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   This volume features the following stories:
 
    
 
   Miss Alexander's Weakness by Clifford Dorset: Notes from a Headmaster who, after caning a young lady visitor to the school, finds his female Bursar in a delicate position, pleasuring herself. She asks him to punish her and he does so with hand and cane before the two sate their sexual frustrations brought on by the afternoon's events.
 
    
 
   Walking & Wailing in the Alaskan Wild by Thomas Bruns: They are committed to undertaking a long hike in remote mid-winter conditions and she is not happy. He has come well equipped, but there is no pleasing her. Realising that she has smoked a joint proves the last straw and she is soon over his knee for a spanking. The inevitable sex that follows explains why she has previously been resisting him!
 
    
 
   The Inn Wench by Kirk Machs: A traveller enters an Inn late at night and, having eaten, pays a serving wench to sleep with him. When she is hesitant to please him he takes his riding crop to her ... or so it appears. It is some time before they are both satisfied and the truth emerges!
 
    
 
   Her Favorite Spanking by Charles Pangbourne: Olivia and Scott are recent newlyweds. When Scott tells Olivia that she will be spanked when he gets home, she is upset at first, but then thrilled when he says it is to be a good-girl spanking. After a wonderful evening of sex and spanking, Olivia makes an admission...
 
    
 
   The Cabin in the Snow by Mark Stevens: A pair of middle-aged divorcees meet at the gym and quickly become close. Karen is happy to let him spank her and their sex-life is fabulous. They spend many a day and night at his cabin in the woods, enjoying each other's bodies.
 
    
 
   Internet Encounter by Scott Temuujin: Still a virgin in her mid-twenties, loner Stephanie spends most of her time on the Internet and the many sites that cater for those with similar spanking desires. After much planning, she arranges to meet a Dom but ends up standing him up. When she arranges to meet a second time, she is subjected to a punishment spanking but it also heralds the start of a new relationship.
 
    
 
   An Evening in the Lounge by Quentin Quillis: A submissive is spanked by her Master before he allows several strangers to also spank her. She is then blindfolded and several men, including staff of the house, have sex with her. Afterwards she is 'given' to the rest of the staff, to use as they please!
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Miss Alexander's Weakness
 
   by Clifford Dorset
 
    
 
    
 
   The following notes, passed to me by a contact at a boy's school in my locality, appear to have been written by the Headmaster of that school, although no doubt that august gentleman would deny any connection and perhaps even initiate legal proceedings for defamation of character. I am making available these notes secure in the knowledge that they will not be widely seen.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   I felt somewhat overheated following my rather extreme chastisement of young Lucy. Following her departure from my study, closely followed by Miss Alexander, who had assisted me in her caning, I stood in contemplation at my window, looking down on the majestic sweep of our driveway, and allowing the sunlit serenity of the parkland surrounding our school to work its magic upon me.
 
   The disturbing bulge in my trousers had finally begun to abate, although when I saw Lucy leaving our hallowed stone portal and start to make her way down the drive, its decline was (regrettably) reversed. She was walking somewhat stiffly away from me, and I certainly felt considerable sympathy for her evident discomfort. However, I must admit that I also very much enjoyed the way her somewhat pained gait seemed to accentuate the naturally languorous roll of her perfectly formed youthful bottom.
 
   It had only been a few minutes since I'd allowed her to let her skirt restore her modesty after her chastisement, but the sight of her skirt slowly falling over her cane-belaboured buttocks as she stood in the corner will long remain with me. I smiled as I remembered that she had not felt up to the task of restoring her knickers to their rightful place; she had carried them in her hand as she had left my study. Beneath that swinging skirt, therefore, she was naked as she walked from the school.
 
   Such thoughts, needless to say, did nothing to reduce my embarrassing bulge, but in the few minutes following Lucy's disappearance beneath the trees that flanked the driveway it had mostly faded away, and I was more-or-less decent as I turned from the window. I remember, however, allowing myself a smile of satisfaction. I had achieved a most necessary advance in this young lady's education, and I would be able to report this success to my sister, the Lady Amelia, the following day. She would no doubt be pleased.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   I decided to stroll around the school, looking in on the boys in my charge as they worked diligently with their prep before supper. I hadn't heard my bursar, Miss Alexander, leave her office, but then she is always quietly unobtrusive and I judged that she would certainly have left by then. Certainly I thought nothing of it as I opened my adjoining door and entered her office.
 
   I must say, though, that I was more than surprised. I was shocked. I was stopped abruptly, probably with my mouth agape, by the sight that greeted me in Miss Alexander's office. The School Bursar had not left her office, indeed. Nor was she working busily at her desk in the way I usually found her. Her padded office chair, normally in a business-like location close to her desk, was instead skewed rather waywardly towards me. Miss Alexander was half-reclining in it in a pose that can only be described as somewhat lewd! Her long, nylon-clad legs were stretched out wide in my direction, and her black skirt was hitched high above her waist. Her body, arched upwards, was straining with tension, and apart from the skimpy adornment of a black suspender belt attached to her smooth black stockings, she was intriguingly naked. A pair of black silk knickers rather charmingly adorned her left knee.
 
   Her face was not visible. It was completely obscured by a pair of silky knickers that looked suspiciously like those that Lucy had worn for her caning. Their thoroughly damp gusset fluttered close to Miss Alexander's nose, rising and falling in time with the noise of heavy breathing that accompanied her urgently guttural cries. These impassioned noises were evidently associated with the frenetic activity of her hands, which were busily engaged at the suspender-framed 'V' formed at the confluence of her pale white thighs.
 
   My entrance was not immediately noted by Miss Alexander. Hardly surprising, I mused wryly, as I watched the fingers of her left hand thrusting deeply into her glistening wetness while those of her right flickered wildly about the impressively swollen dark red nubbin that boldly emerged, thrusting outwards, from her ample vulval folds.
 
   As I stood entranced, quite unable to move, I observed Miss Alexander continue in her self pleasuring for some moments more, until with a final agonised cry of pain-pleasure her body rose abruptly into a near-impossible arc before collapsing onto her chair, leaving her panting hard into Lucy's knickers. A wave of lassitude then surged visibly over her replete body as she extricated her glistening fingers from their secret abode and wiped them over the firmness of her lower abdomen. It was only then that I realised that Miss Alexander's crotch was innocent of any pubic thatch, being creamily naked from her navel to her fulsome, oozing labia.
 
   I gasped at this revelation, somewhat abruptly, and it was probably this expostulation of mine that alerted my Bursar to my presence. With one hand she grabbed the concealing knickers from her swiftly reddening face while, with the other, she attempted to sit up straight, with as much decorum as possible, pushing her skirt down rapidly to cover her virginal groove as she attempted unsuccessfully to stand.
 
   I would prefer to believe that my amusement at her discomfort had not been as obvious as I'm sure it was. However, the sight of her rumpled black knickers slowly completing their journey from her knee to her ankle added an undeniably comic touch! Her face, needless to say, was the colour of beetroot!
 
   "H-Headmaster, I ... I thought I heard you leave by the other door."
 
   I watched as she realised that she was still holding Lucy's damp knickers in her hand, and then endeavoured to conceal them behind her back. Finally, she succeeded in standing, and she hung her head in shame before me.
 
   "No doubt you heard some unruly boy slamming a door in his haste to avoid being late for prep," I suggested. "However..."
 
   Miss Alexander lowered her head in shame.
 
   "I've let you down, Headmaster ... I'm so sorry..."
 
   "No doubt, Miss Alexander ... no doubt. I must admit that I am in something of a quandary about how to deal with what has happened here."
 
   "I will accept your judgement, Headmaster ... whatever you decide."
 
   "Of course, I would not suggest that your ... sexual ... behaviour with Miss Lucy's intimate garment was anything other than your private concern, Miss Alexander."
 
   "Thank you, Headmaster."
 
   "However ... perhaps the most significant conclusion I have reached, Miss Alexander, is that I trusted you in engaging your assistance in dealing with Miss Lucy's chastisement, and that your evident ... shall we say ... arousal ... in carrying out that duty does tend to undermine the whole concept of corporal punishment in a scholastic environment."
 
   "Indeed, Headmaster ... I'm sorry, Headmaster."
 
   "It would hardly do, would it, Miss Alexander, to blur the distinction between pain and pleasure, now, would it?"
 
   I noticed that she was here unable to conceal her surreptitious glance towards the below-waist zone of my trousers.
 
   Fortunately, I had been too shocked by what I'd just seen to respond in the expected way to the sight of Miss Alexander's undeniably charming intimate regions, and to the manner in which she had been treating them. But there was something about her curiosity in making her cursory check that, from that point onwards, started to alert me to the erotic potential of the situation in which the two of us found ourselves.
 
   I have always held Geraldine Alexander in high esteem, but she had never given me any cause to think of her other than as a colleague, an effective part of my 'management team' as it is known these days. Having seen this other side of her, however - this other 'end', if you will excuse the rather racy allusion - my mind began to work along rather different lines. She was certainly attractive. It seemed that she cut her hair deliberately rather short to reinforce her authoritarian air, but otherwise she was nicely shaped, highly feminine, and her face was always both alive and highly responsive. Indeed, in the disarray I had just witnessed her face had softened with a certain feminine vulnerability, and her uncompromising submission to my authority in this business made me feel quite warm towards her.
 
   "I think I should reassure you, Headmaster," she said, gaining a confidence that was somewhat at odds with her sartorial disarray, "that I derive no untoward feelings in the contemplation of the bottoms of our male charges, or indeed in their chastisement, and I agree that if my feelings had been otherwise my position here would indeed have been intolerable. My reaction to Miss Lucy's nakedness was ... well ... very different. Very different indeed, if I may say so. Perhaps I should say that I discovered this fact as a result of the events that took place at the conclusion of my last appointment."
 
   Her eyes probed mine meaningfully, and I recalled vividly the circumstances of Miss Alexander's departure from her previous girls' school, when her betrayal by three girls attempting to avoid justice led to their severe public caning.
 
   "Are you saying, Miss Alexander, that your leanings are wholly towards your own sex?"
 
   "As concerns the chastisement of females corporally ... yes. However ... in other ways ... my leanings ... as you so charmingly put it ... are more complex. They do include a very strong attraction to men as well as women. Particularly to men who demonstrate certain dominance."
 
   "Dominance?"
 
   "Men such as yourself, Headmaster."
 
   I was taken aback, even though I did find her words rather stimulating.
 
   "If you're attempting flattery as a means of escaping just punishment, Miss Alexander..."
 
   "Far from it, Headmaster. I fully expect to be punished appropriately, even though I have witnessed the considerable rigour of which you are capable when this is justified."
 
   She lowered her eyes as she said this, blushing anew. Geraldine Alexander was taking our discussion in a direction that I was finding not only surprising, but intriguing and ... well, rather stimulating.
 
   "I had in mind that you should write to Miss Lucy, apologising and returning her ... underwear ... although I appreciate that there would be a certain ... symmetry ... in awarding you a punishment of the kind you witnessed this evening."
 
   "Indeed, Headmaster. I agree with both of your suggestions."
 
   "Your concurrence is gratifying, Miss Alexander. Some people might find it a little harsh for such a severe punishment to be awarded for what is arguably a normal human reaction."
 
   "On the other hand, Headmaster, it could be seen as just retribution for my selfishness in taking my own pleasure, when the 'normal human reaction' caused in other participants remains unsatisfied."
 
   "Other participants...?"
 
   She nodded downwards towards where my groin was once again displaying a tell-tale tumescence. A faint smile graced her lips as she did so, and I sensed the need to re-establish my authority.
 
   "I cannot imagine, Miss Alexander, that you would even contemplate such a punishment without some first-hand experience..."
 
   "My finishing school, Headmaster, was run by a certain Mrs Verwoerdt, a formidable lady brought up in the land where the sjambok ruled girls' tender behinds. She considered her life to be an abject failure if any of her young ladies were able to survive as much as a week without at least one day in which they were rendered unable to sit on their hard wooden benches. The sjambok, as you're no doubt aware, is usually made of very strong ... unforgiving animal hide."
 
   I nodded, having heard of the instrument's fearsome reputation, although I'd never actually seen one.
 
   "You had a difficult time, then."
 
   She shrugged.
 
   "I got used to it, of course. All of us girls were in the same boat, which helped; and there was no shortage of commiseration..."
 
   The way she smiled spoke more eloquently than her mere words. The image came to me of nubile young women, with bottoms as heavily striped as I had left young Lucy's bottom, soothing each other's pain in the comfort of their beds.
 
   "So your predilection..."
 
   "May have begun there? Quite possibly, Headmaster."
 
   "Perhaps we should return to my study, Miss Alexander."
 
   Wordlessly, she disengaged her left foot from the limpid pool of her black knickers, and retrieved them, looking at me meaningfully as she placed them on her desk. I nodded my approval at this sign of her willingness to undergo her impending fustigation on her naked buttocks, as, indeed, had Lucy.
 
   The fact that my 'normal human reaction' was at that point extremely visible had, at that stage, no material bearing on the situation, although it was tacitly acknowledged by Miss Alexander in the interest she continued to show in it with frequent sideways glances.
 
   "Perhaps twelve strokes of the rattan cane I used on Miss Lucy would be appropriate, Miss Alexander? Rather less than she had incurred..."
 
   "But still stiff enough to be felt properly, Headmaster?"
 
   She smiled slightly at the word 'stiff', her eyes flickering southwards again. Her behaviour was starting to border on impertinence.
 
   "Indeed, Miss Alexander," I insisted, feeling quite forcefully the need to regain the initiative. "I assure you that you will adequately feel each of the twelve strokes!"
 
   Without further ado we returned to my study, where my cane lay waiting on my desk. I picked it up and traced my fingers along its pliant length, and Miss Alexander glanced at me, a certain apprehension now clouding her face. She began to unfasten her long skirt.
 
   "These will only get in the way, won't they?" she asked as I watched her swiftly undressing.
 
   I found myself unable to speak, and certainly unable to protest, as her silk blouse followed her skirt onto the steadily growing heap of clothes on the floor. She continued to undress until her firm breasts had sprung boldly from the confines of her low-cut bra, their prominent nipples tracing lazy patterns in the still air of my study as they swayed sensuously with her movements.
 
   "I expect you'd like me to leave my stockings on?" she asked rhetorically, smiling as my gaze became inevitably fixed on the delicately delineated peach-like split in her smoothly depilated mons.
 
   "That'll be fine ... thank you," I managed, feeling almost breathless.
 
   "Yes ... I like it shaved, too," she offered, stroking her prominent, fleshy bulge and then using her index finger to probe boldly between its plump lips. Her exploratory digit, when it re-emerged, glistened wetly with her juices as she slowly eased it free of her clinging vulva, and she licked it clean with evident relish, glancing at me but once, as though to check that her provocative actions had not gone unnoticed.
 
   The bulge in my trousers strained awkwardly. Mildly vexed at the way she was distracting me from my avowed intention to lay a dozen firm stripes across that impertinent bottom of hers, I steeled my resolve. I was going to give her a salutary reminder of her finishing school days under the stern Mrs Verwoerdt's no doubt wickedly stinging sjambok, and then we'd see how provocative she still felt.
 
   "Bend over the desk, Miss Alexander!"
 
   She dutifully approached the desk and its shiny leather cushion. I noticed that it still showed faint traces of Lucy's drying sweat.
 
   "Do you want to secure my ankles, Headmaster?"
 
   "Will that be necessary, Miss Alexander?"
 
   "I think not, Headmaster."
 
   "Very well ... I shall expect you to remain in position, and if you move, I shall begin again. Understood?"
 
   She seemed to be suitably chastened by the prospect.
 
   "Now bend over if you please. Bottom well thrust out. Legs wide apart and perfectly straight."
 
   Her bottom was truly magnificent, broadening nicely as her firm stomach pressed down on the cushion, making it sigh as her firm stomach compressed it. Her swaying breasts flattened themselves against the smooth leather, spreading sideways as she adjusted her body for greatest comfort. Being older perhaps, her body was more opulent in its fleshiest parts than Lucy's had been, but her perfectly straight legs, sheathed to mid-thigh in sheer black nylon, formed elegant columns of near-classical beauty.
 
   My cock throbbed painfully as the split peach of her bulging vulva came into view, boldly emerging beneath the full, round overhang of her twin fleshy protuberances. I felt that I simply had to touch the superb opulence of those flawless buttocks, and to stroke the fine down that adorned her plump lower lips!
 
   "Of course I shan't need to spank you the way I spanked Lucy," I observed.
 
   "Perhaps you should, Headmaster ... to assess your target, perhaps?" she queried.
 
   Although her face was directed away from me I could sense that she was smiling ... almost certainly understanding my towering lust for her superb bottom.
 
   "Perhaps with my hand, then, rather than with the paddle..."
 
   "You know best, Headmaster. I sincerely wish to atone for my wrongdoing."
 
   "And you shall atone, Miss Alexander. You shall indeed."
 
   She clenched her buttocks sensuously as my words sank in, and I put my rattan cane back onto my desk. I left it in full view of Miss Alexander's eyes, so that she would be constantly reminded of the caning she was due, and I moved to take a suitable stance behind her delectable bottom. Her vulva showed glisteningly distinct, tell-tale signs of her arousal, and without delay I began to apply my itching palm to her ample buttocks. I spanked her slowly and deliberately, each open-palmed slap reddening where it had landed, and making her resilient flesh shudder delightfully. After each half-dozen spanks I stroked her steadily reddening curves lightly, allowing my fingers to stray lightly along the slippery swollen bulges that emerged between them. Her bottom felt quite wonderful to my touch.
 
   "You have a most spankable bottom, Miss Alexander."
 
   "Thank you, Headmaster."
 
   "Spankable ... and caneable ... Miss Alexander," I added, adding a meaningful strain of menace to my tone which made her gasp as I speedily took the cane once more into my hand and took a step back, adjusting my stance so that the rattan quivered against her out-thrust nates.
 
   I saw her body tense ... and I waited patiently as she slowly relaxed. The taut, still youthful muscles of her firm buttocks were once again soft and fully rounded by the time I brought the cane whooping down to indent her waiting cheeks, and her body tensed immediately as a gasp of shock and pain shuddered through her body. As I lifted the cane again I watched the pencil-thin trace, initially pressed white into her spanked pinkness, quickly darken to a deep red weal as she forced herself to breathe steadily, opposing the deepening agony of the stinging ache.
 
   The next stroke followed soon, making a parallel track with the first, and although each stripe caused her to gasp in pain as I continued her punishment, her confidence that she could handle my severe caning proved amply justified. All too soon I had completed the sentence of twelve strokes, and Miss Alexander's once pristine, smoothly textured buttocks were a vivid mass of red stripes, and she was breathing hard. When I looked between her flaming cheeks at the hairless split of her vulva I saw that it was glistening still more wetly, her muscular contortions during my beating having coated her finely wrinkled lips generously with her intimate fluids.
 
   "You may get up now, Miss Alexander."
 
   Sighing, she pushed her body up from the leather cushion, her breasts freeing themselves stickily from the shiny surface. She turned to face me. Her face was flushed but her eyes were bright as she looked at me intently.
 
   "Mrs Verwoerdt required us to kiss the rod after a punishment," she said, her voice trembling with excitement.
 
   "Very well," I agreed, holding my cane horizontally before her face. But once again she surprised me, by dropping quickly to her knees and deftly loosening the belt of my trousers. Amazed by this act, I had little time to react, and, truth to tell, rather less inclination to interfere with her spontaneous act of gratitude, and in seconds my rampant erection was freed. She allowed this freedom for the briefest of intervals before, her eyes wide in apparent surprise, she captured my upright stiffness between her eager lips. Soon I was quite powerless to protest or even intervene as her delicate lingual massage urged me intimately towards release of the frustration I'd been experiencing since I'd begun my correctional duties on young Lucy's tender behind.
 
   Looking down, steadying myself using the convenient hand-holds offered by my Bursar's undulating head with its closely trimmed locks, I could see her striped buttocks, splayed enticingly outwards and downwards from her neat waist as she settled backwards. Her reddened bottom rocked gently on her heels as her soft warm lips laved to and fro along my sturdy shaft and swollen glans. I confess my emotions were rapidly soaring transcendent with the sensations she was providing.
 
   And then her movements ceased. Abruptly. She disengaged her sweet mouth and when I opened my eyes she was looking at me, as though questioning. She must have seen my distress, as she quickly rose, enfolding my virile member gently in her hand while urging me forward as she turned and resumed her position of submission across my desk. I followed unquestioningly. When she released me she devoted both hands to spreading wide her red-striped buttocks, inviting an approach to the twin fleshy guardians of her female sanctum sanctorum. I naturally obeyed the natural instincts of my sex, driving my male principle inwards until we were fully conjoined.
 
   The joy I experienced within her enfolding oral cavity was easily doubled by the sensations I felt as I drove my aching stiffness between her vividly caned buttocks. She made appreciative noises as I sawed backwards and forwards within her slippery cavity, enhancing my enjoyment. Somehow my hands slipped beneath her resilient breasts, stroking her firmly erect nipples as my cock engaged her eager cunt, engaged rather vigorously too, if I may be considered a reliable judge. Her internal muscles suddenly began to grip my throbbing yard, just as her vocal responses scaled an ecstatic octave, and almost immediately my hot, urgent emissions were pumping energetically and repeatedly, deep within her.
 
   She rose once again from my desk when so instructed, after I had made my clothing socially acceptable. I then dispatched her to her office, carrying her discarded clothing, so that she could prepare her letter of apology to Miss Lucy. A single glance from her, as she departed, seemed to confirm her tacit agreement that, despite its intimacy, what had happened between us could now be considered complete, requiring no further action or, indeed, emotion.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Dear Miss Lucy,
 
   The Headmaster has insisted that I apologise to you for my unacceptable behaviour during your visit to his study yesterday. I am now writing to you for this purpose.
 
   I regret to say that, following your departure, I made inappropriate use of the charming undergarment you so generously left me for the purpose of seeking out a similar design for myself. I confess that I was somewhat overcome by the effect of the item on my olfactory sensors, and that I subsequently used the sensations so derived for the purpose of an intimate form of self-gratification.
 
   I herewith return the undergarment in question, with thanks. The Headmaster feels that retention of this for any longer would not be appropriate.
 
   I should not, of course, have indulged in such personal pleasure after watching you undergo your punishment, and I sincerely beg your forgiveness.
 
   I must inform you that the Headmaster has punished me for this transgression, by severely caning me, on my bare bottom, but I realise only too well that you might not find this measure sufficient to compensate for any affront you may feel at my despicable actions.
 
   If there is anything further that I, or the Headmaster can do to minimise this affront, we would appreciate hearing of it.
 
   Yours faithfully,
 
   Geraldine Alexander,
 
   Bursar.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Walking & Wailing in the Alaskan Wild
 
   by Thomas Bruns
 
    
 
    
 
   "I can't believe I let you talk me into this," Allie grumped.
 
   "You're the one who said you liked hiking. I thought that this would be a perfect date," Theo said easily as he shrugged his shoulders to adjust his backpack slightly. He looked at the twilight sky (it was twilight now and had been for several days.) The clouds looked a tad ominous.
 
   "It was a perfect date. It was a nice drive. It was a beautiful picnic. And then you dug all of this stuff," she waved her hands around indicating Theo's pack, her own, and everything else attached to them, "out of the back of the truck and off we hiked. Into Brooks Range. In January. Nobody hikes Brooks Range in January. Are you fucking nuts?"
 
   Theo reflected that this might actually not have been his wisest idea to date, but he certainly wasn't about to agree with Allie. That would just validate her damn judgmental attitude. Heavy stress on the 'mental' part. Well, that wasn't entirely fair. It wasn't as if Theo was without faults - witness Theo the idiot hiking through one of the most dangerous areas in January. But he was in decent shape, he reasoned. His six foot three inch frame, while not body-builder muscular, was still rippling with hard tendons and ropes of coiled muscle - more like Ryan Reynolds muscular. And the woman walking just slightly ahead of him was certainly in great shape. Her toned arms and shoulders easily carried the large pack nestling on her. And Theo loved the way the pack pulled those shoulders back and thrust out her fist-sized breasts to their best advantage. But the biggest treat for him was that beautiful ass. It was as if God had taken all of the fat that should have been on her body and packed it into what some would call a 'ghetto booty'. That spectacular ass that was jiggling and bouncing with each step was the first thing everybody noticed on her. It was completely out of proportion to the rest of her. And it was all Theo's. He reached out and gave her left cheek a squeeze.
 
   She squeaked and jumped at that. "Hey, mister! Hands to yourself! Look, but don't touch!" OK, so maybe it wasn't Theo's at all. At least not yet. But, for Christ's sake, it was about God damned time she allowed him to move things along in that department. Five months of dating and the best Theo had done was second base. He'd hoped that a little alone time during a hike would increase his chances. Moron! He had to do this in January. Why couldn't he have waited through another five months of making out and feeling her wonderful breasts until June arrived. This trip would have been perfect in June.
 
   "Theo!" Theo's attention jerked back to Allie. "Damn it, haven't you been listening? It's starting to snow. And from the clouds, it looks like a harsh one. And it's getting colder. And I'm not getting any happier. Can we please turn around and go back to the truck?"
 
   Theo sighed. So much for getting a little in the wilderness. "Yeah, that might be a good idea." Allie harrumphed and nodded to herself. Theo's temper flared just for a moment before he tamped it down again. After all, he probably did deserve it.
 
   They turned back, but the snow continued to fall faster and heavier. Soon it became apparent that they were not going to make it back in time. Allie groused and began sotto voce cursing as she quickly unstrapped her pack and unhooked the hatchet. Theo also dropped his pack and began rummaging through it.
 
   "I'm going to get us some firewood before it's too late," she said in a tone that indicated that she knew it was far too late and that he was going to pay for this. Theo checked a sigh and watched her marvelous butt bounce and wiggle towards the trees. He dug out the tent and went about setting it up. When Allie returned, the tent was ready and Theo told her to bring the wood inside.
 
   "Inside? We need a fire now!"
 
   "Just do it, hon," Theo snapped out. He took a couple of deep breaths. "I'm sorry. This is an Arctic Oven tent. I have a stove inside so we can use the wood.
 
   Allie brought her large bundle inside the tent and marveled at the sight. "OK, I am slightly impressed," she said as she took in the spacious interior that housed the two backpacks, a quaint little stove complete with piping, and sleeping bags and mats already rolled out.
 
   "I'd been planning on doing a major hike on McKinley, but I... well, I met you. I didn't feel much like leaving the area after that."
 
   Allie gave a little smile. "That's sweet," she said.
 
   "The sleeping bags can be used separately or they can be zipped together to make one large sleeping bag," Theo put out for absolutely no particular reason at all.
 
   Allie's smile dried up. "Separate is just fine," she said and deposited the wood by the stove, before sitting down on her mat.
 
   Theo broke some of the smaller pieces into kindling and built a fire in the stove. The warmth didn't take long to spread to the interior, regardless of the generous amount of space. Allie scooted a little closer to the fire.
 
   "Look," she said in a serious tone. "I know what your plans probably were for this hiking trip, but I'm just not ready for that yet, Theo. Can you be patient with me? Please?"
 
   Theo nodded. "I can, Allie. I can wait as long as you need. I want this to be special for the both of us," he said. Inside, Bad Theo was kicking him in the nuts the entire time, while Good Theo was patting him on the back. "I'm not going to push you into anything you don't want to do."
 
   She opened her arms and he hugged her tightly. They kissed with a fervor born of two people trapped in a dangerous situation. When they parted, Theo asked her if she was hungry.
 
   "Yeah, I am. I didn't think gathering firewood took that much effort. Wow."
 
   Theo produced two single Aquablox and liter sized one. He then opened her pack and dug out two Mountain House meals and a small pot for the water. He heated the water on the stove and while waiting for it to boil, he produced a salt cellar and opened it. The inside was divided and contained various herbs and spices. He added a few of these to the dry mix after removing the oxygen absorbers. Then, once the water had boiled, he poured in the requisite amounts, stirred the mixtures around with a Lexan spoon, and sealed the pouches once more.
 
   "That smelled good when you mixed it around," Allie commented while unconsciously licking her lips. "I mean, that smelled really good. What is it?"
 
   "These two are Spaghetti and Meat Sauce. Between the backpacks, the waist packs, and the stuff bags, I think I have enough for the two of us for about a week. The water will run out before then, but I have chemical purifiers and we have plenty of snow. These are actually two person meals, but I thought with our camp preparations, we'd need the extra calories tonight."
 
   "Good thinking," Allie said as she lit one of the small battery lanterns and examined a package. "Wow, sodium is high, but I guess I can live with it. Ugh. The fat content is going right onto my ass. As if I need a fatter one," she groused.
 
   "I think your ass is incredible," Theo responded.
 
   "Hmmm. At least one of us does," was her comment. "Hey, what was that stuff you added to the food?"
 
   "Oh. These things taste good on their own, but I still like a little added flavor. For Spaghetti and Meat Sauce, I always add extra garlic and Italian seasoning."
 
   Allie nodded her approval. "Well, they smelled scrumptious. I can't wait." They waited in comfortable silence as the food completed its cooking. Then they each opened a pouch and began chowing down.
 
   When they had finished, Theo folded one empty bag and stuffed it into the other. He also threw back in the oxygen absorbers and pitched it all into a garbage bag he had procured from one of the packs. "I wonder why there's a company that's allowed to make those things," he grinned.
 
   "What things?"
 
   "The oxygen absorbers. They get thrown into every packaged item imaginable. And what can you do with them once you open the package? Nothing. You throw them away. Now think about how many packages you've opened in your lifetime that had one or two of those things in them. Wouldn't you think that sooner or later there'd be so many that all of the oxygen on Earth would get absorbed into them and there'd be nothing left for us to breathe?"
 
   Allie giggled at the ridiculous notion. "Hey, I have to step outside a moment. I won't go far."
 
   Theo nodded his understanding and allowed her the privacy she needed. She bundled up, grabbed her small pocketbook, and then unzipped the tent and stepped out into the cold. Theo reworked the zipper and waited. And waited. And waited. Just when he was about to go outside to search for her, he heard her call from the outside. "I'm back. Let me in."
 
   Theo worked the zipper and she hurried inside. The smell hit his nostrils the moment she brushed by him and huddled in front of the stove. It was that sickly sweet stench that he'd hoped he wouldn't smell from her again.
 
   "Oh, don't tell me you brought that crap with you? What if we ran into a ranger? Are you stupid?"
 
   She shrugged off her heavy coat and glared at him. "Don't take that tone with me, Mr. 'I'm so perfect I brought my girlfriend into the coldest fucking place on Earth in the middle of winter just hoping she'd suck my pathetic dick in gratitude'!"
 
   Theo's usually even temper broke loose. "Don't start that shit with me. This isn't about me and my dumb ideas. This is about your fucking brain-dead idea to stuff a bunch of joints in your purse in the hopes that maybe you'd get to relive the 60s. An era, I might add, that ended way before you popped out of your mother's snatch!"
 
   "Jesus fucking Christ!" Allie screeched. "You're always bringing up that hippie shit just because I listen to Indie music and like to relax just maybe now and again by toking a little weed! Like you're Mr. Upstanding Guy! I've gotten a peek at the porn stash hiding in your hall closet! You're one sick motherfucker! Cum guzzling bitches who wouldn't give you the time of day!"
 
   "Shut up, God damn it! You're acting like a scared little girl who got caught with her hand in the cookie jar and is trying to get out of it by pointing at everyone around you and saying that they're the bad ones, not you."
 
   "There's nothing wrong with a little mind-freeing pot! You ought to try it! Though, on second thoughts, it probably wouldn't work. You actually need a mind to have one freed!"
 
   "That's fucking it!" Theo roared. He just snapped. He reached out with a lightning fast hand and grabbed her wrist in a vice-like grip. He yanked her off her feet and she landed heavily across his lap. His hand crashed down on that stupendous ass over and over again. She yelled and screamed her lungs out. Just when Theo thought her screams couldn't get any louder, they intensified in volume and pitch when his hands yanked down her sweats and long undies.
 
   "Rape! Help!"
 
   But it wasn't rape that was in Theo's thoughts. His hand began drumming out a hard and fast rhythm on her poor defenseless globes of - until just then - pleasure. Allie's yelps and screams echoed off the tent walls and the sound of hand flesh against butt flesh crackled through the air. Again and again his hand smacked down while she struggled and fought and yelled with every fiber of her being. And then the struggles slowed. Great sobs wracked her frame and she wailed out apology after apology. His hand continued to pound out such beautiful spanking music for about half a minute or so after her crying started.
 
   And then it was over. Her body just shook from the terrific sobs that tortured her body and soul. Her bare butt was far more red than the sauce that had coated the spaghetti and the heat and pain emanating from it was more than she could bear.
 
   Theo softly whispered assurances to her, and rubbed her sore and swollen bottom. His now loving hand, which moments before had been an instrument of destruction, softly and surely caressed her curvy buttocks. His hand slipped between her slightly parted legs and began another form of rhythmic movement. Allie sobbed still, but her lower body moved in concert with his exploring fingers. He manipulated her deftly and she ground against his fingers and lap. Her sobs soon ceased and were replaced with moans of desire and need. He gently rolled her off his lap and onto her back. His hands dispensed with her sweats and long underwear rather easily since they were already half off her legs. He parted her silky thighs and began exploring anew with his tongue and mouth.
 
   Her moans reached a fever pitch and she bucked against him. She cried out in both pain and pleasure as his hands cupped her punished ass and his tongue brought her over the edge. She panted wide-eyed for just a moment or two once it was over before she rose from her position and almost ripped off his clothing. Her sweater and bra joined the haphazard pile in the corner of the tent and her mouth found his more than erect manhood. She licked and sucked with a passion, pausing every now and again to suck a trembling testicle into her eager mouth.
 
   He wasn't going to last much longer in her mouth if he didn't put a stop to it. He gently removed her luscious mouth from his turgid manhood and moved her onto her back on one of the sleeping bags. He took an already inflated pillow and placed it under her hips. Then he positioned himself between her parted thighs and slowly entered into the pleasure prize that he had coveted for so very long. And that was when he discovered the reasons behind her reluctance to welcome him into her body. As he broke through the maidenhead, her body tensed, arched, and jerked with pain. He paused inside her now opened body and allowed her to get past that traumatic moment of her transition into womanhood.
 
   When he felt her body relax around his, he slowly began sliding in and out of that tight wet tunnel. He ever so slowly made passionate love to her beautiful form. When he felt his moment arriving, he would plunge inside her very deeply and use that moment to kiss her seeking lips. Her hands ran over his shoulders, his face, his back, and over his muscular butt. When the urgency had passed, he would begin again. Her moans grew in intensity and her body shook with her very first orgasm brought about by a man making sweet love to her.
 
   He finally drew out of her and turned her over. Her lower body raised and he entered that incredible womanliness from behind. He had the most exquisite view of her incredible ass as he plunged into her enthusiastic passageway of pleasure. He watched her red and spanked buns bounce with every thrust until he couldn't hold back any longer. He yelled out her name and plunged so deeply inside her body that it was a wonder he didn't tear a hole through her belly. Again and again his seed filled her womb. His body shook as he felt the greatest release he had ever experienced.
 
   When he could finally breathe once more, he withdrew his softening member and collapsed beside her. She rolled over and felt his cooling semen dribbling out of her and running down her hot tingling backside. She rolled into his arm and laid her head on his solid chest. Her own breathing was as ragged as his own.
 
   "God, I love you," he breathed from his heart.
 
   "And I you, lover. I love you and so much more." She paused for a time. "I was a bit naughty, wasn't I? I mean, about the pot."
 
   "Yes you were," Theo sighed out. "But I was just as bad, coming to this place at this time of year."
 
   "Hmmmm. Perhaps what is good for the goose is also good for the gander."
 
   "What do you mean?"
 
   "We'll discuss it tomorrow. Now, how do you zip these bags together?"
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Inn Wench
 
   by Kirk Machs
 
    
 
    
 
   The door opened letting in the cold wind and mist of a late autumn night. A lone figure wrapped in a traveling cape stepped through the sill. The richly embroidered hooded cape identified him as a man of means, the long sword, the other weapons thrust in his wide belt and his large frame identified him as a war man and a man not to trifle with. When he shrugged his hood on his shoulders, his bearded, handsome but scarred face seconded the impression.
 
   The inn was empty but for the innkeeper behind the bar and a serving wench cleaning the tables. The visitor chose a table and, holding his sword aside, sat down. The innkeeper hovered near the big man using a dirty cloth to throw breadcrumbs on the floor. "What's yer wish, sire?"
 
   "Food, wine and a bed for the night." He fished a coin from a pocket and threw it on the table. "Here's a talent for your troubles, my good man."
 
   The innkeeper pocketed the coin eagerly. "We're almost without good food for such as you, sire - only a stew and some bread, but we have good wine and the bed is of fine hay if I may say so."
 
   "Good. It will suffice." He nodded to the serving wench that was busy pouring wine from a barrel. "And a bed warmer?"
 
   "This ain't a brothel, good sire. What the wench does is her business. Sometimes she takes with a guy and others not. You will have to ask her yourself."
 
   "I will."
 
   The wench put in front of the traveler a bowl of steaming food and a wooden spoon. A wooden goblet full of dark wine was set near his right hand. She brought a bread loaf and breaking it in half offered it to the man.
 
   The traveler gazed firmly at the woman. She was wearing a dark grey dress long enough to sweep the dirty floor, the bodice elevated her breasts, increasing the cleavage; her long neck held her pretty but dirty face framed on top and sides by a nest of unkempt red locks. Her skin, where the dirt permitted one to see it, was milky white and spotted with freckles. Her quick blue eyes tried to avoid the warrior's grey-steel ones. Unnerved by his stare, she tried to throw the bread on the table and leave, but he grabbed her hand in a steely grasp.
 
   "What's your name, pretty wench?"
 
   "Linda, Sire. Please release my arm, you're hurting me..."
 
   The big man didn't take heed of her plea. "How much for a night in the hay, pretty Linda?"
 
   "I ain't a whore, Sire, please release me..."
 
   He forced her nearer. His eyes burned holes in her face. "How much, little one?"
 
   "Five talents, Sire. Up in front."
 
   He released her and grabbed the spoon. "After I dine, you'll come with me. If you're any good you'll get half a talent. If you're very good, you'll get one talent. If you're a lousy lay, I'll wallop your backside until you think it fell from your skinny body for being pretentious and pricing yourself as a princess. Nay, I wouldn't pay a princess five talents. And consider yourself lucky that I don't wallop you any way because you asks for payment up front from a knight."
 
   He immersed the spoon in the bowl and proved the stew. He nodded to the innkeeper. "Not bad," he growled. Taking one of his knives from his belt he cut a slice of the bread and started some serious wolfing of the food. From time to time he gulped the wine, wiping his lips with his sleeve. He didn't pay any more attention to the serving wench.
 
   She scurried to the kitchen. "What a dirty bastard!" she spat to the innkeeper. "See if I go with him!"
 
   "Calm down, Linda. Be a good girl and don't give this squire any trouble. I know his kind. He is capable of giving you the switch and then using his sword on my neck simply to be nasty. Go there and open your legs nicely for him. It ain't like you haven't done that before. And look at him, you could do much worse."
 
   Linda looked at the huge man slurping his stew. "I prefer to lie with a pig."
 
   The innkeeper got angry. "Look girlie, I'll take your hide if I get any trouble from him because of you. Go, he is done."
 
   The big man swept the empty bowl aside and looked at the wench who appeared in front of him propelled by the innkeeper's hand on her backside. "Bring with you a basin and a couple of jugs of water. A washing cloth. A clean towel." He looked at her doubtfully. "You have some soap?"
 
   "We have, Sire."
 
   "So bring it. Where's me room, innkeeper?"
 
   The innkeeper guided the knight to a room with a large wooden bed filled with fluffy looking hay, covered by wool blankets and bedclothes. The big man tried the bed. "Softer than my usual fare, but it will do. Bring another goblet of wine, good man. Where's the wench?"
 
   "Immediately, Sire." The innkeeper bowed, getting out of the room. "I'll make sure she's here in a trice."
 
   Waiting for the wine and water, the big man divested his upper clothes revealing a muscular torso, covered with scars and matted with bear-like thick hair. Depositing his weapon's belt on a chair, he sat only in his boots and leggings on the bed's edge.
 
   The door opened and the serving wench came in followed by the innkeeper carrying wine goblet, water jugs, a washbasin, towels, washcloths and a bar of crude soap.
 
   "Anything else, Sire?"
 
   "No, just close the door with the key inside."
 
   "No key here, Sire. But you can lock the door with this bar," he said and pointed, before leaving and closing the door behind him.
 
   "Come here, wench, help me with the boots. Straddle my leg with yer butt to me."
 
   Linda obeyed. She straddled his leg, grabbed his boot and, with the help of his other boot pushing firmly against her buttocks, she managed to take it off. The process was repeated successfully.
 
   "Now we will wash your face and hands and see what yer look like below all that smut." He poured water in the basin and dissolved soap in it making a lot of suds, picked a washcloth, soaked it in the soapy water and, grabbing Linda by her neck, started to wash the smut from her face, neck and bust. Linda spurted soap bubbles and protested, but had no way of escaping his deathly grip.
 
   After using a towel to dry her face and bosom, he exclaimed, "Yer mighty purty, little one." He picked a bronze mirror and showed her the results. "Let's do it on my face as well," he laughed. "Yer can exact yer revenge."
 
   Linda did it with vigor. They washed their hands as well and laughed at the dirty water in the basin. Linda emptied the basin out of the window, while the man sat on the bed and took something from his weapon's belt. When Linda returned she saw a crop in his hand. She looked warily at it and asked. "It's to use on yer horsey, Sire?"
 
   "It's to use on anything me ride, wench. It's time for yer to earn your half a talent or yer beating. Take your dress off."
 
   She didn't fuss about the order. It was a simple thing to open the fasteners and slip out of her only garment. She wasn't wearing anything beneath, not even boots. She worked barefooted and it showed on the color of her feet.
 
   The knight drank in the sight of her nude white body. She had never given birth, which showed clearly on her proudly erect breasts and smooth belly. On the other hand, her ample rounded hips suggested the promise of easy breeding. Her round thighs and hairy mound called him to investigate their deep secrets. She stood with her feet lightly apart and her arms at her side without trying to cover her girlish charms. He gestured and she gave a twirl. Her back and bottom were as scrumptious as her front.
 
   He opened his legs. "Kneel here and take out my manhood. It's ready to give yer a homage." Linda obeyed and, opening his cod-piece, she extracted a veritable monster. Probably longer than fourteen inches and as fat as two and a half or three. Her small hands almost couldn't surround its girth.
 
   She cried and jumped to her feet. "No! No! It won't fit! You will kill me with this thing. I don't want your talents. I'll go away."
 
   Before she could escape she found herself thrown face down over his massive thighs and cried in pain because he applied liberally the crop on her bottom and thighs. "No woman ever died because I poked her, wench. Not a few told me that they could die from pleasure, but no one did."
 
   "Stop it, stop it you brute, it hurts!" she cried out, but the barrage of swishy strokes didn't stop until Linda capitulated. "Please stop it, I'll be good, I'll suck it for you, please..."
 
   He threw her between his legs on her knees and with one hand on her red curls he pressed her face against his huge erection. The other hand kept the switch ready. Linda started licking the enormous manhood. She used her lips and tongue skillfully and even managed to put a small portion of the large head inside her mouth. After a while her effort proved worthwhile and the monster jerked, sending spurts inside her mouth and all over her face.
 
   The knight sighed with the release. He looked at Linda's face decorated with semen and detected a fleeting victorious smile on her lips.
 
   "I know what is brewing in this purty head of yers, wench," he laughed. "Yer think that now the squire is done and it was the easiest half a talent you got?" Her expression showed that he'd hit the truth. "But look at my manhood, little one. It didn't even get tired." It was true. The huge pole was still erect and looked as if it was even bigger.
 
   "Come, here, Linda. It's time for you to lie on your back and embrace me with these supple thighs of yer."
 
   "No! No! No! I won't. You won't ride me with this log. Help me somebody!"
 
   The last words were shouted out in horizontal position, as she was once again thrown on his thighs and the crop started to sing again on her backside to the accompaniment of her shrill cries.
 
   "P-please, don't! Yer killing me! Sir, p-please have pity on this serving wench, please!" But her cries didn't bring any solace and didn't thaw the hard heart of the big man. Only when she got hoarse from screaming and when she capitulated by saying, "I'll do it, only stop for pity's sake..." was it that he released her on her knees in front of his rampant tool. "Lick me shaft to ease the entrance, little one," he told her, not unkindly.
 
   She obeyed and licked his mighty pole along the head thoroughly. When he picked her by her arms to throw her on the hay bed, she tried once again to protest, but her words died in her throat when he reached for the crop.
 
   She opened her thighs in surrender and bit her lips expecting the pain, but it didn't come. He took her by surprise by going down on her, first mouthing her labia and than applying his tongue outside and inside her vagina. After that he cautiously positioned the enormous head and pushed carefully looking at her face for signs of pain.
 
   Before she knew, he was inside. It's amazing how nature helps in fitting seemingly disproportional devices. In a few moments they were coupling enthusiastically and vigorously like two lovers should. Her legs locked behind his muscled back and his arms enveloped her smaller form, holding her tightly against him.
 
   It took him a little longer to inundate her insides with another powerful discharge. Her body accepted it and answered with a strong orgasm of its own.
 
   He kissed her lips and eyes, passed his arm beneath her body and, cupping with one single huge palm both striped and painful globes, drew her forcefully inside his embrace.
 
   He closed his eyes, tired and sleepy, but she had other ideas. Making herself comfortable inside his arms, she whispered in his ear, "Did I earn a talent, Sir?"
 
   "Five times over wench. Yer a princess, but let me sleep..."
 
   "Next week I want to be a virgin Mulatto being sold as a sex slave to your plantation. I'll be very reluctant but you will spank me into obedience, what do you think?"
 
   He gave his wife a playful spank on her bruised bottom. "Whatever you wish, Linda. But let me sleep now, I have a meeting tomorrow at nine, please?"
 
   She pouted a little but she also had her work the next day, so she sighed and, safely nested in his embrace, she closed her eyes as well.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Her Favorite Spanking
 
   by Charles Pangbourne
 
    
 
    
 
   Olivia was not surprised when the phone rang at 4:30. Scott often called before he left work, usually to ask if she needed him to pick something up on his way home. She checked the caller ID before she answered.
 
   "Hi, baby," she said sweetly. "How was your day?"
 
   "Just fine, honey. I'm really glad it's Friday. It's been a long week. Is there anything I need to bring home?"
 
   "Just yourself. You're all I need tonight." Scott and Olivia had been married for only six months and their love life was quite active.
 
   "That's good because when I get home, you are taking a trip over my knee." She gasped loud enough for him to hear. Scott had been spanking her since shortly after they'd started dating, usually when she had been naughty and deserved to have her bottom roasted. Lately, she had been on her best behavior and had not done anything to earn a spanking.
 
   "Why? What did I do?" She was close to tears; Scott's spankings really hurt. He only spanked her bare bottom and they always made her cry. The worst part was having to stand in the corner afterwards with a flaming red butt on display.
 
   "Nothing. Tonight you are getting a good girl spanking. You have been very well-behaved lately and I thought you deserved a reward. I'm leaving at 5:00. Depending on traffic, I should be home by 5:30. Love you lots. Bye."
 
   Olivia's heart soared. A good girl spanking! She hadn't been naughty and he wasn't angry with her. What she'd first thought was a threat was actually a promise. The promise of carnal delights created a desire only Scott could satisfy.
 
   I have to get ready, she said to herself. First a shower and then something sexy to wear. Olivia scurried to the bedroom, her imagination fueling the fires of her desire. She had an hour before Scott arrived. She needed to keep herself busy to keep her fantasies in check.
 
   After undressing and a quick shower, she paused long enough to admire her body in the mirror while she was toweling off: short brown hair, just long enough to cover her ears; firm ample breasts and a curvaceous bottom which often brought appreciative stares; and well-toned shapely legs, a result of her love of tennis. Olivia smiled at her reflection. It was a body that often inspired Scott to excel at his husbandly duties.
 
   Trying to decide what to wear was not as easy as it sounds; something sexy but not too revealing. Part of the fun was having Scott undress her, especially lowering her panties before taking her over his lap. First she selected a pair of purple bikini panties. Olivia learned long ago that red was not a good idea. Scott would always say he would spank her until her rump was as red as her underwear. Next, a pair of jean shorts to show off her legs, and tight to emphasize the curve of her butt, followed by a lacy white bra covered by a pink tank top. Usually, she went without a bra, especially at home. Now it would be another item for Scott to remove. Lastly, a light spray of his favorite perfume. That should be enough to rev up his motor.
 
   Preparing for Scott's arrival had only used twenty minutes and now she had to find some way of distracting herself. Nothing seemed to work. Reading a magazine, watching television or puttering around the house, all were ineffective in keeping her imagination at bay. Every little noise sounded like his car pulling into the drive and would send her running to the window. Finally, she gave up and just sat on the couch, letting her thoughts roam. She fantasized about what Scott would do to her and what acts she would perform on him.
 
   She was so preoccupied that she did not hear him pull into the drive. She only knew he was home when he walked in the door. Surprised by his entrance, Olivia bolted from the couch. She ran to him and threw herself into his arms, forcing him to catch her while her arms circled his neck and her legs wrapped around his waist. Their lips met in a long passionate kiss until Scott came up for air.
 
   "Whoa, Girl," he chuckled. "At least let me hang up my jacket." She slid from his arms, eagerly anticipating wrapping herself around him again.
 
   "Bedroom," he said gruffly once his coat was in the closet. He hurried her along with a swat to her fanny, and followed her down the hallway. Once in their room, they went at each other like a pair of horny teenagers, lips and tongues doing a tango of love and hands roaming over bodies. Scott caressed her breasts and squeezed her ass, while Olivia reached for his manhood, massaging it through the fabric of his trousers.
 
   They tore at each other's clothes. Garments were discarded and then ignored. When they were done, Scott was naked and Olivia was clad in only her pink panties. Grinning lasciviously, Scott led her to the bed.
 
   "There is a bottom here that needs my attention." He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly drew them down, revealing neatly trimmed pubic hair. He leaned over and kissed her sex, enjoying the aroma of arousal. Scott pulled her gently across his lap and ran his hand over her silky smooth curvaceous mounds.
 
   "You have a beautiful ass but sometimes you can be naughty. And you know what happens to naughty girls." He began slapping her gorgeous hiney just hard enough to sting a little and make her bottom jiggle. Olivia raised her rear, pushing it into his hand. She gyrated her hips, not because it hurt, but because she could feel his erection underneath her tummy and was trying to make him climax.
 
   He responded by slapping harder, giving her a reason to squirm. He did not stop until the color had gone from white to pink. Scott let his hand glide over her flesh, feeling the warmth he had created there, soothing her with a gentle rub. His hand crept toward the crease at the base of her cheeks and she parted her legs to give him access to her most intimate places.
 
   His touch had her moaning with pleasure that soon approached orgasm. Before she could peak, he withdrew his hand and resumed slapping, this time slightly harder. Olivia felt as if she was swimming in a sea of conflicting sensations. Her body's demand for sexual release and the growing heat in her bottom competed for her attention then joined together in sensory overload.
 
   Scott was well versed in reading her body language and could tell when the sting imparted by his hand was becoming too much. He stopped spanking and returned to massaging a bottom that had now gone from pink to red and was very warm. Olivia relaxed, reveling in his soothing touch and welcoming his hand when it delved between legs. Her moans of pleasure intensified as his fingers probed and fondled.
 
   "Please don't stop," she begged when he withdrew his hand. "I'm almost there. You can't leave me like this." She was frantic with desire and needed him to satisfy her.
 
   "Not yet, naughty girl."
 
   With a loud crack his hand descended on her hind end, the shock bringing her feet off the floor. Several more landed in rapid succession until the blaze in her shapely mounds matched the fire burning between her legs. When he stopped she slid to the floor between his legs with his erection in front of her face.
 
   "Two can play that game." She grinned at him and took him in her mouth. Now it was his turn to moan as the satisfying warmth of her mouth did its work. While she'd been squirming across his lap, Olivia had been grinding against his erection and now that it was in her mouth, he was ready to explode. Before he could, she backed off.
 
   "How do you like it?"
 
   Scott opened his eyes to find his lovely wife with a smile on her face and a sneer in her voice.
 
   "Come here, you," he said gruffly. He pulled her onto the bed and lay back with Olivia on top. Without hesitation, she impaled herself on his manhood. With both of them already in an agitated state, their frantic lovemaking quickly culminated. Exhausted, Olivia collapsed into his arms.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   As so often happens after strenuous lovemaking, Olivia fell asleep. She didn't realize she had dozed off until she awoke nestled into the crook of Scott's arm.
 
   "Welcome to the world of the living, sleepyhead. Did you have a nice nap?"
 
   "How long was I out?" she yawned.
 
   "Only a few minutes. Don't feel bad. I fell asleep also. I guess we wore each other out. Are you hungry?"
 
   "Starved! I didn't make dinner. I was hoping you would take me out."
 
   "Let's order in. I'm not done taking advantage of you." They settled on pizza and Scott placed their order.
 
   "How long?" she asked.
 
   "They said about forty-five minutes. I thought I would go through the mail while we wait."
 
   "Um, about the mail…" Her voice trailed off and she couldn't meet his gaze. "The credit card bill came today. I know you said I had to ask before I used it but there was a sale at the shoe store and I couldn't help myself."
 
   "Olivia, your spending habits are out of control. I told you not to use the card because you are going to send us into bankruptcy. That's why you were spanked after your last spending spree. How much did you spend this time?"
 
   "Three hundred dollars," she said softly. Scott's face looked as emotionless as stone but Olivia could see the anger in his eyes.
 
   "You are in big trouble, young lady. Since the spanking you got for overspending didn't have any effect, you're getting the belt. Turn over." Scott got up to retrieve his belt and did not see Olivia smile as she rolled onto her tummy.
 
   I wonder if he will spank me again when he finds out I lied about the credit card charges, she thought.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Cabin in the Snow
 
   by Mark Stevens
 
    
 
    
 
   I think for us our real romance started in the Cabin. It was there that we were able to get to know each other in a private and secluded setting. I believe that for any romantic and/or sexual relationship to be successful you need time to truly get to know each other. This is a story about one part of our journey.
 
   I had recently gone through my first divorce and she was recovering from her third one. I met her at a gym where we were working through the stress of the divorces by working out. It seemed that we were there at the same time quite regularly and she caught my eye. Before too long we were talking with each other and I came to look forward to seeing her. I found her very attractive and interesting.
 
   We're both in our mid-forties and I found myself attracted to her simple no-nonsense honesty along with her earthy sexuality, and our casual conversations in the gym soon progressed to an invitation for a cup of coffee after our workout. After a few talks in our local coffee house we both realized we had a lot in common and began to date, casually at first as we both cautiously began to trust each other as things slowly progressed. Perhaps slowly isn't the right word, she obviously was being very cautious as the relationship progressed but for me it was different. It was the same feeling I'd had with a teenage crush. Simply put, I was smitten.
 
   Over time we came to realize that we both valued our independence and liked living alone, but also wanted to see each other regularly. It became obvious to us that a traditional relationship wasn't what either of us was after. She made it clear right from the start that she wanted no part of marriage ever again. We both had family commitments, her adult kids and my elderly parents, and time alone would be hard to come by. After many long conversations we both agreed that for any relationship to work we would need a place to escape to together. A place that was secluded and private, away from the distractions of everyday life and all the pressures that outside influences put on a couple, a neutral ground so to speak. Fortunately, I had such a place.
 
   A few years prior to my divorce I had bought what had been a hunter's cabin right at the edge of the Adirondack state park. A New York City couple had bought it along with the 18 acres of woods and meadows that went with it with the idea of having a summer retreat. They had started a pretty major renovation to the little cabin, but when the market crashed and his wife was downsized I was able to purchase it from them at a fraction of what they had paid. My idea was to have a weekend retreat away from the stress of everyday life because it was an easy drive from my home or work. There was one little problem with my plan though. My wife at the time had hated the cabin and the seclusion of the private woodland, so finishing the remodel was slow to say the least.
 
   It was just one of the many things that we fought about. In the end, she got the house, and I got my little secluded cabin. I'd spent my weekends finishing the renovations as a kind of therapy. I was still working on the finishing touches when I met Karen.
 
   She fell in love with the beauty and solitude of the place and we spent at least a couple of weekends a month there and most of the holidays. There was no phone, except for our cells which we left off except for twice a day to check messages, no television, and no computer, so there were few distractions. Her kids did not like the place so visits by them seldom happened.
 
   More importantly, we had time to really get to know each other. With so few distractions we found out that we worked well together and enjoyed each other's company. We also complimented each other in our strengths. She had a tasteful way of decorating that complimented the woodwork on the inside of the Cabin I had toiled so long on. The Cabin had a very homey country feel when she was done. We both loved to cook and she was one of the few people I could work with in a kitchen who did not drive me crazy when I was cooking.
 
   We finished the remodel together. In the spring she planted a garden and we cut firewood and worked on some landscaping together. Some people may think of work like this as anything but romantic, but it was rejuvenating for us. We enjoyed our ATV riding and hiking the trails in the summer and snowmobiles in the winter. On rainy days and quiet evenings we liked to curl up together with our books and just take in the quiet nights. In time our occasional weekend retreat changed and it was rare that we did not spend at least a couple days a week there.
 
   It was a very intimate and romantic place for us, our lovers' retreat of sorts. It was also here that we shared our long repressed desires and fantasies. It was here she confirmed my suspicions that she had a sexually submissive side and had long repressed her desires to explore that side of her. A few bad experiences with her ex who did not know the difference between spanking and beating had left her a little gun shy.
 
   When I revealed to her my fetish for spanking, her response was to drape herself over my knee. It was an expression of her trust in me and I did not take it lightly. Two middle-aged lovers exploring their sexual kink, that was us!
 
   This is the story of one snowy afternoon and evening.
 
    
 
   Breaking trail
 
   The Cabin sits 2000 feet down what used to be a dead end township dirt road back when the Cabin had been part of a farm. The town had long since abandoned the road before I purchased the property. I kept the road open in the winter with a John Deere tractor equipped with a bucket and snow blower. That Friday evening when we arrived it had been snowing for four days and the tractor was at the far end of a road at the Cabin; the road was covered waist deep in snow and even higher drifts. I knew I would have to clear the road with the tractor before we could make it in with the truck and trailer. With no other choice, we left the truck at my nearest neighbor's place, suited up, unloaded the snowmobiles, strapped our duffel bags with clothes and food onto them and fought our way through the drifted road to the Cabin.
 
   Needless to say, after exacting that effort, unpacking, starting the fireplace and kitchen wood stove we were tired out, and by the time we finally cooked and ate our supper, the only thing that happened in the bedroom was some well-deserved sleep.
 
   The next morning after breakfast, she had thrown together spaghetti sauce in a large pan on the kitchen wood stove; she liked to slowly simmer it all day and the results were well worth the effort and anticipation.
 
   We were expecting two couples for an early supper, provided they could get their sleds through the three feet of snow and even higher drifts that had fallen over the last four days. I gassed up the sleds and we suited back up to break open the trail from our cabin to the main groomed trail some three miles away.
 
   Three miles of breaking trail through the woods and meadows was hard work to say the least. The trail was blown in and never groomed as it led only to our cabin so keeping it open fell to us. It was quite the battle as we kept getting stuck in the deep snow and drifts. When we finally made it to the main trail we found it had not been groomed yet either and we were disappointed as there was no way to know if our friends would make it. We decided to head back as it had taken us three hours just to make it this far. We were both tired and sweaty from the effort, though we knew the return trip would be much quicker now that the trail was broken, and hoped that the main trail would be groomed before our friends set out.
 
   Before we headed back, Karen announced that she had to pee and dropped flap on her suit, skimmed down her pants and stepped off the trail to squat down. She promptly disappeared backwards into the powdered snow with a squeal. I ran over and all I saw was her wiggling fingers and the toes of her boots. She had backed off the better packed trail and fallen backwards into about four feet of loose powder.
 
   I waded over to her and pulled her out of the snow and back into an upright position. Her suit was full of snow and her bottom was bright red from the cold. Her need to pee forgotten, she was swearing as I helped her back to her sled. If anyone had come along they would have been greeted with the sight of her bent over the seat of her sled as I dug the snow out of her pants, panties and suit with my hands.
 
   I couldn't stop laughing, and she wouldn't stop swearing! She was mad and it didn't help that I kept chuckling. To top it off it had started to snow again, hard. She zipped up and with a cold and wet ass, fired up her sled, and took off down to the cabin with a vengeance. Hell hath no fury like a woman with a frozen bottom!
 
   It took us less than half an hour to get back now that the trail was broken, and we put the sleds away and quickly got inside to get our clothes off. She was soaked and cold but I soon had her laughing - even though she tried hard not to - as we dried her off, changed into some warm and comfy sweats, and stirred up the fire place, after her much needed pee that is.
 
   She told me to take a shower as she fried up some meatballs and sausage in olive oil and garlic for the sauce. When I came out she was drinking a glass of wine and handed me my favorite drink, a hot cup of coffee laced with Baileys and Bushmills whisky. After the meat was cooked, she stirred it into the sauce and I drew a hot bath for her to soak in. One of the few luxuries in our little cabin was a huge old claw foot tub big enough for two to squeeze in or one to stretch out comfortably.
 
   She poured another glass of wine and disappeared to soak.
 
    
 
   At the bar
 
   She came out some time later with her hair wrapped in a towel and her favorite flannel robe and knee socks on. The robe is almost ankle length and split at the sides to mid-thigh. A zipper in the front with a big ring goes from the neck to her pelvis. It is her favorite and mine as well as it is much fun to get her out of and allows me easy access to her full round bottom when the frequent desire arises in me to cup or gently pinch her pretty cheeks.
 
   Something about a woman fresh from the tub or shower with no make-up on makes her seem a little more vulnerable, and there is a type of honesty there, like all masks and defenses are down. I find it incredibly stimulating and erotic. She had confided that this is also when she felt a bit more submissive in her sexuality. Her infrequent spankings had often come when she was fresh from the shower or tub. I felt a little twitch of arousal when she came over for a hug and a kiss.
 
   There isn't really room for a proper table in the Cabin so we built a bar that divided the kitchen and great room. It acted as both extra counter top and as a table, while allowing us to enjoy the view out of the bank of windows in the great room that overlooked our back meadow. The Cabin was basically one big open area with the bathroom and a small bedroom set in what was once a long enclosed porch along the whole side of the Cabin. Our bedroom is in a loft above the kitchen that overlooks the open great room.
 
   She sat next to me and I gave her another glass of wine. The temperature had dropped as the storm front blew through and outside the cabin it had wrapped in a cocoon of blowing snow. The wind howled around us and the only light came from the gray snow-filled skies. She sat looking out the window at it, almost hypnotized by the sight. There is something about being isolated in a storm that brings the romantic side out in us. Even with the large picture windows filling one end of the Cabin it felt secluded and private while cocooned in the blowing snow. I looked over at her next to me and felt a wave of lustful longing.
 
   The nape of her neck was bare with her long hair wrapped up in a towel. It drew me in like a moth to the flame. I leaned over and began to kiss her neck, my tongue tracing circles on her flesh. She was very still and closed her eyes, just tilting her head slightly so I could kiss more of her neck. It is one of her erogenous zones, and when her breathing got deeper I knew it was having the desired affect. I found an erect nipple when I cupped her breast and gently flicked my thumb over it as I nibbled away. It had been 2 weeks since our last encounter and the sexual undercurrent was bubbling within both of us - two middle-aged adults acting with the passion of teenagers but with the wisdom to slow down and enjoy the ride.
 
   Her ear lobes peeked from beneath the towel and I nibbled on them and then I worked my way towards her throat. She moaned softly as my lips and tongue caressed her neck and I worked my way to her lips. We kissed deeply and I began to kiss and lick my way back down. She spun her stool to face me and leaned back on the edge of the bar as I slid my hands to her hips and pulled the zipper down with my teeth. The robe slid open and I kissed her lips again, our tongues dancing together. Then I kissed and licked my way slowly down her neck and to her lower delights. She has small tea cup breasts with large, sensitive nipples. I savored their taunt firmness compared to the silky softness that surrounds them. Her musky scent drove my lust as the storm outside rattled the windows.
 
   I tongued my way down to her belly button, another spot that makes her come unglued. She leaned back and slid her hips towards me. The stool was beginning to rock dangerously so I slid my hands down her back to her bottom and lifted her off the stool as she wrapped her arms around my neck. Then I set her on the bar in front of me.
 
   Gently, I let her lay back and she dug her heels into the edge of the bar, her robe giving her something to lie on. Never shy about what she wanted sexually, she grabbed the back of my head with one hand and steered me to her musky delight. She wiggled her ass towards me and pulled the robe above her waist.
 
   Few things give me more pleasure than giving her sexual release orally. At this moment in time all the stress from everyday life was forgotten and I feasted on her sex like a starving man while my hands slid over the rest of her body, enjoying the contours of soft flesh. She vocalized her pleasure and thrust herself into my face while gripping my hair.
 
   Time has no meaning while in the grip of passion and I feasted until my jaw ached; she finally came, making me wet with her juices. She pulled me toward her head almost trembling with her release now. She kissed me hungrily and I swept her up in my arms and carried her to the sofa.
 
   We sat down and she pushed me back so I was reclining. Sliding to the rug she knelt before me and freed my cock from my sweats.
 
   I've found in life there are several types of women when it comes to giving oral sex. The ones who won't do it at all or grudgingly and never to completion, like my ex-wife; ones who will occasionally do it in the heat of passion, and a few like Karen who just love to do it.
 
   She calls me her pacifier and I had never met anyone who would go down on me so eagerly and frequently as she does. Her frank admission to me in our early days of dating that she loved to give oral and occasionally receive anal sex both surprised and pleased me that she was so frank and honest about her sexuality. This was a new level of honesty about a subject that was taboo in my previous marriage. Her admission that she loved a good spanking on occasion simply had blown me away as it seemed my fetish and fantasy had become reality.
 
   So I was in heaven as she worked her magic. She becomes very focused and intent on what she is doing while giving head, and watching her is almost as much fun as the pleasure she gives. Between her gentle fingers and liquid velvet mouth two weeks worth of pent up passion had me cumming more quickly than I liked. Still, when she finished and smiled up at me as she milked the last drops from my cock, I was satisfied and drained.
 
   We snuggled on the couch and watched the snow blowing outside until we both napped for a short time.
 
    
 
   The hairbrushing at the picture window
 
   I reclined lazily on the couch until we awoke; she muttered to herself when she pulled the towel from her head and saw her tousled hair. She went to get her wooden Mason Pearson brush I had given her for her birthday. Facing away from me with her feet apart for stability, and facing the window she bent from the waist so her long hair fell forward and began to brush it, giving me a wonderful view of her bottom snuggly encased in flannel.
 
   She has a wonderfully full round bubble butt and the sight of her bent over just a few feet in front of me mesmerized me. That familiar stirring came over me, and after a few moments I knelt behind her and slid my hands up her thighs, sliding the hem of her robe upwards as I kissed my way to her magnificent bottom. Slowly, I slid the robe up until her beautiful round bottom was revealed.
 
   As I kissed and tongued those glorious round mounds of bottom flesh, she grabbed the window sill to steady herself. I soon found my way to her dusky divide, my tongue flicking her valley of delight.
 
   Her legs were trembling as I probed her treasures with my tongue and lips, and she began rocking her ass back into my face. Sensing she was about to collapse, I led her to the overstuffed chair next to the fireplace. She knelt on it and thrust her bottom out in invitation. Wrapping one arm around her waist, I stood beside her, cupped her cheeks and slid my fingertips up and down her crack, stroking her wet sex and tickling her tight little rose bud. As I tickled her little hole I whispered in her ear a reminder of the promise she had made the week before. When she began to whisper encouragement I changed direction and began to spank her beautiful bottom. The effect was electric as she began to yelp and moan at the slaps. Karen likes to be spanked till her bottom is glowing red and stinging before being taken vigorously. I noticed she was still gripping her Mason Pearson and took it from her hand with an evil chuckle.
 
   She moaned, "Oh No!" as I rubbed the smooth wood over her already hot cheeks.
 
   "Ready?" I asked as I tapped it against her bottom. Her answer was to arch her back and thrust her bottom out so she was even more lewdly exposed and vulnerable.
 
   I glanced out the window and through the slackening snow storm I caught sight of headlights slowly making their way through the woods.
 
   "We seem to have company arriving, my Dear," I told her and gave each cheek a quick swat with the brush.
 
   She squealed and got to her feet looking at the lights of our friends' snowmobiles through the trees. She quickly ran to the bar and lit a scented candle. She told me later the Cabin smelled of sex. She ran up the steps to our loft bedroom and at the top she turned and pointed her brush at me.
 
   "We have unfinished business, Mister!"
 
   She tossed me down some clothes and disappeared back into the loft to change as I ran to the bathroom to dress.
 
    
 
   Interruption and the meal
 
   I welcomed our friends in about 15 minutes later, after they had parked the sleds and begun taking off their gear. Karen usually dresses conservatively, but on occasion she will put together an outfit that is a bit outrageous. She came down a few minutes later dressed in a red skirt, ankle high calf skin boots, with red and white striped stockings and a green sweater with mistletoe embroidered above her breasts. It was torture for me because she was dressed to tease. It was kind of a naughty Christmas elf theme.
 
   The other ladies loved it and made comments in appreciation and the men tried to not be too obvious as they looked at her erect nipples poking against the sweater. The night had begun. The women sat at the bar chatting as Karen waited for the pot of water she had for the noodles to boil, and the men sat with me, watching the storm and talking in the great room.
 
   We had not been able to get together for Christmas, and with New Year a few days away this was our holiday party of sorts.
 
   A few bottles of wine were drunk before and during the meal. It was a very relaxing early supper, and we all had fun talking and joking with each other. We all helped with the clean up and the girls made short work of the dishes. Too soon the skies began to darken and then our friends suited up and headed out into the snowy night.
 
   We stood at the picture window and watched them leave, both of us feeling very content.
 
    
 
   A full moon ending!
 
   Karen disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes to freshen up, and I stoked the fireplace that had burned down to coals. She was still wearing her outfit when she came out and kissed me hungrily before she told me to go wash up and get into something more comfortable.
 
   "We have unfinished business," she whispered in my ear.
 
   I quickly washed up and slipped on the robe she had gotten me for Christmas, and when I came out she had turned off all the lights. Two candles in sconces that hung from the loft railing cast flickering light over the cathedral ceiling, and one on the bar and a couple more in the great room cast a warm flickering glow. Between the candles and the flames from the fireplace there was just enough light to see the magnificent sight before me clearly!
 
   She had pulled the padded foot stool to the back of the couch and was kneeling on it when I came out. The hairbrush sat next to a tray of spices, and a bottle of olive oil left over from the meal sat on the bar just a short reach away from the couch. She gave me a horny little smile and blew me a kiss, before flipping her skirt up and draping herself over the back of the sofa. Between the tops of her stockings and her upturned skirt there was bare skin. The little Minx had worn no panties under her skirt.
 
   Her beautiful bare bottom was thrust out in offering, and I savored the sight as I slowly walked up behind her. She has a full, round and well-toned bottom of a healthy mature woman, not some half-starved teen. The sight of it bent over in offering is as addicting as any drug to me and I was about to get my fix.
 
   Again I knelt behind her and feasted on her delights. Our passions which had been at a low simmer during our friends' visit soon came to a full boil. I licked, kissed, nibbled, and massaged every inch of her bottom and valley while she sighed, wiggled her bottom, and whispered encouragement.
 
   I was raging hard and she almost whimpered as I rubbed the tip of my cock up and down her crack till it was slick with her juices. She kept trying to thrust back onto me, but I continued to tease her. Stepping to the side of the footstool, I wrapped an arm around her waist and cupped each cheek in my free hand before I began to spank her. She sometimes likes to mix her pleasure with the pain of a spanking and her lusty yelps and howls let me know that her reddening cheeks were lighting a fire deep in her sex.
 
   When my own lust made it impossible to hold back I grabbed her hips and slid into her liquid satin sex with one long slow deep thrust. We were joined in the act for some time before she made another lewd invitation. Gently I began to massage her tight bottom with her own juices until it yielded to my fingers. She almost whimpered when I pulled out of her sex but kept a finger in her tight bottom.
 
   I grabbed the hairbrush from the bar and began to slowly swat her cheeks with one hand as I continued to stroke her bottom with the other. The effect was amazing - she began to moan and howl from the combination until the tension seemed to go out of her and she lay almost limp over the back of the couch cushions, as if she was lost in the sensations she was feeling. I cursed softly when I realized our lube was upstairs by the bed. I remembered the olive oil and she giggled when she saw what I was doing with it. Soon her valley and my cock was slick with extra virgin.
 
   Grabbing her hips, she reached between her legs to guide me into her tight little rose bud. I gave a gentle push until her bottom yielded and she let out something between a groan and a sigh as I thrust into her tightness. She kept her hand between her legs unabashedly rubbing her sex as we coupled. I was lost in the erotic sight and sensation of the act and time had no meaning, but I felt my own orgasm building from deep down inside me. She came first as she furiously rubbed her sex and asked for it hard and fast. That was it for me; just as she was riding the end of her orgasm I came as I thrust into her.
 
   We stayed like that for some minutes afterwards. I wasn't sure I could walk and I lay against her soft hips until I came down from the buzz. Pulling out of her, she gave one last soft contented sigh.
 
   We were both sweaty from the effort and we went back to the bathroom for a quick shower and then to bed where we snuggled till we both fell into a deep, contented sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Internet Encounter
 
   by Scott Temuujin
 
    
 
    
 
   This is the story of Stephanie Walden, a very kinky girl who is also very shy. She finally gets the experiences she's been fantasizing about (and a little bit more) after meeting with a man she found online after initially standing him up.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Stephanie Walden had always been a shy girl and definitely on the conservative side when it came to expressing her sexuality. The fair-skinned and lithe 24-year-old brunette was in fact still a virgin, despite her natural beauty and cute girl-next-door style mannerisms. She wasn't desperately shy, as she did have her group of friends and didn't mind going out for dancing or (light) drinks every now and then, but she for the most part was a very well-behaved girl who didn't put out and, consequently, her attractiveness sometimes went unnoticed.
 
   Due to her rather demure nature, nobody would ever have guessed the unconventional and erotic fantasies she entertained within her mind but never dared share with anyone else. For as long as Stephanie could remember, she always felt a funny feeling whenever she heard about spanking or saw a depiction of spanking, even if it was something largely non-sexual, such as a cartoon spanking that was intended to be humorous. As she got older, she began to realize this funny feeling was arousal.
 
   Stephanie only had one boyfriend during high school and he was pretty much as reserved and inexperienced as she was. The extent of their sexual experiences together never went any further beyond a little bit of kissing and light (fully clothed) groping. After high school, she went to a nearby college, but as a commuter she missed out on the traditional college life and never got in on all the partying and sexual adventures germane to the stereotypical college experience.
 
   Though she did not live on campus, Stephanie earned some extra money working as a French language tutor for other students. It was when working in this capacity that she met Tom, another French tutor with whom she struck up a friendly relationship that ultimately led to a romantic relationship. During the course of her time in college, when other students were exploring their sexuality in real-time, Stephanie spent hers researching her fetishes. As time went by, she learned more and more about her spanking fetish and domestic discipline relationships as a whole.
 
   As the weeks went by and Tom and Stephanie continued their relationship, Stephanie finally got up the nerve to ask him for a spanking after a rather heavy petting session. Tom, thinking she was joking, just gave her a little love tap.
 
   "C'mon Tom, I've been a bad little girl. I need you to get my bottom redder than that!" Stephanie begged, as she unzipped her pants then pulled them down and placed her panty-clad bottom over Tom's knee.
 
   "Uh Steph? What are you doing?" asked a very visibly shocked and uncomfortable Tom.
 
   "I've always wanted to - I mean I was thinking you could - never mind," said a frustrated and embarrassed Stephanie as she got up and put her pants back into place. Within three days, she and Tom had broken up.
 
   After this experience, Stephanie became even more afraid of letting her sexual proclivities show through, and began spending more and more time reading spanking stories and watching spanking videos online. Shortly after she graduated from college, she'd managed to find some BDSM community websites where she talked with several men her age and older. She became incredibly aroused and a little bit scared during her cybering escapades, rarely ending one without a pair of very wet panties clinging to her pussy.
 
   As time went by and Stephanie's cyber-play experiences grew, they began to have less of an effect. Just instant messaging with a man about spanking her was incredibly stimulating at first, but now she wanted more. She knew that 'more' was what she wanted all along, but as such a quiet, modest, and easily embarrassed girl, she didn't think she would ever be able to get to that next level. All of this was soon to change, though, when she began talking online with a 30-year-old man named John who had been active as a Dom for nearly half his life.
 
   Stephanie instantly felt an extra element of excitement when speaking with John, not only because of his experience, but also because of the tone in which he talked to her. Every time he referred to her as "brat" or "princess" her hand would invariably stray down to her pussy for a few soft rubs. After playing out several different spanking scenarios via online chat, John one day shocked Stephanie by asking her to meet him in person.
 
   Stephanie didn't know quite what to say. She felt so many emotions at once - arousal, excitement, embarrassment, fear, and more. With her hands shaking so much that it was difficult for her to type, the pretty girl responded by asking John what he had in mind. He then asked her if she'd be okay with meeting at a motel located halfway between them so that he could finally put the sweet little latent nymph over his knee for a thorough ass reddening. John and Stephanie continued to talk and plan and eventually they had set a date for the following Thursday at a motel 15 miles away from both of their homes.
 
   Stephanie grew more and more timid and worried about the spanking date as the days passed. No man had seen her naked since her pediatrician when she was seven years old. She trusted John and had thoroughly checked him out online and found nothing threatening. She saw that he was not only non-threatening, but also a very nice man as well. He was an active volunteer with several charities and worked an extra job to help provide for his teenage sister's new baby. Even though every conversation she had with John made her more sure this was the man she wanted to be spanked by, her fear and awkwardness continued to be an influence.
 
   Before long, Thursday had arrived. An excited John arrived at the motel at 1pm as they had arranged and reserved a room for three hours. After checking in and getting his key, he went back into his car to retrieve his various spanking implements as well as a straight-backed armless chair. He always brought the chair along whenever he was going to spank a girl just in case the hotel he was visiting wasn't equipped with any armless chairs, which would render a proper over-the-knee spanking impossible. Once all the arrangements had been made, all John had left to do was play the old waiting game.
 
   After 90 minutes, he was getting a little impatient since he'd only reserved the room for three hours and half of that time had already passed. He began to worry, hoping that Stephanie hadn't been in an accident on her way over. He then texted her to ask where she was.
 
   Ten minutes later, he received a reply consisting of only six words, which read: "Sorry. I'm just not ready yet."
 
   Frustrated, John angrily thrust his phone back into his pocket, gathered his items and left the room and drove home. He was angry not only because of the loss of money, but also because he was greatly disappointed over the letdown of not getting to spank someone he considered to be the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen.
 
   Stephanie, being a very nice girl, felt full of remorse, but didn't know quite how to handle things. She closed out all of her accounts on the various BDSM sites she'd joined, and she got her cell phone number changed so that John couldn't contact her further. With every day that went by, she began to regret her decision more and more. Her fantasies about being spanked by John grew ever more vivid. However, without fail, within seconds of achieving orgasm through her fantasies of being spanked by John, she would instantly be struck by heavy pangs of guilt and self-loathing. She knew she had to set things right.
 
   By the end of the following weekend, Stephanie had created a new profile on the site where she'd met John and this time, rather than filling it out with her interests and experience, she made it an open apology letter to John and then messaged him, identifying herself and asking him to read her profile, as well as giving him her new phone number.
 
   Skeptically, John eventually did read her profile and as he read through it, his anger and disappointment slowly abated. However, the last line of her message to him took him very much by surprise. In it, she asked him for another chance at a meeting and to specifically spank her for being such a tease and wasting his money the last time. John then called Stephanie and they made a date to meet at the same motel in three days.
 
   After a long talk over the phone, John informed Stephanie that this time, things would be different. This time she would call ahead and pay for the room herself since he'd already shelled out the money for nothing the first time around. He also told her that if she wanted to do this, then she would have to do things exactly as he said. One of his requirements was that she go to Victoria's Secret and buy herself a deep red satin thong and matching bra. For a shy girl who usually only wore bras and panties that came in plastic 3-pack packages from department stores, this was a very embarrassing idea, but she agreed to it.
 
   Immediately after hanging up, Stephanie drove to the mall and picked up the lingerie items John had told her to buy. When she got home, she tried them on and couldn't believe that she was the same sexy woman looking back at her in the mirror. Turning around and looking back, she checked out her tight yet nicely rounded ass and slapped it once, admiring the way it looked while adorned with her pink handprint. She started to get wet and instantly took the panties off, not wanting to ruin them before her encounter.
 
   When Stephanie awoke on the big day, she found herself already wet and extremely aroused. Just before her alarm had gone off, she was dreaming of being spanked and humiliated by John. The dream felt so real that for the first few seconds after she woke up, she could swear that she still felt the burning sting in her naughty buttocks.
 
   After showering, dressing, and having a quick breakfast, Stephanie started to get ready and, after about an hour, was off to the motel. She checked in, got her room key, and went inside and sat nervously on the edge of the bed as she waited for John to arrive. It was right about then that she remembered that John had told her to wait for him wearing nothing but her bra and thong panties, so she quickly stripped down to her underwear.
 
   As soon as she'd fully removed her tight jeans, she heard a knock at the door and she walked up to it. Looking through the peephole in the door, she instantly recognized the guy standing outside of the room as John. Nervously, she opened the door and let him in. She knew that John was going to be tall, 6'5" to be exact since he had already told her that when they were chatting, but she was still shocked and intimated a bit by his size as she stood only 5'2" herself.
 
   "Hello, beautiful, how are you doing today?" asked John.
 
   In a mix of nervousness and humiliation, Stephanie lifted her hands to cover her bra and the crotch of her panties, but quickly but gently had them pulled down to her sides by a laughing John.
 
   "Such a shy little princess you are, Stephanie. If you're embarrassed now, I hate to think how you'll be feeling once I put you over my knee and set your bare little buns on fire. Speaking of which, turn around and show me your bottom, little one," said John.
 
   Taking a deep breath, Stephanie turned around and exposed her nearly naked backside to John, who instantly remarked, "Damn, that has to be the nicest ass I have EVER seen. I can't believe you're a virgin, baby, and I can't believe that nobody has ever spanked that irresistible little ass before."
 
   After that, John instructed Stephanie to remove her bra and panties and pretty soon the beautiful young lady was fully nude and blushing heavily.
 
   "Now I'm sure you remember that I told you I was going to bring my electric razor with me, and it's pretty apparent that it will soon be seeing some action," stated John, as he looked at Stephanie's dark patch of pubic hair.
 
   Stephanie always kept her pubic hair trimmed enough that it wouldn't show when she wore a bathing suit, but beyond that did no shaving. The thought of having her pussy shaven completely bare aroused her just as much as it embarrassed her.
 
   "Come on, princess, let's head to the bathroom; time's wasting," said John as he took Stephanie by the hand, led her to the bathroom, and sat her down on the toilet.
 
   John then left the bathroom and came back with his razor and plugged it in. As Stephanie heard the rhythmic buzzing of the razor, she couldn't help but notice how much it sounded like her vibrator, which she'd only recently been bold enough to order online and try out. John then moved in and went about the task of shaving Stephanie's pubic hair.
 
   He started by applying a 1/8'' guard to the razor to shorten Stephanie's black triangle so that when he took the guard off and shaved her bare, she would not be hurt. After about 2 minutes of very careful shaving (which, to Stephanie's extreme embarrassment also involved her having to get up and spread her cheeks so her anus could be shaved) John was finished.
 
   "Look in the mirror sweetheart," said John, "and get a look at how much you look like the age you've been acting."
 
   Stephanie did as she was told and let out a little gasp of surprise when she saw her pussy completely bare and exposed for the first time since she'd hit puberty. She was so embarrassed she couldn't even speak, knowing that John was currently viewing all of her most intimate and private parts. It was her first time ever being on display nude and despite her embarrassment, she absolutely loved it. She was briskly snapped out of her introspection when John took her by the hand and led her back to the motel room where he took his place in the armless chair and deposited Stephanie over his lap.
 
   Before beginning the spanking, he began to lightly massage Stephanie's naked bottom, running his palm over both sweet and perfectly smooth cheeks and slowly running his finger up and down her crack. He then started to slowly squeeze and slowly release each of her cheeks in turn, noticing how Stephanie ever so slightly bucked her hips each time one of her perfect globes received a squeeze.
 
   Soon the massage stopped and Stephanie knew that John was staring down at her naked ass. She could tell he was enjoying the view as she felt a hard lump beginning to form under her waist. He in turn knew she enjoyed being viewed, as the wetness on his pants leg gave Stephanie's arousal away instantly.
 
   "Okay princess, let's not waste any time. You know why I'm in this hotel room right now and you also know why you're over my knee. Originally, it was just going to be for our mutual pleasure, but now, since you were such a tease and a naughty girl the first time around, I have to give you a harder spanking than I originally had in mind to teach you a lesson you won't forget," John lectured, making sure the pretty young thing over his lap knew she was going to be receiving a real punishment.
 
   Being that this was a punishment spanking, John decided he wasn't going to fool around by starting off by going easy on Stephanie's ass. The first spank landed with such a sting on Stephanie's bare bottom that it took a few seconds to sink in. It was almost like jumping into extremely cold water - first you feel the shock, and then the discomfort. Before Stephanie had any amount of time to adjust to this new sensation, the spanking rapidly continued, getting harder and harder with every swat.
 
   "You bratty little tease," puffed John as he continued to spank, "you've earned every bit of this and more. You'll think twice before you string a guy along and then stand him up for a date the next time!"
 
   Stephanie soon began sobbing, both from the fire in her ass and the guilt she felt over letting John down. She was also feeling the cathartic release of finally embracing and acting out her fantasies after doing little more than imagining for so many years.
 
   As John continued to rain spank after spank down on Stephanie's perfect bottom, it began to change color from a soft creamy white to light pink, and eventually it was red as a rose. By this point, Stephanie was kicking her legs and screaming, begging John to stop the spanking.
 
   "Please, John, it hurts so much, I'm sorry!" Stephanie screamed.
 
   "Well little lady, it sounds like you've learned your lesson, but we have to do the 'panty test' before we can tell if your spanking is done or not," stated John.
 
   "What's the panty test?" asked a worried Stephanie.
 
   John then clamped his hand over Stephanie's mouth, telling her, "Young lady, you are not allowed to speak except for the phrases 'Yes Sir' and 'No Sir' until your punishment is officially over. If you don't comply with this rule, you can count on a thorough mouth-soaping. Is that understood?"
 
   "Yes, Sir," was Stephanie's meek reply.
 
   "Well then, I'll now explain to you what the panty test is. When a girl has been especially naughty, as is the case here, I have her put on a pair of red panties and I don't stop spanking her bottom until the color of the panties and her bottom are a perfect match," explained John.
 
   After saying this, he picked up the panties which had been directly under Stephanie's face throughout the spanking and held them up to her bare and very punished ass.
 
   "Hmm, not quite ready yet, but close. I think you need 25 swats from the paddle and then we'll be done with the spanking portion of your punishment for the day," declared John.
 
   "Please don't paddle me! I've learned my lesson! And what do you mean by the spanking 'portion'? How else will I be punished?" choked out a very embarrassed Stephanie as she hopped up and down in a little pain dance while clenching her burning bottom in her hands.
 
   "What did I tell you about speaking, young lady? I'll let it slide this time, but if you talk again before your punishment is over, it'll be soap city for your pretty little mouth. Now put your hands on the seat of the chair and stick your butt out for me, princess," instructed John.
 
   Stephanie did as she was ordered, with her whole body shaking in a mixture of shame, remorse, arousal, fear, and anticipation. John picked up the paddle that had been sitting on the bed the whole time and walked up to Stephanie, lightly patting her bottom with it.
 
   "Brace yourself, little lady, because if you think my hand set your naughty rear end on fire, the paddle will be a blazing inferno!" teased John, unable to stop himself from smiling just a bit as he made his proclamation.
 
   Without another word, John began to paddle the beautiful ass in front of him, admiring the way Stephanie's bottom bounced and jiggled with every swat. He wanted to keep the girl on her toes, so he delivered the first eight swats in a non-stop quick series, then the next three were slow and deliberate with about 20 seconds in between. Then the next 11 were delivered at a furious pace, causing Stephanie to jump out of position and beg for mercy.
 
   "Big mistake, princess. That little display of disobedience just cost you a mouth-soaping as well as three extra swats. Now get back in position and be quiet before you get yourself in any deeper!" barked John.
 
   Crying noisily and casting all dignity aside, Stephanie got back in position, and John hastily gave her the three remaining swats plus the three extra ones she had earned.
 
   When he was done, he gently patted her bottom and told her to stand up straight. He put his hands on her bottom and gently pushed her as she walked until she was standing in the corner, her crimson buttocks sticking out on full display.
 
   "You stay right there, sweetheart, and don't you let me catch you rubbing your bottom or you'll go right back over my knee," ordered John.
 
   He then reached into his pocket and pulled out a new bar of soap, still in its wrapper. As he opened the soap package, he smiled and said, "I had a feeling we'd be using this before our little date was over. Open up, my pretty little princess."
 
   With that, Stephanie opened her mouth as ordered, and John slid the soap inside. Stephanie had never felt more exposed, embarrassed, or aroused at any point in her life.
 
   As she stood in the corner, she could sense John was staring at her naked body and very much enjoying the view. It took every bit of resolve in the young girl's being to not spit out the horrible tasting soap and to not rub her bottom. However, there was another part of her anatomy that she couldn't resist rubbing. Slowly, she slid one hand down and began to slowly massage her clitoris with her hand and then strayed down a little lower and slipped a finger into her pussy.
 
   Little did she know that John was fully aware of this and as he watched her, he undressed and was preparing to give the naughty girl a reward for taking her spanking so well.
 
   "OK, princess, corner time is over," said John as he walked up to Stephanie and gently pulled the soap out of her mouth.
 
   Stephanie was in such a hurry to run to the bathroom and rinse her mouth out that she didn't even stop to look at John and notice his state of undress. When she finally emerged from the bathroom, she stopped dead in her tracks and her jaw dropped. This was her very first time seeing a guy naked in person and her arousal level jumped even higher.
 
   "John, you know I'm a virgin but please - I want you to be my first," the overwhelmed girl barely managed to utter.
 
   "It would be my pleasure, princess. I want to reward you for taking your punishment like a big girl and I want to make you feel as beautiful as you truly are," was John's reply. With that, he came closer to the naked Stephanie, embraced her, and the two began to kiss passionately.
 
   As they kissed, they began to grope each other, with John's hands finding their way to Stephanie's ass, which he squeezed and raked with his fingernails. Stephanie grew even wetter and bucked her hips as pleasure and pain combined as one.
 
   Firming his grip on the girl's bottom, John picked Stephanie up, held her against the wall and penetrated her tight virgin wetness. By this point, Stephanie was so aroused and in such sheer pleasure that she could barely speak, as she felt her tight pussy being rammed over and over again. Finally, they both hit their orgasm at the exact same moment and Stephanie threw her head back and screamed in pure ecstasy as the waves of her multiple orgasm crashed harder and harder until she was finally completely spent.
 
   John slowly pulled out and then gently put Stephanie down, before sitting on the bed and having her sit on his lap. For a while, they just sat there silently as John held Stephanie tightly and reveled in the sensation of feeling the heat he had spanked into her ass resting on his lap.
 
   Finally, when he could find the words he said, "Stephanie, you are a beautiful young lady and when I say that I mean it both on the inside and on the outside. I knew from talking to you that you weren't the kind of girl who would ever want to hurt a guy and I had a feeling you'd be back for your punishment. I hope you understand that I spanked you because I care about you - and I also hope that we can have an ongoing relationship in which I provide the discipline you need whenever you know you need it," said John.
 
   "I'd like that very much!" said Stephanie enthusiastically. What she said next took John by surprise, but also pleased him very much.
 
   "John, can I call you Daddy?"
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

An Evening in the Lounge
 
   by Quentin Quillis
 
    
 
    
 
   I have been called into the lounge. It is a large room with a fireplace, two couches and a number of easy chairs. I have no idea why He wishes to see me but I have nothing to fear. If he wished to punish me I would have been told to report to the room that he has set aside for that purpose.
 
   There are three men with him and they rise at my entrance. He announces, "Ah! The entertainment has arrived." I am confused until he tells me to take off my shoes and leave them by the door. My heart begins to sink. The removal of shoes is a ritualistic part of my preparation for punishment whenever I enter the special room. Nervously, I do as he wishes and then I notice The Chair has been brought here and placed in the center of the lounge.
 
   I stand, too frightened to move. Surely he does not intend to spank me in front of these strangers. He has come forward to meet me. I try to read something in his face, but it is impassive as always. Although he is nothing more than a gracious host to me most of the time, he has often deemed it necessary to punish me in the other room, and I have always submitted to it without question. During those times he is more my Master than my host and it is in that light that I see him now, so I offer no resistance as he takes my hand and I am led like a lamb to slaughter. He sits in The Chair and brings me down into an all too familiar position. I lie there in a daze as he raises my dress and slip. He grasps my waist and I instinctively take hold of the chair legs.
 
   As I wait for the first stroke I hear him say, "When I am using my hand I prefer leaving her underwear on. The texture of the material when I rub it against her firm backside is quite nice, and there is a delightfully different feel to spanking her that way. Of course it doesn't hurt her as much but it's a good start. I see no reason why we can't have a little fun before I get to the real spanking."
 
   If I could bring myself to speak I would correct him. Keeping my panties on is slightly less humiliating, especially in the present circumstances, but they offer little protection and yes, it hurts. Not only that but I most decidedly disagreed with his other comment. I don't think those spankings or the one I'm apparently going to get tonight are any fun at all but I remain silent. I am too ashamed to be in this position in front of these men and besides, it would not do to contradict someone when they are about to punish you. There would be nothing to gain and considerable to regret.
 
   The spanking starts. He is starting out harder than he usually does and I resign myself not only to the almost unbearable humiliation of being spanked for the entertainment of strangers but now, too, the pain which will build to an agonizing level sooner than usual.
 
   I am surprised when he stops. I wasn't counting but it didn't seem like much more than a dozen swats. He lets go of my waist and I quickly reach for the floor to steady myself. I didn't see the little table where he puts the implements nor did I see any of them in the room, although I must admit I didn't have time for a thorough search. Even so, I try to comfort myself.
 
   As I have said before, he is a man of ritual and when he punishes me over his knee he waits to use his chosen implement until he decides that I have been properly prepared for it and that usually takes a lot longer than this. There has never been a time when I have received such a short and relatively mild spanking. I feel him returning my clothes to their proper place and my heart soars. It has been most humiliating and I know I will still have to face the guests who have punctuated my shame by polite applause, but maybe the entertainment he spoke of was just a demonstration of my submissiveness. I hope I pleased him.
 
   He guides me to my feet and stands beside me. I cannot bring myself to look up so I stare at the floor until he takes my hand and leads me to one of the men who has risen to greet us. My hand is transferred and with it my fate as I am brought back to The Chair. My guide sits and gently moves me to his side. I want to look at the man who is truly my Master this evening but I don't. I'm afraid it would be misconstrued as asking for mercy. If he wishes me to be punished at the hands of another, I will be. It appears the evening's entertainment includes audience participation, and I resign myself to be spanked again by the man who holds my hand. I fear he will not be the last.
 
   My reverie is broken as the man in The Chair speaks. "Personally, I prefer the feel of soft and silky skin. Take your underpants off." I realize he is talking to me and it takes a moment for his message to sink in. When it does I reach under my dress modestly, unsnap the garter straps, pull my panties down a little and reattach the garters. I am told to take the pants off completely and I do as ordered. My face is red with shame as I hold them in my hand, unsure of what to do and he says, "You may hold them until I'm done and then you can put them back on." I nod and with his kind assistance, find myself over his lap. He does not grasp my waist but rests one hand on the small of my back so I must keep my hands on the floor and cannot hold the chair legs. I mourn the loss of my anchor as he raises my clothes and spends a few moments gently rubbing his target.
 
   The shame of submitting to a spanking by a complete stranger is momentarily overshadowed by indignation. How dare he take such intimate liberties. Needless to say I keep my views to myself and listen to him complimenting the one who had previously had exclusive rights to this part of my body on how nice and soft he found the territory. I pray for him to get on with the real reason I am in this position and then wish he'd go back to that nice rubbing as the first of his swats lands.
 
   It hurts as much if not more than the last of my Master's demonstration. The second one lands swiftly, and I barely have time to catch my breath for the next few. When he stops it is only to readjust my position. The force of his blows has driven me forward, and he pulls me back with the admonition to brace myself harder. He strikes hard again and again. I am trying to keep from crying out but each one is as bad as the first and I am about to lose the battle. I long ago gave up trying to count my Master's strokes in the other room but now it seems important, however, the pain is getting worse. I think we're somewhere around twelve when I cry out and that encourages him to strike even harder. Just as I abandon my efforts at counting he stops again. I think there were about fifteen.
 
   I am crying and hoping he is done but I jump as I feel his hand again. He is not hitting but has gone back to rubbing. Even this gentle touch is a little painful, but what was humiliating before is now soothing. Oh, no! Rub the pain away if you must but don't move your hand there. I am ashamed to find my own body betraying me and I cannot close my legs to prevent his hand from sliding down there. Please don't touch me there! Please, please! Too late. He has found my secret and I moan as he explores further but just enough to satisfy himself that I have had the required response to his efforts. He tells the assemblage what he has discovered. I'm not sure if the applause is for him or me, and I'm too ashamed to care.
 
   He helps me to my feet and tells me I can put my panties back on. I still have them in my hand but had forgotten them. I step into them and the elastic hurts as it slides over my recently abused skin. When I complete my task he takes my hand and leads me to the next man. I am not sure how I will survive another onslaught much less two, but I must do the best I can.
 
   I am led back to The Chair and wait as stranger #2 settles himself. He informs me (or the group, I don't know) that he also prefers panties off. I half expected as much, but he doesn't stop there. He also does not care for the business of moving clothes after I'm over his lap so (now I know he's talking to me) the dress and slip will be removed first. With fresh tears in my eyes I unzip my dress and let it drop to the floor. I pull the straps of my slip off my shoulders and it joins the dress. I step out of them and a voice I recognize as having the power to stop this nightmare says, "You know better than that. Hang them up." I look to see him pointing to the hat rack that is normally in the other room. I pick up my clothes and walk towards it. As I put them on hangers I realize how close I am to the door. Freedom is but a few feet away but I cannot even think of such things.
 
   I turn back to center stage, as it were, and walk proudly. As proudly as I can with nothing on but my underwear and with the knowledge that as soon as I'm back at The Chair, I have already been doomed to stand in front of them wearing even less. As I put distance between me and my outer clothes I know it is unlikely that I will be allowed to put them on again before they're finished with me, and I have little hope that they won't make me strip entirely. The spankings I am being forced to submit to for their entertainment are, at best, only half over and I fear they will not be the full extent of the punishments I will endure before the night is over.
 
   Upon my arrival I'm told to take my pants down. I've already done this once but then at least I had the small modesty of performing this action under cover of my dress. Now I am in full view as I go through the steps of undoing the garter snaps, pulling my pants down a little and reattaching my stockings.
 
   I stand in readiness with my pants just above my knees and he informs me he is left-handed. I don't understand what he means until he guides me around to his other side. In the process my pants have slipped down to my ankles and he decides it would be just as well if I took them off entirely adding, "Since you won't be needing them for the rest of the evening."
 
   Again I hold them but he takes them and tosses them to the side before pulling me down. It seems odd to be lying in this direction but I do not have long to reflect on it. He wastes no time in making me more uncomfortable. No intimate caress from this guy. Just a lot of pain as he starts right in with no ceremony. If he is trying to outdo his predecessor he is succeeding, but lest he feel too smug, he's striking on territory that has been well-prepared and the humiliation regarding my state of dress or undress makes each stroke even more acute. I am giving voice to every spank and crying continuously. It takes every effort but this time I count and hope my assumption of fifteen swats from each is correct. It is. My ass is on fire but his turn is over.
 
   He is nice (?) enough to let me revel in my humiliation and pain for a few minutes before he helps me up. At least he didn't put his hand where the other man did but I speak too soon. He has me stand in front of him and tells me to open my legs. In shame, I do and he reaches in to grasp my most intimate area. His finger enters and all I can do is moan. He doesn't stop immediately, but continues to stroke and probe. My body is torn between the pain behind and the heaven in front. My knees are getting weak and there is no doubt about the state of my arousal.
 
   I lean forward and put my hands on his shoulders to support myself. Suddenly, he stops. I shamelessly move my crotch to follow his hand but it is gone. I want him to do more and don't care who knows it now. I hear them laughing and the memory of where I am comes flooding back. I hang my head and feel the tears forming in my eyes.
 
   I jump as he touches my thigh. He is not finished with me yet. Apparently, he feels he should give me to the next man with even less clothing on as he unhooks the garter snaps and peels my stockings down. I lift each foot in turn as they are removed. He puts his fingers in the garter belt and pulls that down. He is dragging the elastic over my sore bottom and it hurts, but I hold my position as it too is added to the growing pile of my underwear.
 
   The only clothing left is my bra and I have already resigned myself to its departure. I am slightly comforted that if I am to be stripped in front of these men, at least it will be at their hands. He has risen and turned me to face the other men as he unhooks my only remaining garment and, with agonizing slowness, exposes my breasts to them. I look at the floor as I listen to more applause.
 
   He steps to my side and gazes on what he has uncovered. Not satisfied with just looking, his hand completely engulfs one of them. He squeezes a little and pinches the nipple. Does my entertainment value include such liberties? The one who has that decision remains silent and so I have no choice but to endure them. However, I am embarrassed to admit that endure is not the right word. In spite of the humiliation of being played with in such an intimate manner in front of an audience, my body is responding to his touch and I find myself leaning into his hand.
 
   This seems to amuse them but I'm beyond caring. I'm led to the next man but not by the hand. He is still holding onto my breast as he guides me. With a smile that bodes no good to me, #3 puts his hand on my free breast and I feel #2's fingers slipping off me as my new leader pulls me back to The Chair. He never lets go so I am pulled down with him as he sits. I had almost forgotten about the spankings in the heat of the last few minutes, but he finally releases his handle and I have my rear end sticking up in the air, ready for what I hope are the last fifteen swats.
 
   Oh! That one hurt. He's not holding anything back. The next is just as bad but I find my attitude changing. I have shamed myself in front of these men and have little doubt I won't do so again before the night is over. I want, no, need to be punished severely. I am trying to raise my ass higher as the third hard swat lands.
 
   Yes, make it hurt. I have made a lot of noise since I came into this room but they were sounds of pain or moans of sexual delight, frustration and humiliation. For the first time I say an actual word: "Harder."
 
   He hits again and a voice says wait. I'm staring down as footsteps approach. I know who it is and he drops one of his implements to the floor by my hands as he turns and walks away. I don't know where he had it hidden and part of me wonders if he intended to use it himself or if he knew I would want it. There is silence in the room and I realize the decision regarding its use is mine. I am afraid to think about it so I quickly pick it up and hand it back to #3 who asks if he should continue his count at five or start at the beginning again. The question may not have been put to me but I answer anyway: "Start again."
 
   Part of me (the rounded part pointing up) regrets my decision immediately. This tool is designed to hurt and I scream and writhe in agony. After the next few I give up counting. Fifteen is a concept I can no longer comprehend. Each stroke is being applied forcefully and my whole world is bounded by pain.
 
   I gradually become aware that he has stopped and is now emulating the first man's actions by rubbing my bottom. I have no shame now so I open my legs. Oh good. He's taken the hint and moved his hand lower. That's it. Touch me there. His fingers are probing in and out but I can feel something else. I think it's his thumb but where's he going with it? He's pushing it in but not in the same hole as his fingers.
 
   He commences moving it in and out like his other fingers are doing. No one has ever done this to me before and I am surprised to find it a not unpleasant experience as long as he has no ideas of putting anything bigger in there. His other hand is sliding under me near my shoulders and he lifts me up as he stands. His grip on my lower anatomy is a little painful but I have no fear of falling as he transports me to the couch. I am placed over the arm and he steps back. My position is such that it could invite more attention with their hands or the implement to what has been the target of all of them. With a small hope that I can encourage them in the direction I desire, I spread my legs in open invitation and am gratified to hear the sound of a zipper opening.
 
   I grimace as I feel hands on my ass but it is only to steady me for the impalement I crave. I raise myself a little higher to facilitate his entry and it is done. He has filled me quickly but stays still long enough to compliment me on how nice it feels. I cannot bring myself to answer but respond by moving in a manner to suggest he might do more than just stand there. Yes! That's the idea. He is using me forcefully. He stops. Why? Please continue. A blindfold is put over my eyes and he goes back to his actions. Harder and harder, faster and faster.
 
   When he is finished I am moved to the floor on my back. The rug hurts my ass but I accept it as more punishment for the way I'm acting. My legs are wide open for whoever wants me. I don't wait long. I can feel his clothes against my thighs but all I'm concerned with is if his fly is open. It feels like it is as he plows in. I don't mind that he doesn't take the time to give me any compliments as I buck to meet his every thrust. His hands are mauling my breasts and pulling the nipples but so what if it hurts, it spurs me on to more action down below.
 
   All too soon I feel him reach his goal and then I'm flipped over and pulled to my knees. Almost immediately, another takes his place and he's pushing so hard I'm moving across the floor. I brace myself and thrust back to meet him. Our activities are bordering on violent and I'm not complaining. The pain is forgotten and I am no longer even aware of what kind of spectacle I'm making. He slams harder and finishes. I slump to the floor but they are not done yet.
 
   I'm on my back again and filled again. Once more my breasts are squeezed and pulled but wait, this is the fourth man to take me. My Master has never used me in this manner before. Is this him or was he one of the others. This is not the time for such musings as I respond to my present ravisher's manipulations with all the enthusiasm I can muster.
 
   He finishes his turn and I lay exhausted but they are not through. I am picked up and put back over the arm of the couch. Oh God. My ass is in the air again and they have all had their turn. Am I to be spanked again or worse, whipped with the implement to the extent I have come to expect in the other room? My answer comes quickly as I feel a man inside me. I am so grateful that I'm not getting punished that it takes a few minutes for me to wonder who this could be. Are they each going to try another round? If so, I'm all for it but this guy comes to his climax too quickly to be one of the ones who just had their way with me. Hands grab me and I'm spun around leaning backwards over the couch and here comes another one. Yes! Do it hard like that.
 
   At last he goes away and I am moved to the floor again but they put me on my knees with my body raised. I am not in any position for more of what six men just used me for. Someone cuffs my hands and the blindfold is removed. I am shocked to see the butler and chauffeur standing with my Master and the three guests. They all have their penises out of their pants and are standing in a line. One by one they step forward and I must clean my residue from them using my mouth. My Master is first and I perform this service lovingly. Then the guests and finally the employees. I'm sure they were aware of how my Master treats me in the special room but have said nothing. Now there is no escaping that they see me for what I am, and as I grudgingly clean them I wonder how I will ever be able to walk through the house with any pride ever again.
 
   The question of me walking through the house is immediately answered and my world shatters as the man who will never again be considered to be just the host to a young houseguest tells the butler, "Take her to the basement. We can fend for ourselves for a while so gather the staff and let them have their way with her. She will be more than happy to service them in any way they wish. That includes the women and these gentlemen's drivers. They may all spank her but limit them to five swats each. That ought to be enough to keep her satisfied. You may have her for an hour and a half. Clean her up and bring her back here when you're done. We should be ready for another round by then."
 
   Turning to me he says, "Welcome to your new life. Would you like to take this?" He is holding the implement so recently used on me. I look down and say, "Yes," as I accept it and follow the butler out of the room.
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   From Innocence to Experience by Abigail Armani
 
   From Innocence to Experience tells the story of Bella's new life with the enigmatic James King. Putting her failed marriage behind her, she is introduced to a whole new lifestyle in an unfolding and powerful relationship that explores D/s, BDSM, trust, understanding and obedience to her disciplinarian. James King is a true dominant prepared to take control, nurture, and accept responsibility for the welfare of his new submissive as she indulges her deepest fantasies, glorying in delicious helplessness, lost in a heady world of dark and decadent sensation. There are challenges along the way, and Bella grows in confidence as she learns to embrace her true nature. Her feelings for James are far deeper than mere lust, and James quickly becomes her entire world. He is masterful and controlling - yet he still encourages her to think for herself and learn from the experiences they share. This book has enough hot sex to satisfy any reader curious about domination and submission, but it also captures the sense of completeness that comes from submission within a loving relationship.
 
    
 
    
 
   The Kinky Female - Volume 1
 
   Some women like nothing better than to be taken over a man's knee and have their bare bottom soundly spanked, but there are some women who like to write about it too. This volume contains the following spanking stories by 8 different contemporary women authors who share the spanking kink...
 
    
 
   The Awakening by Abigail Armani: The enigmatic and darkly-handsome Bryn senses a quality in Catrina that intrigues him. He takes her to his home and begins to introduce her to the sensual delights of spanking, continuing her education with the aid of paddle, belt and tawse. These activities plus his intimate touch, awakens the dark hunger that has slept within her... until now.
 
    
 
   The Unfortunate Slip by Jessica Kosciuszko: Cheryl is a lawyer and when she gets the name of a beneficiary wrong at a will reading, her husband, Scott, takes her into an empty office and straps her bare bottom. That evening, she has to wear the clothes he has laid out for her - including killer heels and a butt-plug which she wears at the opera. Further sensual punishments include tiger balm, and the evening culminates in a frenzy of sex.
 
    
 
   Talk Dirty to Me by Janine Burrell: Tina's brother tells her that men like to hear 'dirty' talk. It sets her thinking, and she does some research on the internet. When her policeman boyfriend hears what she has to say, he is most amused. But when she uses language he can understand, including asking him to spank her, he does not disappoint!
 
    
 
   The Whipping Table by Geraldine Hillis: A trip to Inverary Jail and having the Whipping Room to themselves for a while, gives a kinky couple the opportunity to try out the whipping table and birch. Nearly being caught by other tourists soon sends them scurrying to the pub, but later at their hotel there is plenty of time for spanking and the love-making that follows the kiss of the belt. This is certainly a trip to remember.
 
    
 
   Halo Adjustment Services by Rosanna Young: John moves into the old Victorian mansion inherited from his grandmother and life suddenly takes a most interesting turn when his elderly neighbour brings round her 30-something granddaughter - and asks him to spank her! It's a fact that divorcee Jill does deserve a spanking - for burning the cakes and swearing loudly. John is only too happy to oblige, and it turns out that this is something Jill has wanted to experience for years. Could it be that these two have an exciting future together...?
 
    
 
   Carnaby Calling by Hermione North: Selling housewares door to door often means you see what goes on in secret, behind closed doors. Seeing one of your own products (a very large spoon!) being used as a spanking implement on a bare bottom gives plenty of food for thought. The saleswoman rushes home to her husband and asks for a repeat performance with one of those rather special spoons.
 
    
 
   A Gypsy Curse by Carly Burton: Emily is an honest, but oh-so-annoying woman. After she angers a fortune teller, she appears to have been cursed to cheat, incur punishment, and submit to it willingly... but is all as it seems?
 
    
 
   Double Trouble by India Heath: Identical twin sisters Eva and Janine decide to play to their strengths. Janine will take Eva's maths exam, and Eva will take Janine's driving test. But things don't quite go according to plan, and when their duplicitous little scheme backfires, both sisters end up sharing very sore bottoms!
 
    
 
    
 
   The Secret Diary of a Disciplined Wife: Vols. 1 & 2 by Ronnie Soul
 
   Real life spankophile, Ronnie Soul, shares with us some of the things she and her husband get up to in the privacy of their own home, or in a hotel, on board a boat... you name it. Here are extracts from her now not so secret diary, each piece focusing on a specific occasion, utilising hand, canes, paddles, rulers, or anything else that happens to be handy that can be used to spank a naughty female bottom. And Ronnie does get spanked - often! Sometimes because she's messed up or been jealous or cheeky, sometimes because spanking is a great form of stress relief, and sometimes simply for the hell of it as she and her partner enjoy it as a fundamental part of their domestic discipline marriage. And then of course there are the delicious after effects of such spankings to be savoured... where the sex is as sizzling as her well-spanked bottom.
 
    
 
    
 
   The Spanking of Beautiful Women by Frank Martinet
 
   This collection of spanking stories, some quite severe, all feature beautiful women:
 
    
 
   Wendy: In this highly explicit story, a construction worker begins dating a stunningly attractive woman who works as a barista at a local jazz-themed coffee bar. Wendy, it turns out, is an insatiable, sexually aggressive woman, who likes nothing better than to be spanked really hard prior to making love.
 
    
 
   The Encounter: Having worked for over 30 hours straight sorting index cards for a forthcoming trial, Clint, a young male intern, is distraught when Eve, a beautiful woman in her early twenties, crashes into him, sending his cards flying and undoing all his hard work. Later, however, her husband invites him to watch her being caned in recompense. Furthermore, Clint is later invited to paddle her himself, an invitation he is unable to resist.
 
    
 
   The Beauty: Rene can't believe his luck when a beautiful blonde with curves in all the right places moves in next door to him. Nothing happens between them, apart from polite conversation, until one night she comes home drunk and begs Rene to spank her...
 
    
 
   Miranda Rights: A man is surprised when the beautiful woman he is ogling from his car turns out to be a policewoman. He is even more surprised when she invites him to dinner and then later, back at his apartment, demands that he spank her and satisfy her sexual needs.
 
    
 
    
 
   Spanking the Wife by Frank Martinet
 
   This collection of stories features the common theme of wives being spanked by their husbands.
 
    
 
   The Punishment Dinner: Semi-naked and wearing a black leather collar around her neck, a man's wife must serve and be physically punished at a dinner party.
 
    
 
   The Sex Therapist: Having found that their sex life has become dull and routine after 15 years, a husband and wife hire a sex therapist who employs unusual techniques.
 
    
 
   Retribution: A husband severely punishes his wife with a lean nylon riding quirt when he discovers that she has taken money from their holiday fund.
 
    
 
   Mommy Spanked Again: Having lost her temper at the drug store, Stephanie gets paddled by her husband in full view of their eighteen-year-old daughter.
 
    
 
   Curves: A husband canes his big-bottomed wife and her friend after he finds they have made a mess of the kitchen, carpet and coffee table.
 
    
 
   Snowbound: Finding themselves trapped in their cabin following a severe snow blizzard, a couple indulge in spanking to fill in the time.
 
    
 
   The Report: A wife describes in great detail her visit to a disciplinarian and the subsequent punishment she received at his hands.
 
    
 
   The Silencer: Wishing to discipline his wife without being detected, a man invents a cane silencer and puts it to good use.
 
    
 
    
 
   Publisher's Note: This collection of stories include some with severe punishment scenes. If such material is likely to disturb or offend you, please don't buy this book.
 
    
 
    
 
   Swish... Thwack! - Volume 3
 
   This collection of adult caning tales features the following short stories:
 
    
 
   Caned in Saudi Arabia by Mike London: An English air hostess and her two Saudi friends are caught with alcohol at a party in Saudi Arabia. Justice is swift and the girls are soon repenting their folly. The English girl is forced to watch her two friends being caned before she herself is brought forward.
 
    
 
   Keeping the Staff in Line by Clifford Dorset: In this ribald tale of office discipline, the female staff are regularly caned for poor performance by their employer, Mr Godfrey, an activity which is usually followed by sex.
 
    
 
   The Cheating Wife by Ryan Rowland: Steve, a struggling private eye, is hired by a client who suspects that his wife is cheating on him. Once confirmed, he is offered a substantial additional fee to cane her as punishment. She agrees to the caning, and Steve is aroused by the sight of her striped bottom, but his detective instincts are aroused, too.
 
    
 
   Maid for Another Day by James Simpson: Having moved back to Hampshire, bored wife Louise re-establishes her friendship with Alex and his punishment room. She experiences the cane and subsequent lovemaking, and arranges to meet for a taste of the birch.
 
    
 
   Mary Jones by Rob Burton: Running late for work, Mary breaks a vase but doesn't have time to clear up. When she gets home that night she discovers her husband has mistakenly slippered their daughters, believing that they were to blame. Later, Mary admits it was her, and the following morning is caned by her husband.
 
    
 
   Collision Caning by Angela Stone: When Jenny crashes her husband's Mercedes, which she is not insured to drive, she is taken to the local hospital where her husband works. Once fully recovered back home, he subjects her to six of the best with his dragon cane.
 
    
 
   Lakeside House by J Wackford Colton: When Jeff asks his wife why she has bad memories of the house they are intending to buy, she tells the story of how her childhood friend, Paula, betrayed her, which led to her being caned by Paula's father.
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