do it, still afraid of that ‘good girl’ image going away.

Suddenly he stopped, lifting me off his lap, onto my knees right between his legs. My face was only inches from his rock-hard shaft poking out of his gym shorts. He was as surprised at my reaction as I was.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” he said. I couldn’t believe how quickly I agreed.

“That was so… so…” I couldn’t finish. There was only one thing on my mind. I yanked his shorts and underwear down, driving my mouth on his shaft. I needed that in me so badly.

The spanking experience had lit a fire in me I could barely recognize. I lifted my dress off my body, leaving me only in my bra as I scrambled onto his lap, impaling myself.

I groaned at the heat filling me, like someone had punched an electric rod straight into my very core, setting off an explosion of pleasure. While I pounded myself on his shaft, he unfastened my bra, sucking and pinching my nipples. My breathing became fast and shallow.

“Oh god…” I was as astonished at what was happening to me as he was, tiny whimpers finding a space between each moan.

I shuddered as the climax approached, whimpering my pleasure into the room. My pussy clinched down hard on his stiffness, causing him to grunt loudly. He grabbed my hips, forcing himself in deeper, then let go inside me.

My hips rode him with everything I had as I felt him his seed fill me. Great spasms slashed through my core, a tongue of pure fire as I came, shaking on top of him. The climax seemed to go on and on as he worked himself further upward, making sure my pussy sucked every drop out of him.

Finally, I collapsed against him. My heavy breathing excited my nipples even more as I scraped them against his chest.

His now flaccid shaft plopped out of me. My groan only grew worse at the frustrating exit. I never wanted this to end.

A hand moved to my ass. I screamed at the sudden pain. This was no longer sensual, but actual pain from the tormented flesh he had abused so badly.

“Shit,” he said, moving up to my arms, lifting me off. I stood for fear of what pain might come if I sat down while he shifted me around, examining what he had done.

“Ooh, Sally. I’m sorry I hit you so hard. Got carried away. Shit…”

I wanted to see it. On wobbly legs, I moved as fast as I could to the bathroom mirror. He wasn’t wrong. I could see the deep redness and handprints covering the abused flesh.

“You really gave it to me,” I giggled.

“You’re not mad, are you?”

“Mad? Are you crazy? That may have been the best orgasm of my life!”

He reached into the cabinet, pulling out a cloth to clean us off. His seed was still dripping out of me, running down my inner thighs. Thank god, I’m on the pill!

Regrettably, my euphoria of that night didn’t last. I should have noticed the odd look he gave me as he examined my reddened butt. He hustled me out the door moments later, claiming he had to meet a friend for a study project.

My texts to him over the next few days went unanswered. I thought it might be embarrassment at the bruises he left on my ass. And there was a lot! So I waited to go back to his apartment until the bruising had disappeared.

By then, the damage had been done. He told me he didn’t think we should continue seeing each other, claiming he didn’t want to be tied down. But I knew the truth. It was my unnatural reaction to the spanking. It was just as unexpected for me as it was for him, yet it showed him a window into my true nature.

I accepted his verdict in my very soul. I WAS the slut he said I was. Unworthy of his love. Shame filled me. I rarely dated during my last two years of college, and no one got in my pants.

Four years later, I met Daniel at my office. We dated several months before I became comfortable enough for us to make love. We got married a year later. I never shared how much I enjoyed that spanking with my husband.

The memory of that night remained vivid in my fantasy life, though. It’s just… the shame was too great. I couldn’t risk being rejected like that again. Not by my husband and partner. We eventually had three children and built a life together over 25 years. No amount of pleasure was worth throwing that away.

Yet, as the years passed, the fantasy grew stronger, tormenting me with the need to experience the rush of that orgasm, to feel the pain turn into pleasure again. I read spanking erotica and even tried using a few of Daniel’s belts on my rear while I masturbated. Nothing worked.

Maybe I need to tell my husband about it. We’ve been married for a long time and shared a lot of fantasies with each other. Maybe if I…

No, this one was too far over the top. I needed to let it go.


CHAPTER ONE




“Where would you like to go? Key West? Take a cruise?” I asked. Either of those would work for me. Going anywhere warm in the middle of this year’s exceptionally cold Midwest winter seemed like a good idea.

After we sent our 3rd child off to college back east, my husband and I have been talking about taking some real vacations. You know, to places that may or may not have ‘child friendly’ activities.

We had just passed Valentine’s Day, and we thought it would be fun to get away, just the two of us. Our neighbors had just gotten back from a cruise to the Caribbean. They had fun in the warm climate, though complained a lot about the food and crowds. One night, they told us of wanting to hop in the hot tub for a warm soak. When they arrived, 30 people already crowded the extra-large tub, and more people were waiting in line. No thanks!

I thought his choice would be to find a fun bridge somewhere. I always describe my husband affectionately as a ‘bridge freak.’ Daniel always finds a unique bridge wherever we go, just so he can drive over it. And there’s no bridge in the world more ‘unique’ than the nearly three-hour bridge and highway system that connects the mainland of Florida to Key West, the southernmost point of the country. He’s been talking about driving across the historic Seven Mile Bridge for years. Going to Key West would work for me.

“I have something even more unique,” he smiled at me, sliding a brochure across the kitchen table. I picked it up, pushing away the laptop where I had Key West hotels on the screen.

“Wyoming? Are you crazy? It’s cold there!” I pulled up my phone. It was 26 degrees in Jackson, even colder than where we were, and Yellowstone averaged nearly 200 inches of snow a year.

“Maybe next summer,” I smiled, giving him my best ‘have you lost your mind, but I still love you’ smile. I had that look down pat.

“Not kidding,” he chuckled. “Look at the cabin. Gorgeous. Isolated. No cell phone towers around. It would be perfect.”

“Perfect for what?” I tried my ‘lost your mind’ smile again. It wasn’t working.

“For us to have some sexy fun together. I’ve got plans for that cabin. Won’t be much need to leave.”

“And what would that be?” I giggled. “Something we haven’t done before?” After 25 years, there wasn’t much we hadn’t done. Except… no. I can’t risk it.

“You’ll see. It will be a vacation to remember. If we need to get out, we can ski at one of three resorts around Jackson and see the mountains in their full snow-covered glory.”

“We don’t ski,” I laughed.

“But we can buy sweaters that say we did!” he roared, getting up to grab a beer, handing me a bottle of water. Despite my love for him, his ‘dad bod’ made me certain broken limbs would be our only ‘souvenirs’ from the ski slopes.

“Sure, babe. I get your point,” I grinned, trying to soften my sarcasm as best I could. “Build our entire vacation around an activity neither of us can do. Great idea.”

“It’s more than that. The beauty will be amazing. Besides, in the middle of ski season, the restaurants and clubs will be packed with lots to do. Not that I expect to leave the cabin much,” he said, winking at me.

That wink actually made me feel a little nervous. We had a good love life for people in their late 40s. But judging by our recent performance, I’m guessing we’d spend as much time sleeping as we did humping. My Daniel’s not a multi-times-a-night kind of guy. He has no trouble bringing me to release, but spending 4 days there, doing nothing but that? It seemed a stretch.

“I’m not kidding, babe. This is the place. Look at the interior, with its dominant fireplace and great room, enormous windows facing the mountains. This will be a trip we will never forget.”

I can’t believe I’m even considering this. An isolated cabin, out in the wilderness. No connectivity. What if it snowed, trapping us there? The brochure said the car would park nearly a quarter-mile away from the cabin. We would have to trek up the mountain to get to it, suitcases in tow. We’d have to pack light.

“Okay, babe. Let’s do it,” I said finally. “Building another memory with you is good enough for me.”

And I meant that. We started slowly as a couple, only finding our groove after several years together. Now, he was my best friend and the love of my life. If this is what he wanted, I can tolerate anything for a few days.
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The airport in Jackson, Wyoming, is relatively small, though very nice, and Daniel was right about it being busy. We were in the middle of the ski season. There seemed as many sets of ski bags in the luggage as there were suitcases.

It wasn’t even that cold. Upper 20s. The combination of crisp mountain air, snow everywhere, and mountain vistas made this ideal. We were off to a good start.

I just hoped the cabin met Daniel’s lofty expectations. The way he went on and on, talking about this trip, how much I would enjoy it, I knew he wanted it to be perfect. Hard experience had taught me that reality is often not like that.

We moved from our suddenly too-small home when our third child was born 18 years ago. We looked at many, many potential houses before we found the one we live in now. It was surprising how many houses didn’t look like the pictures online when you actually visited them. Daniel would be so disappointed if this cabin turned out like that.

Thankfully, the landlord had shoveled the long walkway from the parking area and the cabin itself. It was uphill quite a bit of the way. After clearing, the path became an easy walk and relatively smooth so we could drag our suitcases. Daniel had warned me I might have to carry it through piles of snow.

As we came around the ridge to see the cabin… wow! The cost for our week now seemed amazingly low for THIS! It was like something out of a movie. A real log cabin, but not like any a pioneer would have built. It was a massive, rustic mansion, covering the vista of the mountains behind it. A picture window graced much of the front, giving a clear view of Jackson, only 45 minutes away. The green roof looked like those you see in Colorado a lot. Some kind of slate. The front porch and steps offered many places to sit and relax.

We picked up the keys from the mailbox, as instructed. Walking inside, it got even better. So beautiful! The cabin’s great room featured a kitchen and a wall-sized stone fireplace with a roaring fire. The landlord must have done the walkway and fire just before our arrival. A stack of fresh firewood was next to the flame. A note on top told us to call if we needed more wood. He would bring it up. A nice touch.

The back had a deck that went the length of the cabin, with a hot tub on one end and a grill on the other. A table and cushioned seats gave us a postcard view of the Teton Mountains behind and Miller’s Butte on the side.

It was a 4-bedroom cabin, with the master on the first floor, and the other three on a second-floor loft. The master was massive to match the great room, with a bed that was even larger than our king-sized at home. It seemed custom made.

Thankfully, we did some snack shopping before we came up. I was glad now, feeling even more convinced that we would seldom leave, just the way my husband had promised.

“Really nice, don’t you think?” Daniel chuckled, patting the bed next to him. He sat on the edge, taking his boots off. “I think we can get up to some serious mischief on this thing, don’t you?”

“What kind of mischief?” I giggled, cuddling next to him.

He leaned back on the bed, unzipping his jeans, pulling them off, wiggling his flaccid shaft at me.

“Looks like Little Danny is having some troubles,” I smiled, tapping it lightly.

“Nothing that a little of your special attention won’t cure.”

That man was crazy, but I loved him. I pulled my clothes off quickly, hopping on the bed between his legs, driving his shaft down my throat. This felt so good! The idea of doing this for several days, as often as we wanted, unencumbered by civilization, had suddenly gathered tremendous appeal.

As soon as he was hard, I crawled on top, impaling myself on his handsome rod. Leaning forward, I brought my lips to his, finding the same rush of pleasure I always did with my husband.

So many of my friends have told me they seldom made love to their husbands anymore. That’s never been a problem for us. My husband had found a willing partner to marry. If anything, I wanted more than he was able.

We would make love often compared to the other wives I spoke to. Sometimes multiple times a week. I always came while he was in me, had never struggled to find my release in the past. Despite that…lately, at least… I’ve wanted more when he was done. My Daniel is a one-and-done kind of guy nowadays.

Yet he was a sensitive man that knew what I needed. Sometimes he would eat me afterwards. The taste of his own cum did not seem to bother him. Other times, he would throw my dildos on the bed, using them in me until I screamed I had had enough. He was a great lover that never failed to please, one way or the other.

We had five nights here in our Jackson Hole cabin. I carefully packed the dildos in my suitcase, just in case. He-he. But right now, loving my man was all I ever wanted to do. We’d deal with the rest later.

That first night, we ended up spending the entire time in bed. I didn’t even need to use the dildos. Being in this new location seemed to invigorate Little Danny to renewed efforts.

I was glad we had brought some snacks along. We were starving by the end of the night. Surprisingly, there was a lot of food in the cabinets and fridge. The landlord went out of his way to make sure we were comfortable.

In the fridge was a package of KC Strip steaks, with a note. ‘Enjoy the mountain views with some quality Wyoming beef.’

Daniel knew his way around a grill. Pretty soon, despite the crisp night air, we soaked in the hot tub, looking at the beautiful mountains in the background. My husband’s steaks were just as good at home, but the visual splendor of mountains and forest…

Let’s just say I would never again doubt my husband’s recommendations on where to go as the warm water soaked all the tension of our trip to Wyoming away. Winter or not. Even though he had never been here before, it turned out to be just the right place for us.

We made love again, falling asleep in that cavernous bed. This trip was off to a great start.


CHAPTER TWO




For the next three days, we drove into Jackson every morning. We visited all three of the area ski resorts, laughing as we bought a souvenir from every location. The closest we got to a slope was one of those Alpine Coasters at Snow King Mountain. Us old fogies could still enjoy the resorts, don’t you know?! Every resort had plenty of shopping and good places to eat. Festive skiers and their families packed every venue.

We explored the town and visited the Grand Tetons and Yellowstone national parks, even though portions of both were inaccessible in the winter. The breathtaking beauty of the majestic Grand Tetons took my breath away. Its towering peaks stretched towards the heavens and their snow-capped summits glistened in the warm sunlight. The sight of the rugged mountains against the clear blue sky was a sight to behold. As I stood there, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe and wonder at the grandeur of nature before me.

But every day, we would go back to the cabin early. The seclusion and picturesque setting had lit a fire inside my Daniel. He seemed focused on the sensual pleasures more than at any time since our early years. And playfully. He even used my dildos on me several times and had no qualms about braving the outside as he pulled my pants down on the deck late one night, humping me while I leaned across the deck table.

The approach of the cabin on our return from town became some kind of signal for his desire. He could barely keep his hands off me. One time, he stopped me halfway up the path. He unzipped my jacket, rearranging my clothes so only my breasts were exposed.

I was laughing at what he was doing until he walked away, expecting me to follow like this. It was cold! My hands came up, intending to end the fun, when he gave me a hard look I had never seen on my husband before.

“No,” he said sternly. “Leave them exposed.”

His dominance thrilled me. I followed him up the path, feeling my girls bouncing against the cold. They were chilly, but my nipples were hard with the arousal of what might be coming. I loved it when my husband took control in the bedroom. Always had. I could tell he was in the mood for something special.

I wasn’t wrong. When we got into the cabin, he pushed my face down on the kitchen table, yanked my pants down, and gave me a delightful hard fucking. I gave myself to him completely, pushing back against his thrusting with glee, screaming for him to do me harder… harder…

I came and came.

We collapsed in bed later that night, both of us knowing we had crossed to some other level in our lovemaking. I cuddled up against him, feeling the love we shared so strongly.

“I like it,” I told him, “when you take charge like that. You can do that any time you want with me. Really turns me on.”

“It wasn’t too much? Didn’t want to hurt you.”

“That didn’t hurt… at least not in a bad way,” I smiled, kissing him softly on the lips. “Got me very excited.”

Spanking filled my dreams that night. Dreams of going over Daniel’s lap, feeling his hand slamming against my flesh. Maybe I should tell him…
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The next day, we didn’t go into town until nearly evening. Not making love. Just enjoying some down time together. I read a scorching hot spanking story on my Kindle and he looked at travel books for the area. All day, he kept the fire roaring and insisted I not wear any clothing. Not him, just me. After the previous night, I was eager to do anything to keep him in this mood.

It was surprisingly arousing to be naked when he wasn’t. It felt deliciously submissive, like I was choosing to make myself available to him for whatever he wanted. And it worked! As the day went on, I got more focused on what he might do… what I WANTED him to do. I made sure my breasts and sex were pointed toward him, and sat with my legs spread in a most unladylike fashion. He refused to touch me. It was most infuriating.

Daniel insisted we bring nice outfits with us. That evening, we dressed up for a romantic dinner at Cafe Genevieve. I’ll give this to Jackson, for such a small town, they are VERY proud of their food. The prices were off the charts more than I had expected.

During the meal, I suggested to Daniel that we stop at a grocery store and pick up something so we didn’t have to eat out every meal. The way these prices were, we might need a second mortgage to pay for the rest of the trip, I joked.

That got him laughing. “We’ll be fine. No need to worry.”

The dinner was scrumptious, but not too much. On the way back to the cabin, all the arousal that had grown during the day needed an outlet. I even thought about taking my panties off in the car, playing with myself in front of him. But before I could do that, he asked me a simple question.

“Do you have fantasies?” he asked, touching his hand on my thigh.

“Sure, doesn’t everyone?” I said. Why would he ask me that now? My fantasy is to have him take me up to the cabin and fuck me like he did last night.

“Tell me some of yours,” he asked softly.

“Daniel, we’ve been married a long time. Do you really have to ask? We’ve done a lot of pretty randy things.”

“Of course… but surely there’s something you haven’t shared yet, a fantasy that really gets you going?”

“Can’t think of anything.”

“Sally… come on. I expected more honesty from you. It’s time you told me the truth, don’t you think?”

“What do you mean by that?” I said, an anger growing. Why would he accuse me of lying about that?

He reached into the back of the rental car, pulling my tablet out of his backpack. I blanched in the passenger seat. Had he been on my Kindle?

“Last October, when the new Reacher came out, I did it as an eBook, instead of hard cover. It seemed better to save some trees. Guess what I found there…” I knew what he found. My spanking stories.

I didn’t know what to say. For the last 25 years, I had kept that memory of Larry buried so deep I pretended it didn’t actually exist. I said nothing, staring at the road going by.

Even in the dark, this state is beautiful. The sky up this high, unencumbered by light pollution, had a mesmerizing quality. The stars seemed to glitter with the atmosphere. And the black mountains in front only highlighted the stars more, providing a black outline of their majestic height against the cosmos.

Yet none of that mattered now. I was trapped.

“I’m waiting,” Daniel said.

“What do you want to know?”

“I want to know one thing. Why have you kept this from me for so long? After all our years together, why couldn’t you trust me? Jesus, Sally. Not sure how to take that.”

“It’s not about you.”

“Then who’s it about? My wife has this hidden desire to be spanked, and she doesn’t think I might want to know that?”

“I didn’t want you to lose respect for me.”

“WHAT? Because you want to be spanked? Big whoop! We might have had some problems if you wanted me to pee on you or something, I might have wondered. But spanking? Look how many stories you’ve found. Not all that uncommon.”

I knew he was covering his hurt with sarcasm. Yet that fear returned to my chest. The rejection from Larry still cut me deeply. How can I tell him how wanton I got? That terror of rejection gripped me. I had no defense against it.

Tears slowly fell down my face. “I’m sorry, my love. It’s a long story. Hard to explain.”

“We have another 40 minutes in the car and the rest of the week. Time to get this in the open. 25 years of hiding is enough.”

“Please promise you won’t reject me because of this… because I’m such a slut.”

“Slut? Ahh… what? Sorry, babe. I’m… I’m a little confused. Are you even remotely thinking I would consider that a bad thing? Have you gone crazy in your old age?” His soft chuckle only made it worse.

His hand fell to my thigh again, stroking gently. “Come on, Sally. How many of our friends have a wife still interested in sex like you are? Not many. Have I ever said to you it’s too much? You know I haven’t. I love the way you are.”

We drove along the road. I didn’t speak. My mind was in a whirl of worry. What should I say? Should I tell him about what happened?

“Look, I know I’m not enough for you,” he said. I turned to stare at him, shocked that he would think that.

“You are plenty for…”

His hand went up for me to stop. “It’s true, and you know it deep inside. I’m seldom up for more than one go a night, even though you need more. That’s why I eat you and use the dildos. I WANT you to have a satisfying sex life. Why would I care what gives that to you?”

There was a truth in his words that brought regret to the front, making my tears flow. He had always been so loving, so thoughtful and generous with me, giving so much of himself. And this is how I repaid him?

I had to admit, it was more than being generous. It was his fundamental nature, and why I loved him so much. He was open to my sexual ideas, always finding new ways to keep our love life interesting. I had never experienced rejection from him.

Except when I demanded he try a beet salad. That was a full FUCK NO on the beets.

“I’m so sorry, babe. Something happened before we met… in college. It shamed me.”

“Okay,” he said, the hurt plain on his face, but even now, he did not want to push me too hard. “If you don’t want to talk about it, relive that moment. I understand.” He took my tablet, tossing it in the back seat. “I hope you know by now that you can trust me… if you ever want to talk about it.”

“It’s not like that, Daniel.”

“Then tell me how it is.”

So I told him. About Larry, how he spanked me, and how aroused I got. Of Larry rejecting me right after that, thinking I was too weird. How I loved Daniel so much, I couldn’t take the risk of him doing the same.

“Now, you have me a little confused,” he smiled. “It’s obvious that our relationship is on a knife’s edge. This revelation may be the last nudge that tears us apart. You must know that.”

He was teasing me now. “It’s not like that,” I said again, smiling for the first time since this conversation began. “But I…”

“No ‘but’ is allowed here, babe. I love you with everything I am. And I have worked to prove that to you every day. You’re stuck with me for life. Or as long as you’ll have me. Spanking or no. As long as I don’t have to eat those fucking beets you love, I’m good. Let’s face it, if I didn’t reject you for that, then I’m certainly not going to do it because you like your rear swatted.”

That got us both laughing just as we pulled into the parking area down the mountain from the cabin.

All conversation stopped as we looked at the task in front of us. In the daylight, walking this path to and from the cabin was scenic and fun. In this high mountain pitch black, we suddenly realized we were in the middle of the wilderness where wolves, bears, and mountain lions roamed free. Even on this clear night, the prospect of walking several hundred yards had us both staring into the darkness.

“Let’s talk about this later,” Daniel said, pulling out his phone. “Use your phone’s flashlight. The two phones should give off enough light to keep any of the wild animals away.”

He got out, grabbing his pack from the backseat, stuffing my tablet back inside. He came around to my side, his phone flashlight showing where to walk. I pulled mine out. It was already at 25% battery because of all the pictures I took. I hoped that would be enough.

Daniel illuminated the path ahead. I took his arm, merging my light next to his. We made our way at a fairly fast clip.

All the way to the cabin, guilt flooded into me. I knew he was right. If we hadn’t formed enough of a bond for me to be honest with him now, then we never would.

My hand gripped his arm harder. He knew this wasn’t because I was afraid. I had decided. This man and I had merged more than our light sources. We had set our paths together many years ago. Now was the time to make it real.

“I really liked it… the spanking,” I started. “REALLY liked it. It made me cum harder than I can ever remember. But after Larry rejected me, it just got buried so deep, I was afraid to let it out again.”

He chuckled. “That wasn’t so hard, now was it?” He paused a moment. “Now get out! I never want to see you again. That is SICK, I tell you. SICK! Beyond the pale…” He couldn’t even get that out without laughing, pulling me into his arms. “You silly woman. Now and forever. You and me. Understand?”

I had never felt more love for this man. I hugged him tightly. “It’s funny,” I said, staring up at his shadow in the dark. “Having it out in the open now… I feel silly having hidden it from you.”

“Good,” he smiled. “It was pretty silly. Spanking? Even without knowing the guy, it’s clear his rejection had nothing to do with spanking. You were 20 years old back then. That guy was just a jerk.”


CHAPTER THREE




We finally made it back to the cabin, walking up the steps. Daniel guided me to sit on the rocking chair on the front porch, looking at the feint lights of Jackson in the valley far below. Life seemed good at that moment. Until…

“So you want to try it?” I asked, trying not to show too much enthusiasm.

“I don’t know. I love you a lot. But the idea of hurting you seems… too much. We’ll have to think about it. In the meantime, maybe we can come up with something else.”

Not sure what that meant, but I hoped he would reconsider. It seemed silly to have bared my soul with this deeply hidden desire, only to have that need crushed by a husband unwilling to even try it.

“Let’s go to bed,” he said. “I know someone that needs to get fucked.”

“And who do you have in mind that could provide that service?”

He picked me up, wrestled with getting the door open with me in his arms, and dropped me in the middle of the sofa.

“I think you should take your clothes off. I’ll keep the heat going. Your job is to stay naked so I can have you whenever I want. Work for you?”

“Do I have to start calling you ‘Master’ or something?” I giggled.

“We can work on names later. For now, just call me ‘Mr. Good Fuck.’ That’ll work.”

He was tickling me now, pulling my clothes off. Next thing, I was shivering under a blanket on the sofa while he stoked the fire. Soon, the room was warm enough for me to walk around naked again.

So I did. Remember, I’m a 48-year-old mother of three college students. Not your svelte young lady with perky, firm breasts and a flat stomach. My breasts sag like my age. My stomach was not as flat as it should be, though I’m not too overweight, thankfully still on the lower side of curvy. But if my husband wants to see me naked, then I’m good with that. We’ll work out the rest later.

We made love that night, another two banger for Mr. Good Fuck. Earning his new name! He really seemed to be ‘energized’ by the thought of our time in the cabin.

The next morning, neither of us got up early. Daniel was still zonked, so I got up quietly. The fire had gone down to bare embers. I wrapped a blanket around me, coaxing the fire back to its former glory. Once the room heated, I threw the blanket off, starting some coffee.

It was still a little chilly, but the coolness on my bare skin just made me more aware of what I was doing. I was choosing to stay naked for my husband, telling him he could use me as he wanted. That thought… of being somehow submissive to his desires… sent a thrill through me as I realized this was what I had wanted for a long time.

When Daniel came out, seeing me still naked, he tickled me, playfully pinching my nipples as he wrapped his arms around me. I purred in his embrace, feeling the joy of the choice I had made.

“All this talk about spanking really got you going last night,” he chuckled.

“Me? I wasn’t the one raring to go over and over. You’ve made me a very satisfied woman this morning.”

“Oh, I think we can do better than that,” he said. He walked back into the bedroom, returning with my tablet. “Show me the stories that really get you going. We can read them together.”

Into mid-afternoon, I took him on a tour of my spanking erotica collection. I had accumulated quite a stash. My stories included everything from strictly discipline-oriented tales of ‘schoolgirls gone wrong, needing correction,’ to hardcore BDSM, where every imaginable instrument is applied to a bound woman’s exposed rear while she’s unable to stop it.

The idea of sitting here naked next to my husband, showing him how hot I got thinking about being spanked, seemed liberating somehow. As if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

One of my favorites made me shiver as he glanced through it. The one about a husband who arranged a ‘bull’ to come over to do the spanking he couldn’t… or wouldn’t do for her. The bull blistered her ass, then humped the woman hard. Right in front of her husband. It always got me going.

The funny part? My husband seemed to know this story, like he had read it before. He skipped through the story portions, right to the sexy parts. While he read the scene where the woman straddled his lap, unable to quash the fever of need, driving his cock into her, Daniel’s hands were all over me.

“This really gets you going, doesn’t it?” he smiled, a finger tracing down my slit. There was no hiding the moisture that had already gathered there.

“Does that upset you?”

“Not even close.”

He grabbed my hand, pulling it to his shaft, already hard against my grip. This scenario got him going too? I shivered next to him, my nipples throbbing with the remembered feelings that wouldn’t go away.

Better fix something to eat. I smiled, getting up, refreshing our coffee. The landlord really had been generous. We had all we needed for an excellent ‘breakfast at dinner’ meal, including eggs, bread, and the makings for pancakes. I had gotten so aroused at the reading that I just needed to keep busy. I grabbed the bread out of the cabinet, putting a couple of slices into the toaster.

The torment between my legs wouldn’t go away. My husband’s reaction had gotten me so hot I kept pressing my thighs together, trying to keep it going.

Daniel noticed. He came up behind me, pressing his body against mine, reaching around, slowly circling my clit with a finger.

“What I want to know is what part got you so hot?” he asked, pressing his full body against my naked frame. His lips nuzzled against my neck. He had pulled his rod out of his gym shorts. I could feel his erection riding up between my ass cheeks. “Was it the spanking… or the fucking that followed?”

I shuddered. The fantasy he was building infected my desire. “What do you want it to be, Mr. Good Fuck?” I giggled.

“I think it’s both. Getting fucked after having your ass blistered is the magic combo for you. Yes, I think that’s what you really desire.”

His finger had me rocking back and forth against his rod. Images of being laid over his lap, full handed swats making me scream with the pain, only to have him throw me across the kitchen table, fucking me hard. Oh, yes. That had me going.

<knock> <knock>

Shit! That was the front door. Someone’s here.

“Better go answer,” Daniel teased, pulling away from me. I barely heard what he said as I sprinted for the bedroom, not wanting whoever was at the door to see me so naked and aroused.

I heard some words, my husband inviting him in. They chatted while I frantically went through drawers, trying to find something to put on. I finally settled on a long-sleeved shirt and a pair of sweatpants. I walked back into the great room, only then realizing I had forgotten my underwear. Too late. My nipples were hard and poking out of this thin shirt, clearly visible to our visitor.

My husband was having a conversation with a very large man, who dropped an overnight bag next to the door. He was younger than us, maybe late 30s. Not sure. His shock of black hair and a full beard stood on top of over six-feet of solid muscle. His red plaid shirt and jeans could not hide arms like tree trunks and his broad, muscular chest. What was he doing out here?

“Sally, good…” Daniel guided me over closer to our visitor. “This is Hunter, our landlord and owner of this property. He came over just to make sure everything was up to what we expected. This is my wife, Sally.”

I reached out, receiving his extended hand. The grip was firm, but tender, as if he was holding back to make sure I was comfortable.

“It’s a wonderful place,” I said. “Thank you for making it available. We’ve had a such a good time.”

“So I’ve heard,” he smiled.

His look at me was way past suggestive, as if he knew EXACTLY what we had been doing. It was like a predator ready to pounce. That gaze lingered so long I looked over at my husband to see if he was going to do anything about it. He didn’t. Worse, Daniel seemed to pull back, moving to the other side of this man. Hunter took a step closer to me. I tried to step back, but quickly pressed against the kitchen cabinet, unable to escape.

Nervously, I invited him to join us for coffee, that I was just thinking about fixing something like a late-day breakfast. “Thanks for all the supplies, by the way. Very considerate.”

“My pleasure. I knew having some private time was a goal of the trip.” How did he know that?

We chatted a little, but that hard gaze continued. Daniel didn’t seem to notice or care. This man’s continued hard focus on me was making me a little nervous, actually. I turned to the toaster, pulling out the bread. I had to hide how my body was responding. My nipples throbbed, threatening to tear through this thin shirt. I crossed my legs, worried the gathering arousal would show through these light gray sweats.

What was going on? Why was this guy having such an impact on me? And why wasn’t my husband doing anything?

I brought the bread over to the table, arranging the food, returning with plates, silverware and napkins.

“How about some jelly, babe?” Daniel said. “That would sure taste good.”

“Don’t be silly, Daniel. You know we’re trying to watch our weight. I…”

An enormous hand reached over, grabbing my arm. Before I even knew what happened, he had pushed his chair back, pulling me down across his lap. One arm pressed me down, preventing any movement, while the other yanked my sweatpants down to my ankles.

I shrieked, knowing this left me totally naked to this man.

“What are you doing?” I yelled, my eyes staring at my husband, who remained seated, watching.

“That’s no way to talk to your husband, now is it?” Hunter’s booming voice barked at me. “I think she needs to be taught some respect, don’t you, Daniel?”

“I do believe she does. Quite rude.” That knowing smile of his caught my attention until pain slashed into me with a hard swat on my exposed rear. More followed.

<swat> <swat> <swat>

I squirmed, screeching for him to stop, to let me go. I was powerless to get away. The man was just too strong.

<swat> <swat> <swat>

Oh god… no… not right in front of my husband…

I couldn’t stop it. The arousal my husband had stoked all morning with those stories filled me. My screams became something else. I groaned as he continued the spanking, my body shivering on his lap. A shock filled my awareness, pulling me away from the pain. The largest cock I had ever felt was growing hard against my side.

I turned toward Daniel, flinching back when I found him kneeling right in front of my face. The spanking did not stop. No, they came harder. Full handed swats of pure torment.

Daniel nodded to Hunter. The spanking stopped, becoming a massaging hand that sent me even higher. A moan came out of me just as my husband took my face in his tender hands.

“Honey, we need to talk.”


CHAPTER FOUR




“I’ve known about your spanking fantasy for a long time,” Daniel started. “I wanted to give it to you. Really did, but… I’m sorry, babe… I just don’t have it in me to hurt you. That’s why we came to this cabin.”

My confused look must have been comical because he smiled at me. That smile was so full of love that I relaxed, no longer fighting Hunter’s firm grip. Understanding oozed into me. My husband must have been involved in making this happen.

“Hunter is not just the owner. He’s also a bull. One that gets off on spanking as much as you do. We’ve been chatting online for a while. This seemed a good time for us to get together.”

The man’s massive hands were driving my arousal higher, as he expanded his massage down to my upper thighs, teasing closer to my opening. Oh god… he was doing this right in front of my husband, and I was letting him!

“You see, I have a confession of my own to make. I have a hidden fantasy, too. You want to be spanked. And I’d like to see that too. But what I want to watch is you getting fucked by a gigantic cock, and listen to you scream your pleasure into the room. I figured, why can’t we have both?”

Gasping, my eyes locked on my husband. “We came here just for this?”

He ignored me. “Now you have a decision to make. Hunter has agreed to stay with us for the rest of the week. During that time, you are his to use as he sees fit, including the spanking you so desire… and anything else he wants. He promises to take it as far as you are willing.”

“Willing?” I said, still in disbelief.

“Your stories only start with the spanking. They always end with something more. The ones you really like always begin with being punished, but end with the lady getting fucked very hard. You must have thirty of that scenario in your collection.”

“You want me to make love to him in front of you?”

“Well… Hunter… I don’t think he’s much interested in making love. What do you think?” he said, smiling up at our guest.

“Not forcing anything on anyone,” he said in his deep voice, “but I lean more to the aggressive end of the spectrum. Prefer to be in control.”

“Win-win, right?” Daniel chuckled. “Dominant and willing to spank. Just like you want. That’s not me, not at all. I thought you might enjoy a little change-up. Let the slut out to play while we’re here.”

Hunter’s hand had been massaging my ass cheeks and thighs. As my husband continued talking, that massage became more intimate, moving lower, focusing on the space between my legs. I was squirming again, but not trying to get away. The words and his strong hand had gotten me seriously aroused.

“Hunter and I have settled on a safeword. You know what that means?” I nodded. “Red. Your safeword is red. If you say it, we both agree to stop what we’re doing. Isn’t that right, Hunter?”

“Yes,” the stranger said. “Use it wisely. If you use your safeword, I will pack up and leave. Our playing will be over.”

Playing? My eyes pleaded with my husband. Did he really mean…

“Yes, I mean everything. No restrictions,” he smiled. “This is your and my fantasy come to life. You’ve wanted to be spanked. It makes you very excited. And I want to watch you get fucked, which we both know you enjoy very much. Why not have both?”

A finger pressed between my vaginal lips as Hunter’s thumb circled my clit. I could not hold back my groans now. But there was something I needed to say.

“Will you still love me when you see me… like that? Such a slut?”

Hunter’s booming laugh filled the room. “Babe, you think he brought you all the way here so you can pretend? He knows you. You ARE a slut. Your man accepts you the way you really are. Why try to hide it?”

“This is just between me and you and Hunter,” my husband assured me. “No one else in our real lives will know anything about it. You’re free to be whoever you want for the rest of the week. Shy maiden, lustful slut, pain freak, base submissive. Whatever you want. I will accept anything, as long as you are getting the pleasure you want.”

Hunter’s fingers left me whimpering with need. I started squirming again, but not to get away. His fingers pulled out abruptly. I mewled in frustration. He helped me off his lap. I stood in front of those two men, still shocked at what had happened. Aware again of how naked I was with my pants around my ankles.

“What will you do?” I asked my husband.

“I plan to watch a lot. Join in some. A little spitroasting or DP might be fun. You never know. Maybe hearing you scream while he spanks you might get me in the mood to try it myself. I’ve always fancied a little cleanup. Not sure why. Maybe because I know how it got there,” he chuckled.

“Do you accept this plan? Willing to do whatever we want for the weekend?” Hunter asked.

Before I could answer, Daniel looked at me. The warmth in his eyes told me he was serious now. “You understand this is just roleplay, right, my love? We’re doing this to fulfill a fantasy, nothing more. No real force will be involved, though I’m hoping the big guy here will make you think there is. It’ll always be pretend. Anytime you want to stop, we will. Okay?”

I nodded. Daniel stepped around the man still sitting in the chair in front of me, taking me in his arms. My pants were around my ankles, leaving my trimmed bush clearly visible. I barely noticed. The shame and humiliation of being naked in front of a stranger had given way to something else. My eyes were fixed on Hunter and that log now pushing at his jeans.

“With my whole heart, I want you to have this,” Daniel finished, kissing me gently. “Let go,” he begged me. “Be whatever slut you have inside. Give yourself to him, enjoy the pleasure. I will not love you less or think differently about you. I set this up just so you can do this. To finally be free of this memory that has haunted you.”

He reached down, helping me step out of my sweatpants, and reached up to remove my shirt.

I was standing in front of both of them, totally naked. I felt every sag and bulge, but none of that mattered any longer. My body had decided, even if my mind was a little slower coming around.

“Do you agree… to be our slut for the rest of our time in the cabin?” my husband asked softly, pinching a nipple while he said it.

I turned, kissing him with all the passion I felt. “Yes, my love. Yes.”

“Good. Here’s your first task. Take his clothes off, then lay your body across his lap. There will be no surprise this time, or a question of why you are there. You will go down on that lap, knowing what is coming. This time, it will be your choice alone. Take the chance, babe. This is the moment you have been yearning for all your life.”

I shuddered, knowing the truth of it. All veils had been lifted. My dripping gash and hard nipples told the men exactly what I was feeling.

Hunter stood, holding his arms out on either side. I knew what he wanted… what my husband wanted.

Every instinct I had told me to say ‘No!’ To run back into the bedroom until this man had left. My stiff nipples, pointing into the room, revealed the truth. Fear grew as the realization of how much I wanted this took hold. I knew… once I let this slut out of its tightly held cage, it would be very hard to put it back in. Did I want that?

I reached back, touching my rear, still a little heated from his earlier abuse. Desire to feel that again had me in its grip. That painful introduction had awakened something in me that refused to go away.

My feet, as if of their own accord, stepped forward. I unbuttoned Hunter’s flannel shirt. My eyes kept flicking back and forth between this man and my husband. Daniel had been right. There was something about this act, my having to take his clothes off without help, that dragged my slut ever closer to the surface. The need for him to touch me… that way… crowded every other thought away.

His shirt yielded open to my hands, running across his pale skin. The tactile feel of his light chest hair on those hard muscles sent shivers through me. Delicious shame flushed my face as I ignored my husband, reaching up to kiss Hunter for the first time. He shrugged the shirt onto the floor, taking me roughly in his arms.

It had been over a quarter-century since another man had touched me. Only now, I felt like a schoolgirl just discovering sex for the first time. Our lips locked as his hands went wherever he wanted. Every touch sent butterflies through me.

My hands went down, unfastening his belt. They trembled with the excitement of what I was doing. Hunter pressed lightly on my shoulders. I knew what he wanted, dropping to my knees. There it was. His massive shaft looked like a salami roll, extending the fabric of his jeans, demanding release.

I traced along its shape through the jeans, looking back at my husband. My hand clasped the shaft firmly.

“Is this what you want? To watch me take this?”

“Yes… whatever he wants… I want to watch you give in to his every desire,” Daniel said, his excitement so palpable he could barely get the words out.

All I did was nod, finally making that last commitment inside. The zipper came down. I reached to his hips, feeling the jeans and underwear slide down his hips until his shaft bobbed like a spear right in front of my face. It held my attention as I licked the tip. Hunter wasn’t ready for that, apparently.

“The rest,” he said firmly.

Leaning down, I loosened his boots, pulling them off, socks next. He lifted each leg, allowing me to remove the jeans. My head snapped right back to his shaft, licking up the length, eager to take it in my mouth, my hands massaging his balls. I had always enjoyed blowjobs, even if I didn’t much care for the taste of what came after.

“There will be time for that,” Hunter chuckled, giving a gentle tug on my hair, bringing me back to standing. “Not yet…”

My mountain man sat back in the kitchen chair. His shaft stuck out of his lap, still wobbling with the movement. There was only one thing on his mind.

“This is your moment of choice,” he said, tapping his thighs. “Your chance to get what your husband knows you want. The question is: what do you want? Are you willing to be at our disposal for the rest of your time here?”

Shuddering at those words, I felt the tug of my desire even more. I turned to look at Daniel. He said nothing, nor gave me any encouragement. This was all my choice. But I could see the tent in his shorts. I knew what his body wanted.

I turned back to Hunter, stepping closer, trembling at the importance of what I was doing. My insides were barking ‘Do it! Do it!’

“You want this,” Hunter said. “Even I can see that, and I just met you this afternoon. It’s only for your time in the cabin. Allow yourself to be what you really are. You’ve been a good wife to your man here. And he loves you enough to give you this freedom. Accept his gesture for the fine gift it is. Few husbands would make such a loving decision.”

I looked back at Daniel. His hard visage almost betrayed his own desire, but he held steady. It had to come from me. He knew that clearly. And so did I. I leaned forward, dropping across Hunter’s lap. The finality of that decision had my entire body buzzing.

Daniel came around in front of me, gripping me firmly, trapping me on Hunter’s legs, smiling.

“You’ve been a very bad girl. Hiding this from your husband all those years. That requires a punishment, don’t you think, Big Guy?”

“Very much,” he chuckled. “We need to teach her never to hide things from you.”

Everything seemed to catch flame all at once. I pulled against my husband’s grip, wriggling to make sure Hunter’s arm held firmly.

“Please… please… punish me…” I begged.

“My pleasure,” Hunter roared, his hand coming down with a vicious slash.


CHAPTER FIVE




Hunter’s giant hand slashed across my ass cheeks, alternating between them, but never slowing. Five more came. I was whimpering at the painful onslaught, tears flowing down my face.

I felt it. My body’s changes, welcoming the sensations, hungry for more. I relaxed into the position, no longer fighting my partners. A groan came out of my mouth that filled the cabin.

“Do you want to say red?” Daniel teased. I shuddered, knowing what this meant. If I actually didn’t say the word, this man was going to spank me until I could barely move. My sex gushed with exploding need. Daniel must have seen the growing heat as my face flushed with that arousal.

“That’s what I thought.” He nodded to Hunter to continue.

This time I did not fight it. First, a finger traced along my glistening slit. I moaned at the surprising sensations. Then he spanked me hard, 10 full-handed slaps on each cheek. By the time he was done, I was squirming again. This hidden desire, now starkly in the open, had become an unstoppable avalanche.

I pulled against my husband. Not to get away, but to feel my powerlessness as the blows sent those shards of pleasure straight into my sex. He kept going, carefully covering every inch of my ass and upper thighs.

Whimpers, moans, and protests poured out of my mouth. Cries for them to stop, even though I didn’t want him to. I knew they would ignore it all unless I said my safeword.

The pleasure! It filled me, scorching every cell. I wriggled more. Finally, I couldn’t take it. My sex needed to be used!

“Please let go of my arms,” I whispered to Daniel. He immediately released them. I pushed Hunter’s hand away, crawling between his legs. My mouth fell to that shaft, but it didn’t need any encouragement. It was hard and ready. I did it only long enough to get it coated, scrambling onto his lap, my knees on either side of his legs.

I reached down for that glorious tool, guiding into my hungry sex. The groan at his entry had to have shaken my husband. It shook me! My tone was full of desperate need, yet it didn’t even describe how much I wanted him in me.

He was so much bigger than my husband that it took several tries to get him all the way in. But once I had him, my hips bounced, driving me down on him hard. I grabbed his head, forcing my lips on his, unable to even contain this force that had taken control.

Hunter grabbed my ass cheeks with handfuls of flesh. The pain of his spanking had made them tender. This only increased my desperation. Over and over I hammered down on him, screaming as the release pushed upward, seeking its freedom.

My husband came around behind, placing his hands on my hips. He took over my hip movements, slamming me down, then lifting. Hunter’s hands came up to my breasts, pinching and grabbing.

The floodgates opened into an impossibly powerful orgasm. Screaming into the room, my head snapped back, banging against my husband’s chest as the waves of pleasure blew through me.

I collapsed onto Hunter, heaving for a breath that wouldn’t come. My body quivered with the pleasure. But they still had more for me. As soon as my breathing settled, they began again. Daniel picked me up, dropping my sex back onto Hunter’s shaft.

That orgasm had been so intense I could barely tolerate the renewed stimulation. They didn’t care, and soon, my body didn’t either. I was lost in another sea of bliss until Daniel stopped moving me. I settled fully down on Hunter’s log.

I cried out with the shock of Hunter’s hands alternating slaps on my ass cheeks while he was still inside me.

“Fuck me,” Hunter demanded in my ear. “Don’t stop. You are ours to use.”

I could barely believe how I responded. It was immediate. I pushed my ass out for more as I slammed back down. We got into a rhythm. Me driving on that wondrous tool while Hunter’s hands pounded my ass. I came again, then another time. My screams were full of the agony and ecstasy of each orgasm that washed through me.

I was panting now, unable to catch a breath after three of the most powerful releases I had ever had.

“Shush, babe… relax.” Daniel grabbed my hips, lifting him off Hunter. I dropped to my knees, heaving with deep gasps for breath. He hadn’t cum. I needed him to cum so desperately.

Hunter stood in front of me, his shaft still raging with his unfulfilled stiffness. His hand came up, whipping it, pointing the tip at my face. I tried to pull back, not wanting to have that sprayed all over me.

But Daniel grabbed my head, holding it in place. “You are ours for the weekend, to use as we wish, remember? Hunter is going to paint your face, giving you the reward for your efforts. You are going to allow it.”

I shuddered. Something was happening to me. The desire that had driven me onto his lap to be spanked was slowly morphing into a larger yearning to obey… to give myself to my men. After Hunter had given me so many orgasms, obedience was all I could think about.

Daniel let go of my head, expecting me to stay in place. I did, staring at the whipping hand and the tip right in front of me.

His first blast coated my face. Another flew across my breasts. The spitting tip moved closer. I knew what he wanted, opening my mouth. He pumped the remaining directly down my throat. The salty, bitter taste I hated when I gave my husband blowjobs had changed in my mind, becoming sweeter, more satisfying. His seed had become my reward for his giving me the orgasms.

I was shocked by what happened, sitting back on my haunches. Daniel reached around, scooping Hunter’s seed off my face and chest, carefully depositing the cream in my mouth. I gobbled it down like the sweetest nectar.

“You see, my dear, I always knew you were like this. Just needed a trigger to release your inner slut. You are going to give yourself to us while we remain in the cabin. Is that clear?” I nodded.

Hunter reached down, grabbing my chin, forcing my eyes to his. They were hard as granite, not allowing any leeway. “No more of this nodding shit. We want words. When asked a question while we are inside the cabin, you will address us as master. Say ‘Yes, master.’ Or ‘No, master.’ Clear?”

My shuddering got worse, feeling their control of before soaking into a bottomless pit. My mind insisted I obey, to submit to whatever they wanted.

“Yes, master,” I replied. Nothing had ever felt more comfortable than those words. As if I had come home for the first time.

Hunter pulled me to my feet, immediately shoving my chest onto the tabletop. I grimaced at the cold against my breasts. “Your husband has his needs, too.” Five more swats on each ass cheek made me whimper. “That’s for neglecting his needs. It is your job to make sure he has been satisfied as often as I am.”

Another cock pressed into my opening. My body wasn’t used to this much penetration, especially after a huge log like Hunters. But the joy of my submission made me welcome my husband using my pussy despite the soreness.

“Use my pussy, master. Please…”

Daniel is an excellent lover, even if he didn’t have the long-lasting stamina of his new partner. I screamed with two more orgasms by the time he had emptied his load into my welcoming sheath. As his seed slowly dropped out of me, my husband scooped it into my mouth. I eagerly lapped up every drop.

I’m not as young as I used to be. Full exhaustion had set in. Daniel wiped me clean, helping me back to the sofa. I collapsed there, asleep moments later.
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I woke to the sound of a closing door to the deck. Someone had put a blanket over me. Peeking out the door, I saw Hunter pointing out things to see in the mountains. I went back to our room, putting on clothes to join them.

When I walked out on the deck, Hunter turned, a cross look on his face. “In my presence, you must always be accessible, even outside.” He went back in, returning with what looked like a thick blanket. When he unfolded it, I could see it was like one of those full-body pajamas I’d seen advertised on TV. Only, this one had all kinds of holes in it. I wasn’t sure how that would help.

“Take your clothes off,” my husband said. When I reached for the new garment to change, Daniel gave me the same hard stare as Hunter. “Do it right here. Outside.”

There was no one within 15 miles. It wasn’t a modesty issue, but stripping out on the deck would be chilly. The two men just stared at me, expecting the obedience I had promised. Leaving my shoes on, I pulled the jacket and sweater off. My jeans followed them into a pile on the deck.

I stood there shivering while they turned their attention back to the mountains, seeming to have forgotten I was naked out in 30-degree weather.

“Daniel…” I said, pleading for him to pay attention. He ignored my discomfort. I wrapped my arms around my body, trying to stave off the cold.

When they had made me shivering enough, both men turned back to see goosebumps covering my skin. Daniel unfolded the new garment, handing it to me.

Quickly putting it on, I giggled at the purpose of the holes. Two were in the middle of my chest. Small openings with elastic around the edge. I pulled my girls through. The elastic closed around them, leaving only my D-cup breasts exposed to the frosty night air. The skin felt the cold, but I didn’t mind. Like that walk up the path that day. It was fun feeling the tingle on my nipples. I wondered if Hunter had suggested that little path trick to my husband.

It was the back that… shall we say… was problematic. It had too big cutouts with a thin strip of material down the center. This left my ass cheeks fully exposed. Hunter came around, pulling my arms behind me. The sleeves had hooks that allowed the folded arms to be tied in the middle of my back and cinched firmly so I could not move them.

I was totally helpless to whatever they wanted, my breasts and ass completely available through the thick garment. A breeze sent shivers across my sex. I looked down, noticing a small opening in front as well, making me available everywhere.

They positioned me between them, resuming the discussion of the mountains.

It felt odd being exposed in this way, even funny. But it wasn’t uncomfortable. Enough of my body was covered to keep me warm, but the breeze reminded me of my submission, tickling my nipples with every gust.

And you know what? I really liked that. My choice to be exposed in front of them pushed at my submission. Occasionally, they would pinch a nipple or give me a light swat on the rear. I held my chest up, proudly displaying what I had, sags and all. At that moment, my submission soaked into my heart for real. I wanted to be this way… for my men… and for me.


CHAPTER SIX




That evening, we dressed up, heading into Jackson. Hunter’s treat. We hit a couple of fun bars, ending up getting dinner at the Gun Barrel & Game House. Here I tried my first Elk loin. Interesting, though I doubt it would become a regular favorite. Hunter and Daniel both had the 21-day aged beef.

It turned out that Hunter was from California. He had made his money in real estate, and decided he didn’t like what was happening in that state. Selling all his properties, he moved north. He owned several buildings in and around Jackson and a dozen tourist cabins. The one we had chosen was his luxury option, designed specifically for his particular taste in play. He visited online forums to attract partners, bringing them to his cabin.

Daniel had found him on a discussion forum after he discovered the spanking ‘stash’ on my Kindle. Hunter had helped him understand why I liked it. Though, according to both of them, it was my husband that figured out the connection between the spanking and my need to submit to them.

My husband and I had always been active sexually, but Daniel noticed early on my need for him to take the lead in bed. Not exactly submission. I just waited for his suggestion to play. In my mind, I knew some of that might have been because of what happened with Larry and the shame that I felt at being such a slut. Though not really. Having him take charge in bed just seemed more comfortable for me.

Funny, isn’t it, how you separate these things in your mind? I wasn’t submissive at all outside of the bedroom. By this time in my teaching career, I was the Principal of one of the largest high schools in our city. Corralling two thousand kids at an urban high school… let’s just say, no one during my workday would have described me as submissive, that’s for sure.

Even at home, Daniel and I were partners, conferring with each other on all major decisions. Over the years, we each developed our own areas of control and sharing. It worked for us.

Yet now… in Jackson… I had become something completely different. A total slut whose sole purpose in life, for the next two days, anyway, was to offer myself to my men. Something had happened to me.

In the past, I had always thought of my need as a ‘spanking’ fetish. Most of the erotica books I found were listed under ‘spanking.’ And it was always the spanking parts of the story that got me going. Though… now that I think about it… all those stories began with a woman’s submission.

Spanking aficionados prefer the ‘discipline’ side. Stories like a schoolgirl, caught stealing. They offer spanking as an alternative. Or a husband ‘disciplining’ his wife with corporal punishment, usually naked. Or they join a spanking club, where bare bottoms meeting canes are the result. Those can be quite… stimulating.

But for me, it was the more complex tales that kept me coming back. Stories of a woman caught by a marauding band, forced to submit to their desires, spanked when she wouldn’t comply. Or a husband, upset by something the wife has done, uses his spanking to ‘keep her in line.’ These stories always ended with the woman being fucked after the spanking. Oh yes, those definitely got me going!

But this? A willing submissive to men that seemed eager to take advantage of that offer? My body constantly tingled at the very idea of what they would ‘force’ me to do next. As we chatted at dinner, the truth soaked in. I wanted to be ‘forced’ to do their bidding. I wanted what they wanted just as much.

And I had discovered I was willing to do anything. On the way to the car after dinner, Hunter had ordered me to unbutton my blouse, pulling my breasts out of my bra, exposing them to the frosty night air again. Several people saw me walking through the cars like that. I blushed with the embarrassment, but never tried to cover up. There was an odd pride in what I was doing, being so forward… for my men.

Back in the cabin… oh my god! Every sexual thought I had came to life. After we returned from dinner, they made me walk all the way to the cabin without a top on. I was shivering by the time we got inside. Thankfully, the warmth of the fire hadn’t gone down. Hunter barked at me to remove the rest of my clothes. I wasn’t allowed to wear clothing inside the cabin.

On the kitchen table, a set of leather cuffs had mysteriously appeared. Hunter had placed them there on the way out the door, he told me. I stood there while Daniel put them on me. Hunter explained the rest of the evening. I would be bound in whatever position they wanted, and they would do whatever they wanted with me. ‘Including every hole,’ Daniel emphasized.

Daniel and I had tried anal a few times over the years. It was painful and awkward, so we stopped. Over dinner, Daniel had suggested having both holes filled at once might be fun. All I could do was respond with a ‘yes, master,’ as they required. The idea of it sure had my nether reaches tingling.

As soon as the cuffs were on, Hunter walked over to a closet, bringing a small throw blanket. He covered the kitchen table, pointing at me to lean over on my stomach. He fastened my ankles to the table legs, spreading them so wide they could see everything. My wrists found their own connection to the front legs, leaving me bound to the table, unable to stop whatever they wanted.

It was an oddly shaped table. The narrow width allowed my ankles to be fastened and wide apart, yet its short length brought my face close to the edge.

Daniel kneeled in front of me. “Tonight, it’s just the fun stuff for us. You can scream as much as you want… as loud as you want. There’s no one around us for miles. Your new bull loves to hear a woman let go. Remember your safeword.”

Hunter said nothing, speaking with his hand instead. He laid into me, full handed blasts across every inch of my ass and upper thigh. I screamed at the torment, pulling against the bonds holding me in place.

Eventually, my tormentor took a break. I was panting on the table, tears covering my face, but so aroused I screamed into the room.

“Please… please… fuck me… I need something inside me.”

“Okay,” my husband chuckled. He nodded to Hunter behind me.

A cool liquid covered my rear bud. I jumped at the unfamiliar sensation. “Not there… please…”

A hard something pushed into my ring, stretching it wide until it really hurt, then settling in at only being full. I felt the sensual teasing. My eyes closed, enjoying the idea of what was coming later.

“You wanted something inside you,” Hunter roared. “They call it a butt plug. I think you’ll enjoy that.”

A hand tapped my face. I opened my eyes to see Daniel’s hard shaft pointing at me. My mouth opened automatically. He pushed himself inside. My eyes could barely reach up to look at the smile on my husband’s face as he slowly used my mouth.

I gagged repeatedly as he pushed deeper, not caring. That submission to his desire pulled me deeper into its glorious clutches.

“Hunter is worried you’re so new to spanking that we will leave painful bruises. It’s too early for that, he claims.” Too early? I trembled on the table, wondering what they had planned.

“I’m only going to use my hand tonight,” I heard behind me. “Tomorrow night, spanking will have a new meaning for you. I brought some toys along. We’ll see how much you really enjoy it.”

Daniel sat in a chair in front of me. His devilish smile had returned.

“Be careful what you wish for, for you shall surely get it,” he chuckled, just as the slashing on my rear began again. I wailed at the surprise start. How was THIS less painful?

His torment on my tender flesh went on and on, only this time, my spanker would take breaks to drive his hard shaft into me. Occasionally, he would jiggle the butt plug, causing me to groan even louder. When he went inside me, my husband would come up to use my mouth at the same time. This was my first ‘spitroasting,’ I think it’s called. Two men at once.

As soon as Hunter pulled out, typically after I cried out with a startling orgasm, Daniel would sit back down for the return to spanking. This went on and on until Hunter unloaded inside me.

While Hunter used me so viciously, I could see nothing through my tears except my husband. He sat on the chair, stroking his cock right in front of me. It was his eyes… like he enjoyed my experiencing the cycles of pleasure and pain. He wanted me to do this, and not just because he thought I would enjoy it. HE was aroused just as much.

Toward the end, Hunter was jackhammering into me. I sensed he was ready to find his own release. Instead of completing the cycle in my mouth, Daniel sat back, actively stroking with purpose.

A surge of understanding took me, nearly breathless with joy. My pleasure was his! He enjoyed watching me being like this. All that worry about his rejecting me as a slut washed away in that moment of clarity.

“You love watching me be this way, don’t you?”

“So much…” was all he could get out as he held his shaft up to show just how much.

Hunter increased his pace and pressure on the plug. I could barely get the words out. “Looks like… I’m not the only… one that has been… hiding their desire.”

He smiled. “That’s fair. I love you being this way.” He pounded his rod, trying to time it with my receiving Hunter’s blast. “I so love watching you cum hard like this.” His breath struggled.

“Cum for me, my love,” I whispered. “Please… I want you to.”

Loud grunts from both ends focused that submissive need to please into two crystallizing points: my sense of Hunter filling my canal and the white cream flying across my husband’s stomach. My body suddenly convulsed with a climax that rippled through me like an earthquake. I yanked against my bonds. The restraints driving home what had happened, filling my body with ecstasy. I had become the submissive we all wanted me to be. And loved doing it.

When Hunter pulled out, I collapsed on the table. Elation penetrated my every cell. I moaned as Hunter began massaging my tender ass cheeks after his glorious abuse. How can being hurt like that bring so much pleasure?

My men gently pulled the butt plug out, helping me off the table. Daniel rushed over as I struggled to stay erect. Being in that stretched position for so long had left my legs wobbly. Hunter handed me the full-body pajamas from earlier. I put them on, positioning the breasts and ass to maximize my exposure. My husband fastened my hands behind my back.

We walked outside, enjoying the beautiful mountain air. I couldn’t last long out here. Even with this outfit, the temp had fallen to the mid-20s. It was COLD!

I protested it was too cold out here. They didn’t even acknowledge my discomfort. At that moment, I discovered there was a downside to submission as well. It’s great while you are playing. Lots of fun. Yet, you have vowed to obey them. Occasionally, that means they sometimes don’t care about simple things like discomfort. Daniel wasn’t used to this cold, either. I knew we wouldn’t be out here long, so I just waited.

The joy of our sessions so far had made me even more eager to see what the next two days would bring.


CHAPTER SEVEN




We finally went back into the warm cabin. I demanded they unfasten my hands, sloughed off the silly outfit, and rushed over to the fire. The joy of warming my hands and body might have been the best thing of the entire trip…. Okay, maybe the 2nd best thing! He-he.

The guys laughed at my situation, though not for long. Soon, they had me in the living room, hands secured behind my back again. Hunter draped a towel across the sofa, guiding me to sit. He had me put my feet on the sofa, spreading my knees in a way that left my crotch totally exposed.

Daniel went into the kitchen and our bathroom, returning with a bowl of warm water, shaving cream, and a razor. I could only stare in amazement.

“From now on…” my husband said, getting on his knees in between my vulgar display, “… you will keep your pubic hair shaved for me. Every day.”

The warm water tickled across my now hypersensitive lips and clit. Then he shaved me completely bare. In so many ways, this was much more humiliating than even being tied on that table or having my tits hung out in the parking lot.

My husband carefully removed every scrap of hair, massaging my vaginal lips. By the time he was done, I was close to cumming again.

“Is that clear? Every day,” Daniel repeated.

“Yes, master. Maybe it’s something you could do for me. You seem to have a good time,” I giggled.

“Maybe…” he smiled.

Once he was done, he cleaned up the mess, brought a fresh towel for me to sit on. They repositioned me with my legs spread like before, attaching my wrists to my ankles so I could not close them, and we talked. Hunter told us about how he discovered he liked spanking and domination.

There was something about being exposed to them this way. I relaxed back onto the sofa, listening and joining in, allowing my knees to drift further apart, suddenly enjoying being on display for these men.

I told them about my favorite story. The one where a guy moves into a neighborhood, only to find out a bunch of wives are in a spanking club. He becomes the designated spanker and gets to bed a different woman after each meeting.

While I told them that story, Daniel leaned over, circling my clit with his finger, teasing my slit with finger plunges. Hunter pinched and pulled at my breasts while his arm pressed me harder against the sofa. I could not stop what they were doing with my hands still fastened behind my back. All I could do was melt onto the sofa as they kept at me.

Having this done while I spoke about my favorite erotic story sent me over the edge quickly, thrashing on the sofa as the climax torched through me. That was intense!

I even told Hunter about Larry and what he did to me.

“A shame you didn’t tell your husband about that jerk earlier,” Hunter chuckled. “Imagine how much fun you could have had over the last 25 years.” That got us laughing.

Daniel even confessed how long he’d wanted me to make it with someone in front of him. A long time, it turned out. Since we started dating. There was a guy we both knew at his office. Big man. Famous lady’s man. He had told Daniel how attractive I was. That got his mind thinking…

Back then, from the long hair, and firm, full breasts, to thin hips and a cute face, I was quite the looker. That’s in stark contrast to my… shall we say… more ‘matronly’ look of today. Thankfully, none of that seemed to matter to these men as I sat splayed in front of them, my hands still behind my back.

We eventually went to bed. Surprisingly, Hunter came into the bedroom with us. They took my cuffs off, and we all cuddled together, me in the middle, falling asleep quickly.

In the middle of the night, I felt hands on me, lips pressing against mine. I responded in kind. By the time the man had moved on top of me, I realized it was Hunter, not my husband.

A worried glance toward Daniel found him staring at us, that aroused look returning. I decided to put on a show for him. Hunter and I ‘made love.’ I never looked at my husband. My groans of pleasure and soft releases were warm, not desperate and soul-rending, like our sessions had been before. When Hunter eventually came inside me, I heard grunting on the bed, my husband’s seed flying onto his stomach.

I thanked Hunter, moving over next to my husband. My fingers found every drop of his cream, licking it off my fingers until I had it all. I cuddled up tightly against him until we both fell asleep.

Hunter draped a blanket over us, rolling the other way. He knew not to interfere. This was just for us.
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When I woke the next morning, I jerked suddenly, unable to move. “Guys…. What…”

Daniel stroked my hair. “We’re here, babe. Hunter doesn’t want to wait any longer. He wants to try out some of his toys on your tender ass. Giving you the punishment you have wanted for so long.”

I looked around the bed, finally understanding. After a day like yesterday, I slept hard. While I slept, they must have put the cuffs back on, fastening me to leather straps on the four corners of the bed. The straps stretched me so tight that only my hips could move. Hunter pushed a pillow under my hips, preventing even that movement. What was he going to do?

“Let yourself go, Sally. This is for you,” my husband whispered in my ear. “You’ve been a very naughty girl,” he chuckled. “Hiding things from your husband. Very bad. I’ve brought in someone that promises to make your punishment exquisitely painful.”

I turned to look at Hunter. He smiled back at me, reaching into his bag. Before I could see what he took, I started suddenly. A blindfold covered my eyes, blacking out the room. I trembled violently, realizing how exposed I was. But that exposure sent another chill through me, this one of pleasure and arousal. I felt as if my entire body had somehow been switched on. Without the ability to see, the blackness seemed to heighten my senses everywhere else.

“Are you ready?” Hunter asked.

The trembling wouldn’t stop. I wanted it so bad. “Yes, please… punish me.” My entire body trembled as I wondered how bad it would get.

“Relax,” my husband said. “Hunter is going to take you to places you have wanted to go for a long time. You can always use your safeword if you want to stop.”

Without another word, I heard my husband step back. A sharp sting covered my right ass cheek. It was flat and hard. Another one on the left. Must be a paddle, I was certain.

Five more landed on each cheek. I’m screaming into the room, my body instinctively holding back, trying to resist. A harder slap came. Narrower, heavier. A belt or something. This intensified the pressure. He rained painful spanks, pushing me harder, switching between the paddle and belt, until my arousal finally crashed through.

I moaned loudly, the flood of it too much to contain. The slaps of the belt kept coming, taking me deeper and deeper. I’m thrashing now, yanking against the cuffs. This somehow channeled the flow straight into my sex.

I can’t help it. My hips dance. I push my ass back out, wanting more. My scream of torment only drives me to want everything they could give.

It stops suddenly. Full stop. I’m shuddering, unable to understand what has happened when the bed moves. A pressure on my sex. A massive rod pushing into my sopping wet box.

I exploded on the bed. The whimper of my earlier arousal becoming a full scream. Hunter would not relent, pounding into me until I came again… and again.

“Cum for me… please… I need to feel your seed inside me,” I whispered to him.

“Not yet,” he barked, yanking himself out. The blows started again.

Something was happening inside me, a release of sorts, though not a normal climax. My body was shaking as his alternating blows left me unable to focus on anything but the pain… and the way it fed my need.

I pushed my ass as high as it would go. Hunter took that as the signal that it was, hitting harder. He switched to a thin rod that left me dizzy with this growing need after each crease slashed across my ass. The pain was so intense the screams would not stop.

And the spanking started again. This thin rod hurt like nothing before it. And he concentrated his efforts, systematically covering my ass cheeks. They had to be red and raw by now.

Another slash came, this time from the other direction, alternating between each strike. Was my husband joining him?

“Yes,” Hunter laughed. “He wants to join the tormenting of his slut. And make no mistake. You are a slut. You love this. Oh, babe. You have been the best submissive I’ve had in a very long time. I think he understands now. You are one of those rare people that transforms the pain into exquisite pleasure.”

More slaps, a rod, paddle and something leather. I could no longer keep track. I’m moaning, pushing back. Everything stops again. Another cock pushes in. This one I know.

“Oh, Daniel. I love this…” screaming suddenly as a thin strip of utter torment slashed across my back. I could hear the wind as it whistled through the air, making me cringe as it landed on my skin.

My husband kept pounding into me. The combination of his pleasure and that intense pain sent me crashing into another release. I twisted and bucked, trying to absorb the sensations. Like a howling storm, I cried out, pulling against the cuffs repeatedly.

I screamed again when I heard his grunting, knowing what was coming next. The striking stopped. It was just me and my husband, coasting, connected through his rod, now filling my very soul.

“Give me your seed, my love. I need to feel you cum inside me.”

“You belong to me now,” Daniel said, an edge of control to his voice I had never heard before. “Whenever I want. Wherever I want. You will remove your clothes and offer your rear for my pleasure. Is that clear?”

“Yes… yes… anything…” ‘Whatever and whenever’ had never sounded sweeter, especially knowing this was my husband now willing to provide what I needed.

He pounded harder until I felt his seed flood into me. At that moment, I gave myself to him, as if we had just met.

I collapsed onto the bed, feeling Daniel’s flaccid shaft pulling out.

I kept muttering incomprehensible sounds, whimpering a what had happened to me.

Daniel collapsed on top of me, as we seemed to merge as one. The pain of his lying on my abused rear no longer mattered. It was him and me… together.

“Pretty intense, isn’t it?” Hunter chuckled, as if this kind of thing happens all the time.

“Please take me out of these,” I begged him softly.

Both men took a side, unfastening me as quickly as they could. I rolled on my back, cringing more as my tortured flesh touched the sheets. I didn’t care, holding my hands out to my husband. He sat on the bed, pressing into my side. His hands caressed me.

“I love you,” he said.

“Indeed, he does, but before that, you owe me something,” Hunter said, moving closer to us on the bed. He was stroking his shaft, clearly getting close.

“Oh, no… I’m not doing that again,” I giggled, putting my hands in front of my face, laughing at the absurdity of what he was about to do.

“Hands down,” my husband whispered to me. Mine dropped instantly. Daniel’s hands held my head fixed in one position. I melted into his control as Hunter moved his shaft close to my face.

“For you, babe. For you,” I whispered.

“No…” he replied, “for us.”

Hunter’s seed flew onto my face, splashing everywhere. Rope after rope covered my face and chest. Daniel never let me move, allowing Hunter to direct the flow anywhere he wanted.

When he grunted his last, Daniel moved forward, like he had done before, scooping and feeding me the seed. I gulped it down eagerly. Hunter joined the fun, having me clean off his cock with my tongue. That was delicious.

“Well,” my husband said. “That seems a fitting end.”


CHAPTER EIGHT




They helped me off the bed. I went into the bathroom to clean up and brush my teeth. I turned to look at my backside. What had I done? My rear was nothing but dark pink. Even touching it brought a painful reminder of what ‘my men’ had done… and not sensual pain, either. I wondered if I could even sit on the plane going home! Pink lines striped my back and upper thighs. Those must be from that rod or stick they had used. None were as red as my butt, though the lines hurt just as much when I touched one.

In the bedroom, I strained to hear the guys talking. Finally, I walked to the door, listening, but I could only catch snippets without being seen.

Hunter was packing up his gear, telling Daniel there were “several good spanking clubs.” … “In your town, I’m sure of it.” … “There will be lots of opportunities to put her on display.”

I turned away quickly, retreating into the bathroom. On display… in our hometown? Shuddering in front of the mirror, I couldn’t believe he would do that. I’m the principal of the largest public high school in town. People know me.

I walked back into the room, a touch of anger edging my voice. “Who is being put on display?”

“You, of course,” Hunter said, so matter-of-fact, I stepped back.

“Please, Daniel, we cannot do this in public back home.” I insisted.

“What? Of course not. Who said that?” Daniel said, genuine surprise in his voice.

“I heard you talking about…” My confusion must have been obvious.

Daniel only smiled. “Hunter thinks you’re ready for a spanking club. They have one in Jackson. He thinks we should try it for our next visit.”

“Next visit?” My voice trembled with what that meant about our future.

Walking straight up to me, my husband grabbed a breast, twisting the nipple until I cringe. Funny how things had changed. All I did was push my chest out for whatever he wanted to do to me.

“Hunter says these members can be… challenging. You think you’re up to that?”

“Maybe in the future,” I said, shaking my head. “For now, look at my backside, so full of red. Not sure I’m up for another harsh session so soon.”

Both guys smiled. Apparently, that’s what Daniel had been telling him.

They told me to get on the bed, on my stomach. I hesitated after looking at the damage that had already been done. Daniel told me to trust them. After what I had been through, I now trusted him implicitly. I lay on the bed on my stomach, extending my hands to the four corners, thinking they were going to fasten me to the bed. Instead, the men sat on either side of me, pulling a jar of ointment out of Hunter’s bag.

“This is analgesic cream,” Hunter said. “It will soothe the discomfort while your body heals. By tomorrow, most of the redness will be gone. Your rear…” He playfully flicked a finger against a cheek. I cried out with the sudden pain. “… that will take a little longer. But even then, only a few days.”

He extended the jar, allowing Daniel to scoop some cream. Hunter did the same.

In some odd way, what followed may have been the most sensual and intimate event of the entire week. I simply laid there, allowing them to treat the ‘wounds’ on my back, butt, and thighs. They massaged the ointment into the irritated flesh. Slowly, gently. I melted into the bed, feeling their love for me anew.

My body now felt every bit of the last few days’ abuse. Ever since Hunter’s arrival, they had either been spanking me or binding me into uncomfortable positions. While it was happening, I had never wanted anything more, but now that it was over, I could feel every muscle and joint barking at me. And my skin? The ointment definitely needed soothing.

With each round of spreading and massaging, I fell deeper into the love that had filled me earlier. Oddly, though, not toward Hunter, who had given me so much pleasure. Instinctively, I knew he had been only the instrument my husband had found, not the source of the pleasure.

The orange glow filling me was all for Daniel. The man that had figured out what I wanted and willingly risked everything to make sure I was happy.

Hunter pulled a medicine tube out of his bag. “This will help your exposed openings,” he said, giving it to my husband. I looked at him, wondering about this abrupt change. Why was Hunter constantly deferring to my husband to take the lead in touching me? He had never done that before.

Daniel’s fingers coated my vaginal lips and rear bud with the cream. I cringed again, though more from the cold than any discomfort. The lack of soreness surprised me, despite how often my sex had been used. I guess the spanking definitely got me plenty excited to receive them.

When he finished, he helped me turn to face him. “Hunter thinks you would really like being shared at a spanking club,” he said.

“Do you want me to do that?” I asked.

“Is that a submissive question? You’re not wanting to be the one to make the decision? Or a genuine request for my preference?”

“Your preference. Why would I want anything else? I’m not going to talk to you in code or something.” I stared at him. “Way before this, I’ve wanted you to take charge in our bedroom. It is very satisfying for me to give myself to you. I don’t know why. It just is. I guess I have this kinky spanking thing you didn’t know about. But that doesn’t change who we are… or who we were.”

“Listen to her, Danny. She understands,” Hunter said, standing up, accumulating his toys and clothes from around the room.

“I’ve loved you since we met so long ago,” I said, reaching across to stroke his arm. “Yet I hid all this from you. I’m so sorry. I should have been honest. But now that we have taken this step, are you willing to do more… when we go back home? Maybe not in public, but in our own bedroom?”

Daniel stroked my hair, cradling my chin. “I would do anything for you.”

He turned to Hunter. “Looks like we are going to have a change in our arrangement… Sally and me. She wants me to be in charge in our bedroom from now on.” Looking directly at me, that firm hand still holding my chin. “I accept and want to see her ass red as a beet again and again.”

Deep inside, I knew our lives had changed for the better. After all the years of skating the edges of my true desire, he was now going to be the partner I really needed.

“In front of others?” I asked, still uncertain what that meant.

“Oh, yes…” he chuckled, “… being so exposed… letting everyone know your need… you know you want to.” He knows me too well now. The image of being on a table, anyone spanking me that wants to, had already caused my arousal to cover my glistening folds again.

My nervous excitement must have been obvious. “Don’t worry,” Hunter said. “There will be many newcomers like you there. Most of them have just discovered a new kink that excites them. Just like you.”

“I think you’ll really like it,” Daniel said.

“Before you return, we’ll need to discuss how far you want the public experience to go,” Hunter said. “The club has two parts. The main public space is just for traditional spanking. There will be bare butts, but that’s about it. These people only spank. Hands, paddles, that kind of thing. We can go there and have a fun night, coming home to give you what you really need. But there is another part in the back. A darker part requiring you to sign a release to get in. They do all kinds of things back there.”

“Harder than what we’ve already done?” I worried.

“Not by much. Mainly it’s about penetration. They will take you just like we did. Pain and pleasure. Would you like that?”

I couldn’t help myself. The idea of being so exposed, spanked and then… A moan came out I couldn’t stop.

My hungry glance at my husband surprised him. “I guess she does. We have much to talk about, don’t we, my slut?”

I simply nodded, leaning my head against the pillow. There had been so many changes this week, the full implications of them were just now becoming real to me.

Daniel helped finish his cleanup, getting everything back in the bed. Hunter leaned down, kissing me on the forehead. It struck me as very odd that this man, who had known me so intimately over the last few days, was now leaving with just a modest friendship kiss. Still, I didn’t move. My husband had left me on the bed. I was sure if he wanted me to come out with them, he would have said so.

Hunter grabbed his bag and walked out of the bedroom with Daniel. I heard them talking and then a door closed.

When my husband returned, he had already put his clothes back on, leaving me the only one naked, just like before.

He stood at the bedroom door, looking down at me on the bed. That look, so full of our new ‘ownership’ arrangement, made me shiver.

“We are leaving in the morning. Hopefully, your ass will heal enough that it won’t hurt all the way home. I think you should remain naked the rest of the time we’re here. Let your body remind you of what we did.”

“I would like that,” I whispered.

“No more spanking, I’m afraid. That butt needs to heal. But your openings. I think we might find some use for them. They seem eager for more. Am I wrong there?”

I giggled, got up, pressing my body against him. “I want you to do whatever you want with me.”

He took me in his arms. I simply melted against him, looking up.

“You feel it too, don’t you?” I asked. Those eyes… I knew… he had gone through the same thing I did.

“Odd, isn’t it?” he chuckled. “Watching another man fuck you silly and paddle your ass repeatedly has made this love I’ve always felt for you even stronger.”

“I’m really sorry about hiding this from you, Daniel. Kind of embarrassed about it now.”

“My first command to you is that I never want to hear that out of your mouth again. We’re past apologies. Go fix something to eat. I’m starving,” he said, slapping my exposed butt softly.

I playfully pushed his hand away, walking into the kitchen. He followed me, making sure the fire was roaring to keep me warm.

“We should spend the afternoon going through more of your spanking stories. Give us some ideas for when we get home.”

“I’d like that,” I said, feeling my nakedness anew. This was exactly where I wanted to be.

I turned to my husband of 25 years, amazed at what had happened. We had come here to enjoy our newfound freedom from kids and the responsibility that came with them. What we found was a stronger bond. Mine, because the man I loved could now openly share in this passion I had hidden for so long. And his, because that passion was directed at only one person more completely than ever before.

This improbable path had renewed our relationship in a totally unexpected way.
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ON DISPLAY FOR HIM

When Susie first met Frederick, he was just another client of her husband’s law firm. That night, Frederick recognized something in her, a need for submission that shocked the young couple. When Frederick told Denny about what he had discovered, her husband jumped at the idea.
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But Frederick had one last surprise for his submissive. One that would change all their lives forever.
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