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   It all started back in College. Vance, Ben, Jason and Cassie were all music majors who happened to be living together in a rented house. They became the best of friends and everything worked out just fine ... until the day Cassie left it too late to get tickets for a concert. Peeved that she'd screwed up, the guys made her stand in the corner, and her throwaway remark of, "You're already treating me like a naughty little girl, do you intend to spank me too?" was the catalyst for things to take an unexpectedly new and erotic direction. For spank her they did, over jeans to start with, then over panties, and then on the bare... and the soothing rubbing that followed led to four people getting hugely turned on, bringing an end to their former platonic relationship.
 
    
 
   From that point on, group sex and spanking became part of their lives, with Cassie loving every minute of pain, arousal and humiliation, begging them to punish her for her wanton and sinful ways, freely surrendering all rights to her body so they could take whatever pleasures they wish. But when College came to an end and the four of them had to move out of their rented house, what then? Could such a ménage continue...?
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



It is a perfect evening; four old friends out for dinner to reminisce and share new tales amid lots of laughter. We met in college where we rented a house together and at first I was a little leery of being the only girl with three guys, but it worked out pretty well. We shared chores, kept the place reasonably clean, and became the best of friends. We keep in touch and make it a point to have a special night together at least twice a year. Tonight we met at Ben's house and rode together to the restaurant. Dinner and dessert were wonderful and we stayed long enough to let things settle. When Jason said he thought it was time to move on Ben told me I should go to the ladies room. Vance agreed and reminded me that I might not have another chance for quite a while. I'm almost thirty years old and know perfectly well if and when I should use a bathroom, but I headed off to the rest room anyway.
 
   It was slightly embarrassing to be spoken to like that in a public place but the next phase of our visit was starting. Ben is driving and we're heading back to his house. I'm in the back seat with Vance and Jason on either side. Ben just slid a tape in the car stereo and we hear the beginning of Beethoven's Eighth Symphony. It is sometimes referred to as a maiden between two giants, the Seventh and the Ninth. I've heard it a million times before but had never realized the significance of that designation till now. I am the maiden between two strong men. As we listen I reach out to hold each of their hands. It was this symphony that started it all...
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   A famous orchestra was giving a concert at our university. Beethoven's Eighth Symphony was the premiere piece as far as we were concerned since we were all music majors and our own college orchestra had played it the year before. We were all intimately familiar with every note and to say we were looking forward to seeing a professional performance was a large understatement. It was my job to get the tickets but unfortunately I waited too long and they sold out. At least the college radio station was going to broadcast the concert so we could hear it, but that was small consolation.
 
   I was in the dog house and although the guys were polite about it I knew they were really mad. There was tension in the air as we gathered in the living room to listen. I again told them I was sorry but they were having none of it and when one of them told me to just be quiet and stand in the corner it met with almost unanimous approval. We had always believed in democracy in our house so I went along with the majority and stood as directed. When they finally played the Eighth it was fantastic. At the final chords they stood up and applauded with the radio audience. I joined in the clapping but was sharply told to get my nose back in the corner as the three of them excitedly commented on the differences in style between our performance and the one we just heard. Once they calmed down I sarcastically asked if I had to stay in the corner all night or since they were already treating me like a naughty little girl, did they intend to spank me too.
 
   That may not have been the right thing to say as it gave them dangerous ideas. A short discussion followed on whether to take me up on my offer. I argued that it wasn't an offer or even a suggestion but it didn't do any good. Actually, I felt guilty enough that I probably would have voted with them but as it was my rear end in question I felt it only proper to vote against it.
 
   Needless to say, mine was the only "Nay!" although I must admit I didn't say it with too much conviction. I probably should have made it clear that the game had gone on long enough and refused to let them do that to me. I know they wouldn't have pressed the issue, but in my heart I knew my dissenting vote was only for appearance’s sake, so when Vance took my hand and led me to the center of the room I meekly followed. One of the others had moved a chair for him and in a moment I was face down and in position for an old fashioned spanking. His first swats were not too hard. I think he was trying to see if I would really go along with this. When I didn't try to squirm away he began to strike in earnest. I had my jeans for protection so it wasn't too painful, besides, the humiliation was far worse than the actual spanking.
 
   By the time he helped me to my feet I was starting to feel a little sting. Still, it was a small price to pay to put this whole affair behind us. And speaking of behinds, as soon as I got to my feet I put a hand on mine and rubbed a little. Apparently this was unacceptable and I was told to stop with the added admonition that their hands would be the only ones to have contact with that portion of my anatomy. To demonstrate, Vance pulled me back down for another dozen or so swats. This time I stood with my hands well out of the way but even that wasn't enough. They weren't satisfied until I put them on my head. I expected to be sent back to the corner or something since the vote had been to give me one spanking, but it was obvious they felt it should be delivered in three segments as Vance stood up and Jason sat down in the same chair. Now I understood Vance's comment about 'their' hands and not just 'his' connecting with the area I was not allowed to touch. I figured Ben was also going to have a turn and resigned myself to spend some time over two more laps and have my rear end sting a little while longer but then it would be over and we could be friends again. With that noble thought in mind I stepped closer to Jason.
 
   He smiled and asked if Vance's spanking hurt too much. I was pleased at his consideration as I told him it wasn't too bad at all and I was ready to take the next dose. Then he asked if that meant I was changing my vote. I know I must have been blushing when I said ‘Yes’ and justified their decision by saying I deserved the spankings for screwing up. He said he was glad I felt that way and in order to make sure I got the most benefit from the experience he thought a little less protection of the target area was in order. I stood in shocked disbelief as he unsnapped my jeans. You may ask why I didn't storm out of the room or at least do or say something to stop him, but I don't have an answer. At the time I was asking myself that same question, but regardless, I kept my hands on my head and my mouth shut as he pulled my jeans right down. A moment later I was over his lap and discovering just how much the denim had softened the blows. There's an old adage that spankings are supposed to hurt, and this one did.
 
   There were a few tears running down my face when he released me and I obediently stood with hands in the proper place atop my head while Ben got settled. By then my jeans had slid all the way down my legs and were crumpled around my ankles. Lets face it, it’s impossible to live in a house with four people and two bathrooms and not be seen in your underwear from time to time, so this wasn't the first time they saw me in my panties; however as you can imagine, scurrying from the bath to your room with very little on is one thing, but to stand like that in front of them while waiting for another spanking was something else. I think the only thing that kept me there was loyalty to Ben. The other two got to spank me and foolish as it seems now, it just wouldn't be right for Ben to miss out. Stupid, right? Wait, I've got really stupid coming next.
 
   He sat down and showed the same 'consideration' about the state of my bottom. You can bet I told him it really hurt and he said, "I guess were getting somewhere, aren't we?" I nodded and he put his fingers in the waistband of my underpants. "Good. Now what do you say we finish this properly?" 
 
   Was he really waiting for me to consent to a spanking on my bare bottom? The room was unbelievably silent. I was blushing bright red and are you ready for really stupid? I closed my eyes and nodded again. I thought I was embarrassed and humiliated before but that was nothing compared to having someone bare your charms in front of friends so he can give you a spanking that you instinctively know is going to be even worse then everything you've gotten so far. Worst of all is everybody in the room knowing you're the one who gave him permission to do it. He pulled them all the way down to join the jeans and it seemed like I stood there half naked forever before he guided me to a position I was becoming all too familiar with.
 
   That's when I learned what a proper spanking is supposed to teach and then some. I was a very sorry girl when he stopped. He let me stay on his lap which I appreciated. I wasn't looking forward to standing up just yet. Not only because I hurt too much but it was going to give them another good look at what a girl should have covered in the presence of three male types. And actually I was getting quite comfortable. He was rubbing me tenderly and his gentle motion was very soothing.
 
   He asked if I had learned my lesson and between sniffles I said I had. He asked if I was angry with them and I said, "No." and to my amazement as well as theirs I turned to the other two sitting in ringside seats on the couch added my thanks to them for doing such a good job.
 
   With mild chuckles they told me I was welcome and it slowly dawned on me that Ben's rubbing had moved closer to an area that hadn't gotten spanked but was apparently feeling the effects of a hot rear end. I felt something else too. Ben wasn't the sort to carry a gun in his pocket so I guessed he was having the same reaction to my spanking I was. I'm not sure if I said anything or just moaned but I distinctly remember moving my knees apart so he could go farther. One of the others figured out what was happening and pulled my jeans and panties off completely to give me the freedom to spread my legs wide as the magic fingers found their goal. He kept his hand where it was while the three of them picked me up and draped me over the arm of the couch. There was no doubt where this was leading and I wanted it, but at the same time I was still humiliated so I buried my face in a throw pillow.
 
   They had spanked me to tears and it was obvious it had turned me on. I was now as horny as I had ever been and just about begging them to do something about it as I moved my feet as far apart as they could go.
 
   We all had a very platonic relationship up till then but that was about to end. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper opening as Ben's fingers moved away. Hands on my hips steadied me and I felt someone plunge right in. To this day I don't know which one was first and at the time I didn't care. In fact, I kept my face in the pillow so I couldn't see him. I think I groaned, "Yes!" or something but whatever it was, I let my unknown ravisher know his attentions were appreciated. He didn't answer vocally but increased his efforts much to my satisfaction. At the time I couldn't understand having an orgasm so quickly but I've since learned how much a good hard spanking can contribute to that end. And that end was having a very nice time. I was well on my way to Big O number two when I felt him attack with great ferocity and reach his finish. I only had a moment to mourn his departure before someone else took his place.
 
   Don't get the idea I was a shy young virgin. I wasn't, but I will admit my sexual escapades were always in a private setting and intercourse was limited to the missionary position. Having sex in this new posture was actually quite fulfilling and the pleasure was almost overshadowing the guilt of giving myself semi-publicly to a small group. But back to the second participant in my moral downfall... he was doing the same sort of action as his predecessor but his hands moved to grasp my breasts, still primly clothed. I guess he liked something to hold onto and I liked where he was holding so I managed to pull my T-shirt up and reach behind to unsnap my bra so he could hang onto the real thing while I pushed my poor abused but very happy bottom up to meet his every stroke.
 
   When he was done I waited for the last roommate to make his entrance. Nothing happened so I raised my ass and said, "Hey, you guys. This needs more!" Of course, I was referring to the fire raging between my legs but the next thing I felt was a hard slap. Another hand came down on the other side and they politely took turns. Another spanking was not what I requested but that was what I was getting and from two of them. Or at least, I didn't think that was what I wanted so why didn't I complain? I'll let you figure it out.
 
   I felt someone finishing the job I started as he pulled my T-shirt off and my bra followed. I lifted my head just enough to see something very hard poking out of a pair of pants. The owner bent over me and caressed the parts he had just exposed. This brought him close enough so I could kiss it. The activity at my other end was getting rather painful as number three moved close enough for me to take him in my mouth. I didn't have to work very hard at sliding my lips along the shaft since the hard swats were doing a very good job at getting me to move forward and back. It hurt like crazy but I never slacked off. Each swat was getting me more turned on and more determined to give nothing but pleasure to the one in front of me who was doing the most delightful things to my breasts. All of a sudden he pulled back and his two friends stopped slapping. My rear end was in delicious agony and I wanted to finish what I started but I didn't object at all when he moved behind and plowed into me. I was having the greatest sex in my life and every time he slammed against my sore bottom it renewed the pain and my enthusiasm. He decided his friend' s hand hold was also good enough for him and if anything squeezed them tighter and pulled harder but I was not about to voice any objection. The whole thing was sending me into another world and I was thoroughly enjoying the trip. I exploded just before he did. All in all it was a gratifying experience.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   They left me alone till I got up from the couch. They had put their own clothes to rights and were looking as guilty as they could. They started to apologize but I held a finger to my lips to shush them. I knelt down, kissed each hand which had given me a spanking and unzipped each of their pants to kiss the parts which had just given me such pleasure. 
 
   I stood up and smiled as I said, "At least you didn't strip me naked. You left my socks on." 
 
   Ben returned my smile and said, "We can fix that." He knelt down to take one off. Vance did the honors with the other while Jason moved behind me. His arms came around beneath mine and cupped my breasts. The other two lifted my legs and they carried me to my bed where I got to watch them shed their clothes. And let me tell you, having three guys pay loving attention to your body is not bad at all even if it did include two more spankings but they were just little ones and both led to very enjoyable couplings.
 
   The morning after our first little escapade nobody said anything about it. It wasn't like we felt guilty or anything. It was just one of those crazy things that happen sometimes and we went back to our old routines. Well, that's not entirely true. I don't know about them but I thought about that night quite a few times and wanted a repeat. The sex was great but it was my reaction to the spankings that really intrigued me. I was shocked to find myself thinking more about that than the sex but I didn't know how I could bring myself to ask my roommates to do it again.
 
   But back to the present. I'm still sitting in the back seat of a car with two of my old roommates on either side of me. The second movement has started and I pull my skirt up just a little and put their hands on my thighs as I think back to the night we broke all conventions and truly established my role in our special nights.
 
   About a month after that first memorable evening fate stepped in and I noticed a classical music station had scheduled a recording of the same orchestra playing Beethoven's Eighth Symphony and I got an idea. I promised to make a special supper and got them all to say they would stay home. I timed it perfectly. Dinner was finished and the dishes cleaned up just as I turned the radio on and heard the first notes. They all perked up and joined me to listen. I waited till the last movement before I put my plan into action. They were so engrossed in the music it wasn't till it ended that they noticed me with my nose in the corner. One of them asked what I was doing. The dolts. What does a girl have to do to get spanked? I rubbed my bottom vigorously and then put my hands on top of my head.
 
   That did the trick. Jason told Vance to get the chair and when it was in place I was told I could turn around. The three of them were standing together and Ben beckoned me to join them. I shuffled over and looked down. Ben asked if I had been a naughty girl again and I nodded. Vance asked what happens when a girl is naughty and I said she gets spanked. Jason asked if she gets spanked so it stings a little and I said, "No," and got the feeling he was reminding me of how I said the first spanking last time didn't hurt too much. That led to him taking my jeans down and giving me his first memorable spanking. I knew what he was really talking about. If I wanted to get spanked tonight there would be no starting off with a few token swats with my jeans on and I was going to feel the full force of their hands from the very start. I knew my rear end was going to regret my decision but my head agreed with him so I said, "She gets spanked very hard so it really hurts and that means she should not be wearing slacks."
 
   I still had my hands on my head and some part of me wanted to keep them there to show my submission so I stood straighter and pushed my waist towards him. He reached out and unsnapped my slacks. As I felt them slide down my legs, the embarrassment of standing in my panties returned but it steeled my resolve to accept their punishment.
 
   Ben said, "That looks more like a girl ready to be spanked but what about after he spanks you?" I wasn't sure if he was telling me to ask each of them to take me over their knees or talking about the sex afterwards so I figured I would address both of them.
 
   I took a deep breath and said, "She gets another spanking, just as hard and long as the first one." I turned to Vance and continued, "and then she gets a third one to make sure she learned her lesson and it should be even harder and longer than the first two. The men who punish her may find it an arousing experience so she would be expected to show her gratitude by giving them complete access to her whole body to be used as an outlet for their sexual desires."
 
   Well, there it was. I had just asked for three hard and painful spankings and let them know I was willing to have sex with them afterwards. What more could they want?
 
   Jason then asked, "What if the girl decides she's been spanked too much?" 
 
   He was giving me a way out but as I said, I had been thinking about the first time we did this and how it had affected me. Besides, I had to know what it was between me and this spanking thing. The only way I could fully understand it was to see if I still felt the same way after a really severe spanking, and if truth be told, ever since I started planning this event I was secretly hoping they would take me even further.
 
   It was imperative that I give complete control to them so I said, "If a naughty girl is to be disciplined properly, she must suffer whatever her chastisers feel is appropriate and they must ignore her cries and pleas. I hereby willingly surrender all rights in deciding how much I am to be punished." 
 
   They took a minute to absorb what I had said. I don't know which would be worse. They would either think I was a fool for standing in front of them with my pants around my ankles and laugh at me or take me up on my offer and spank me to tears and then some.
 
   At last Ben said, "Very well. Shall we begin?"
 
   Well, I had my answer. Vance knelt down to help me step out of the jeans and this time he got my socks off early. That caused me to giggle but the humor of the situation quickly faded when he reminded me of what I said about being punished properly. Was this what I had in mind? I knew I would have my panties taken down for at least one 'proper' spanking and was prepared to agree to it if necessary but I figured I could justify my acquiescence as obedience brought about by previous punishment. If he ordered me to take them off now I would obey in keeping with my statement about giving them control of my punishment and it would be their decision and not mine. But this was not a command, only a suggestion.
 
   Did I really want all the spankings on my bare bottom? I had just given up the only real protection to soften the feel of their spanks and it would hurt just as much with or without the underpants. The only thing standing in the way was my modesty. It would be humiliating for them to see me naked below the waist before my punishment really started, or maybe it had. That was the key. I wasn't asking just to be spanked, I wanted them to punish me, and humiliation was almost as important as the physical pain in the process. I only wished they hadn't left the decision up to me but as it was I had no one to blame but myself and shame swept over me as I closed my eyes and lifted my sweatshirt so he could reach the waistband of my panties and I asked him to take them off.
 
   I don't how he could have pulled them down any slower and every inch increased my humiliation. It was as if that special night last month never happened and I was being exposed to them for the very first time. After I stepped out of them I didn't know what to do with my hands so I put them on back on my head. My sweatshirt wasn't covering anything significant but that was only my opinion. Apparently they thought otherwise and said it had to go so I submissively raised my arms as they pulled it off.
 
   Needless to say, I wasn't really surprised to feel someone's fingers playing with my bra strap and saying he voted to finish preparing me for what he called 'a truly proper spanking'. The others quickly voted 'Yea!' and believe it or not, a part of me was almost delighted to see them getting into the spirit of things. As for me, I wasn't sure what my breasts had to do with getting my bottom spanked, but the way I tried to rationalize it was that I was going to be naked before the night was over anyway but this was just sooner than I planned: a lot sooner. Well, plans are made to be changed. I hadn't counted on losing my panties so early in the game either but that made no difference now. They were gone and the guys were in charge. 
 
   They were going to use their hands on unshielded skin and since I gave up my right to vote it was three to zero that their eyes would have the same privilege from my head to my toes, but I was determined to raise myself above the humiliation and bravely lowered my arms for it to be slid off. Once I was back in the 'hands on head' posture they stepped back and told me to twirl slowly. My bottom had yet to feel even the lightest swat and I was totally humiliated as I displayed myself to them. They kept me standing there for what seemed like forever.
 
   Finally Jason took my hand and led me to my destiny. When I was in the proper position, he ran his hand over my bottom and remarked that it was a very sweet one but would soon be a lot redder. He was the one who had taken down my jeans and spanked me over my panties last time and I briefly wondered how this one would compare. I didn't have long to wait. My first spanking on the previous occasion started out gently over my jeans. That was not the case this time. Jason understood what I said I expected and from the very first stroke showed he meant business. It was hard and long and I was in tears when he stood me up. I couldn't see the results but I felt them so I didn't doubt his statement about how red my 'sweet' bottom looked now.
 
   I put my hands on my head and thanked him for his dedication but was starting to get concerned that maybe I had bitten off more than I could chew. This was a lot worse than his previous effort, and in fact hurt even more than all three I started with last time put together and I was only a third of the way through. I suppose I could have stopped the whole thing right there but I had given my word to them and more importantly, to myself. I wanted to be spanked beyond what I thought I could endure and we were off to a good start.
 
   Ben was next and I already knew how a bare bottomed spanking at his hands felt and I can't say I was really looking forward to another one. But I was committed to see it through and let him guide me back down. Oh, God. It hurt from the very first swat and I withstood it as long as I could. I couldn't help myself. I put my hand back to protect myself. It didn't do much good. He was able to grab my arm and keep it pinned on my back and if anything, struck even harder. I cried and a few slaps later I screamed so he stopped and asked if I was O.K. 
 
   I couldn't answer at first so they waited till I caught my breath and said, "No. It hurts." Vance asked me if I had enough and I slowly answered. "I gave up the privilege of making that decision. Don't you remember, you're supposed to ignore any little whimpering I make. I'm sure Ben wasn't planning to stop just yet so I have this one to complete and then yours. I asked for this and won't ever forgive any of you if you let me off the hook, but I have one request. I know why Ben is holding my arm like that but it's twisted funny and it hurts. Could someone get one of my old stockings to tie my hands so I can't reach back? There's a bunch in the straw basket next to my dresser."
 
   In less than a minute my hands were bound, and after expressing my thanks to Jason for his tying technique I looked up to Ben and said, "This naughty girl is ready now and she wants to apologize for causing a delay. I fully understand if you decide to give her more than you originally planned to." 
 
   He shook his head and said, "I can't believe it but here goes." 
 
   And we were off again. I think I lasted another five or six swats before I screamed again. This time he stopped just long enough for Vance to kneel by my head and hold a rolled up sock to my lips. I gladly opened my mouth and accepted the gag. He used another stocking to tie around my head and keep it in place. Then he lovingly stoked my face till Ben went back to work on my other end. I didn't know if he gave me a longer spanking to punish me for the delay or not but one way or the other I was a thoroughly and well spanked college girl when he was done and it took two of them to help me to my feet.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   They removed my gag so I could breathe better and agreed that a short rest was called for. When I could speak I thanked Ben for his segment of my punishment. He asked if this was what I had in mind. I nodded and said, "Yes. And one more to go. I'll need the gag again whenever you're ready, Vance."
 
   He said we could wait a few more minutes and I was in no mood to argue. However, he added that I was not to assume my punishment was limited to just a little physical discomfort. Who was he kidding? A little discomfort? My ass was in agony. Nevertheless, he decided a bit of humiliation would be good for me so he held out his hand and directed me to place a breast in it as he reminded me of my statement about giving them access to all of my body and not just my (already very sore and soon to be even more so) bottom.
 
   I was fully prepared to engage in a lot of sex as soon as the spankings stopped and they would be welcome to grab whatever they liked, but this was not what I expected. He was treating me like a cheap sex object and demanding that I not only let him touch me but forcing me to take an active role. What was going to be a pleasure just turned into unbelievable shame as I meekly did as directed. He squeezed and tweaked it and then said he wanted to feel the other one. I submissively presented that one also and then repeated the action for the other two guys. Jason added a nice touch. He told me to take his hand and place it between my legs. I really wanted someone to spend some time there a little later, but what kind of brazen hussy stands naked in front of three guys and willingly puts one of their hands on a very private spot? One with a sore ass and an attitude of total submission, that's who.
 
   The next command was for me to move my feet as wide apart as I could and bend over so Ben could reach the same area but from behind. In spite of my shame it felt good and I probably don't have to say they found a very wet area. Of course they commented on it to increase my embarrassment.
 
   Then I had to get on my knees, open each fly and take out what I found there for a kiss. Even though I willingly did that after the spankings last month I was mortified that they would ask me to do such a thing now and even more disgraced that I didn't protest even the slightest bit. When I exposed the first one he pushed forward and I got the message. They wanted more than just a kiss. I took him in my mouth and spent a few seconds doing my best to please him. I did the same thing for the others and they said the most awful things about me. I felt like a real slut and when Vance finally sat down and had me crawl to the chair it was almost a relief. They put the gag back in place, I slithered up and over the waiting lap, and my ass caught fire again.
 
   This was Vance's first shot at my bare rear end and he was doing it justice. I had said the third spanking was supposed to be worse than the other two and believe me it was. I was exhausted from sobbing and screaming into the gag but he never let up a bit. It would be days before I could sit down easily but I guess this was what I asked for. And boy, did I get it.
 
   They didn't try to get me to stand up so I slid to the floor. My ass hurt something awful, much more than the first time, but if anything I was even more turned on and my humiliation was reaching new heights. One of them removed the gag and started to remove the stockings from my wrists but I stopped him. They didn't bother doing that during the disgraceful interlude, and having limited use of my hands helped me maintain my submissiveness. I figured if still had at least this token constraint I would be less able to prevent them from doing what I so desperately wanted them to do and I could salvage what little self respect I had left. Self respect ... ha! As soon as he moved out of the way this poor helpless and chaste young lady crawled to the couch and managed to get herself over the arm just fine with no assistance from them thank you. With legs spread as wide as I could get them I modestly awaited their onslaught.
 
   I raised my head in surprise when I felt my ankles being tied to the legs of the couch and then Vance appeared in front of me to tie a few more stockings from my wrists to the far end. And to think that just the week before I wondered why I kept those old things since I couldn't wear them anymore and actually considered throwing them out. I was glad I didn't because now everything was perfect. I was firmly tied in place with a very sore bottom and deliciously defenseless against the three guys just waiting to violate me. And I was more than ready for them but I forgot how that position brought their rough jeans in direct contact with the area their hands had just done a very credible job of setting on fire.
 
   I was soon reminded but just as quickly also remembered how much that extra suffering got my enthusiasm going as number one took the field. This time I was not so surprised to have an almost immediate climax and then be off on a wild ride to the next one. When he was finished I waited impatiently for his replacement and managed to raise the target area and wave it a little. I forgot about what happened last time and gave the same stupid comment about that portion of me needing more. Two hands attacked my poor abused bottom for about a dozen swats each and I finally got the attention I craved and he was slamming into an extremely horny and happy girl while his jeans were scraping against my freshly spanked skin.
 
   I was working towards orgasm number four when he departed the scene. Once more I waited for something to happen, but they were waiting too. After a few moments I repeated the ass waving trick and wasn't subtle at all. I explicitly asked for and got another spanking. This one was even longer than the last but just as effective in getting me to beg to be filled. Actually what I said was much more earthy, but I’m sure you get the idea, and thankfully, so did number three.
 
   Ah, the third movement of that beautiful symphony has started. This car has great speakers. It's really lovely and my two friends are still stroking my thighs but have managed to get their other hands into the action a little higher. They tell me what they want and I'm glad this car has tinted windows since I'm required to take off my blouse, and although it's awkward to unhook and remove your bra is such close confines, I do. For the moment they are content to be fondling bare breasts with an occasional slightly painful pinch and yank to keep my interest up. I'll feel a lot more discomfort there as well as my rear end before the night is through but this is a nice start.
 
   Actually they didn't start punishing my breasts till Vance showed up with some nipple clamps, but I'm getting ahead of myself. Where was I? Oh Yes ... tied naked to the couch in a warm afterglow. My rear end was still rather sore but I was not dissatisfied with the way things turned out. I had been spanked far worse than I had imagined in my darkest fantasies and I had survived. And I just had the most fantastic sex to top it off. Life was good. Now I was ready for another nice little foursome in my own bed like last month.
 
   I asked if they were satisfied that the naughty girl had been punished properly. I was told that no, she had some way to go. Ben claimed he hadn't given me any extra swats to make me pay for getting a short reprieve and I still had to answer for that. They said my ass had enough for now and they would untie me, but it would just be so they can punish and humiliate me in other ways. And to top it off they asked "Do you mind?" I'm not sure if they were kidding or not with that last comment but I settled my head back down and purred that I didn't mind at all. Especially since one of them was gently rubbing the sting away and still managing to stroke the other fires from time to time.
 
   I would have liked him to continue that action for another hour or so but they had other plans. In short order I was released from the physical bonds and stood in front of them wondering what sort of things they had in mind. It certainly couldn't be any worse than what they had already done and who knows, it might be kind of fun and then I could finally get them to join me in bed. They were all still dressed but their flys were open and the cutest little limp (for the moment) things were hanging out. Without being asked I knelt in front of them and repeated my gesture from our first session. I kissed their hands and thanked them for giving me the punishment I needed and then kissed the smaller appendage and thanked them for giving me the pleasure I craved. There was a different feeling in the air from when they ordered me to this position a little while ago. I even took them into my mouth and cleaned them off. When I stood up again it was to receive warm and comforting hugs from my friends.
 
   It was good to know we were all still good buddies but it was time to begin the next phase of my punishment. They sent me to the couch and told me to lie back on it and hold my legs up and spread wide. They weren't going to see anything that hadn't been fairly visible for most of the evening, but once again I was humiliated as I voluntarily put my most private parts on obscene display. What was I thinking a little while ago? This was no fun at all and it was only the beginning. After a few minutes I was told they wanted to see me play with myself. That was too much and I couldn't obey them even after repeated commands. Finally Jason said he wondered if a few dozen strokes with a belt on my bottom would change my mind. I started crying and told him I couldn't take any more punishment on my ass especially something like that, and promised that next time they had to deal with a naughty girl he could tie me to the couch and use the belt for his portion of my spankings.
 
   My words hung in the air as we all understood that I had just let them know I would be willing to do this again and was offering to let them punish me even more severely, but the issue at hand was my refusal to honor their last command. They talked about what to do and Vance said he had an idea.
 
   He withdrew the order and I breathed a sigh of relief, however, I was still exposed and he used the opportunity to do what my hands wouldn't. It felt good but the indignity was engulfing me. It was almost as embarrassing to be brought to the brink of orgasm when you're on display as it would have been to do it myself. I said, "to the brink", didn't I? Well that's what he did. Got me real close and then walked away with me shamelessly begging for more. They watched as my body's need overcame my disgrace and with tears of humiliation running down my face my own hands finished the job he had started. He had gotten me to obey the impossible command after all. My only consolation was seeing the effect my show had on them. The three things hanging out from their flys were rising to the occasion and it wouldn't be long until they would replace my fingers with something much better.
 
   Sure enough, my next chore was to crawl to Ben and suck on him till he was ready for more action. The act which I voluntarily performed a few minutes ago was now another step in my humiliation and degradation. He got hard quickly and told me to lie on my back and spread wide. In spite of my shame I was happy to comply but then came the great disappointment. Although I was really turned on mentally, I was dry down there so what he planned would have to wait. I was just as impatient as he was so I told them I had a tube of K-Y Jelly in my bedside table. One of the others ran to fetch it and too late to do anything about it, I remembered I also kept a vibrator in that very same drawer so I was embarrassed but not surprised when he brought that out too.
 
   Apparently Ben was willing to wait a little longer as it was lubricated and they sent it buzzing into me. They weren't content till they brought me as close as Vance had a few minutes ago and then took it out. I begged them to put it back. Ben put the stuff on his penis and I'm sorry to say when he wanted to gain entry he had to move my busy fingers out of the way first. We began the traditional up and down action but the rug was rubbing against me each time he pushed down so it was back to pain in the rear and ecstasy in front.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   After a few minutes' rest I was back on my knees in front of Vance and sucking away. He told me he to keep going and be sure to swallow the result. Actually, this was something I did for a previous boyfriend so I had no qualms about it and since it would keep my poor bottom out of harm's way for a few minutes I took him deep in my mouth and proceeded with great fervor. I was only barely aware of the conversation going on behind me but my ears perked up when Jason and Ben wondered why I had the jelly in the first place. They surmised that I must use the vibrator where there wasn't enough natural lubrication. To be honest they were correct but in an attempt to salvage my honor I shook my head to deny it. They acted as if this kind of movement was normal in the activity I was currently engaged in and ignored whatever else it could mean as they joined Vance in cheering me on. Then they talked about seeing if their theory was true by demonstration and I scooted my knees forward to keep that orifice out of reach but there was no profit in it.
 
   Vance was willing to take a break as we repositioned ourselves. He lay on his back and I was between his legs with my derriere up in the air. I kept whimpering "No, No" but made no overt effort to stop them. My face was in Vance's crotch again and in perfect position to continue my previous endeavor but I had to wait while the guys behind me prepared the vibrator with lots of lubricant and knelt down to their task. I was still voicing my objections as I felt the cold tip make contact and slowly slide in the smaller hole. Vance pushed my head down and the human gag silenced me. I did my best to satisfy him as the vibrator was going in and out. Humiliation, embarrassment and that marvelous toy were taking their toll. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know I was quite happy with that thing in me and was getting very close to another orgasm. I was pushing back to meet the strokes, sucking on Vance and moaning like mad. I got so wrapped up in my own pleasure I almost missed Vance's eruption but I managed to keep from spilling a drop. The boys in back didn't feel this was any reason to remove the gadget as Vance slid out from under me. They were holding it still but I was so close to climax I couldn't stand it and was soon back to showing how shamelessly I wanted more than just its vibrating action as I moved myself back and forth on it.
 
   I saw two feet in front of me and looked up to see Jason putting the K-Y Jelly on himself. The activity at my other end was making it hard to think straight but I knew what his actions portended. I took a shot in the dark and said I thought my natural juices were back in service and he didn't really need to use any artificial aids. He just said, "I know." and put more on. 
 
   There wasn't any use in pretending this was the first time my mechanical friend traveled that path and I guessed it was time to feel the real thing so I said, "I've never had anything that big in there before. Please go slowly." There, I had just given him the permission he was waiting for. I put my head to the floor as his feet disappeared and the vibrator was withdrawn.
 
   I was already pretty loose and relaxed so it didn't take much for him to start his journey. He was as gentle as he could be but it still hurt a bit although it was not unbearable and I pushed back to take more of him in. My trusty vibrator was nothing like this. I'm not certain how long it took but eventually he was fully lodged. I made the obvious comment that he felt very big. Guys like that sort of thing but in this case it was very true. He pulled out just a little and I pushed back to take him in all the way again. Each time we separated a little farther and thrust together a little faster till he was slamming back in and we were off and running. Bear in mind that I had a head start so it was no surprise when I finished first. I tried to keep myself raised properly for him but failed and slumped to the floor exhausted. I'm afraid it was a somewhat listless body that was rammed into a few more times and finally felt him spurt.
 
   He lay on top of me and slowly shrunk while Vance got some washcloths to wipe us off. I barely had the strength to stand so they decided I’d had enough and helped me into my room, dressed me in pajamas and put me to bed. I invited them to stay but I fell asleep before I heard their answer.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   The fourth movement is just beginning and the boys want a last pinch and pull. This is a 'good one' and I'm pulled forward but they push me back and it feels like they're trying to pull my nipples off entirely. For the first time since I got into the car I speak, and all I say is "Ouch!" 
 
   My breasts are left to recover on their own as they go back to my thighs but first I must take off the rest of my clothes so they can have access to bare skin. If you think taking a bra off in a crowded back seat is tricky try a skirt and underpants while your two friends sit back and watch. They used to strip me themselves but then thought it more appropriate if I took care of that detail to show how much I was offering into their hands and how much I wanted it. These stockings are near impossible to get off in tight quarters like this. Thanks for the help guys. By the way that was sarcasm in case you missed it.
 
   Well that job is finished and I must admit it’s delightful to feel their soft stroking again especially there.  Oh that's good, and a dash of poking wouldn't be out of line, guys. That's the way. This is what it's going to be like all night: a little pain and then pleasure. Who am I kidding? I mean a lot of pain and then pleasure. But even this small amount of delight is tempered with a feeling of dread as Vance says he can't wait to see how red the area he's caressing is going to be later. One of them read The Story of O a few years ago and decided to share the part where she gets the inside of her thighs whipped. They thought it was a wonderful idea and I thought it would be agonizing. As it turned out, I was right for all the good it did me. It was much worse than I expected but it’s now become a regular part of the ritual chastisement of a sinful woman like myself.
 
   Oh, didn't I tell you? The first time we met for one of these sessions after we graduated, they declared that I was no longer just naughty and should be punished much more than any little girl could endure. By then we had a small collection of correctional instruments and I had felt each one at one time or another, and now I could expect to spend a lot more time with them. I'm only half listening to them listing off what special treats they have in store for me tonight as I remember more bits and pieces of the old days.
 
   That second time was, as I said, the turning point for us. I had shown that I could take and in fact wanted some pretty strong punishment, and they had shown themselves quite capable of giving it. The surprising thing is that those roles didn't carry over into our everyday lives. Except for those special times every six weeks or so I was still their equal and they were still my good friends. The only notice given of our Beethoven nights was a soft pillow put on my chair for a few days afterwards. I continued to go on dates with other guys and had a pretty normal but otherwise boring sex life, although I made sure to keep potential lovers at bay for a week or so and give any bruises and welts a chance to disappear.
 
   I guess the first of those marks appeared during the third session after I got two very long and hard spankings as a prelude. The  guys reminded me of my promise from the previous time so I allowed Jason to tie me to the couch and use a belt to finish the punishment portion. It was almost too much to bear, but when you're gagged and tied down you don't have any choice. One thing it did was remove all inhibitions and resistance from me. I was still humiliated at the things they made me do but I did them without a moment's hesitation. They wanted to see me masturbate and use the vibrator in both holes and I gave them a show to remember. Vance and Ben wanted to try sex in the back door and I put the lubricant on them and guided them to the entrance. Of course, I asked for each extra warm-up spanking before they would actually deign to let me service them. They made me say the most vile things about myself and my craving for punishment and sex. In all ways, I was their complete and total sex slave to use and abuse as they saw fit.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Oh no! Jason has started pinching me where Vance was just talking about whipping me, and it hurts... oh boy does it hurt! I give the second of what will be a long series of yelps and ouches. He announces that he bought some spring clamps at the hardware store and thinks it would be a good idea if I wore them right where he's pinching again ... and oh my gosh it hurts. This is just what I need, another gem for their growing repertoire. He says it will keep me from getting bored while they take their coffee break. I'm left to wonder if that will be before or after they use that nasty little whip there. I am trying to ignore that thought so I'll go back to thinking about the good old days.
 
   Oddly enough it didn't dawn on us that this was going to be a regular thing till the fourth time and Jason produced some very nice leather cuffs for my wrists and ankles as well as a special gag shaped like a penis that did a better job of muffling my screams. He had bought them earlier and was waiting for me to play our tape of Beethoven's Eighth Symphony again so he could show them to us. They were much more comfortable than my old stockings especially when I was struggling to get out of the way of the belt which, by the way, made a return appearance later in the evening.
 
   That opened to gates to new toys and gadgets. During our next session Vance was happy to demonstrate the nipple clamps he brought. Of course, I was the model, and the clamps became a regular adornment thereafter. I don't have to wear them all night. Oh no, that wouldn't be half as much fun as putting them on and taking them off about six or seven times. Ouch. Ouch. OUCH.
 
   Let’s see... after that I got a heft dose of the leather paddle, then the large dildo that also served as a butt plug. Next came the riding crop ... or was that after one of them bought the hairbrush at a garage sale? It all gets a bit jumbled up, but you get the idea. Wait! Well thank you Ben. He just reminded me I had agreed to a dozen strokes with the cane from each of them. I'm not looking forward to that one bit, but that's the beauty of it. Once we get to the house I won't have any say in the matter. Hell, would you ride naked in the back seat of a car with two guys groping, grabbing, and describing the agonizing punishments they intend to inflict on you? Let's face it, I gave up any rights I had the minute they told me to use the bathroom in the restaurant. I'm turned on and can't wait for the first time one of them plows into me even though I know I'll go through a truly proper and very long punishment session first and can expect to be humiliated, disgraced, mortified, shamed and embarrassed in ways I can't even imagine both before, during, and after each bit of sexual pleasure.
 
   When we were in college our normal routine was two very good hand spankings before I could take a break and be humiliated in some new and interesting fashion. This would last till I begged for the third spanking. Actually, that's too mild a word for what came next. I would walk to the couch or wherever else they wanted so I could be immobilized and gagged. Then whoever was number three would use one of the implements for a lengthy grand finale to end phase one. I would be subject more spankings during the sex slave portion but they were all applied by hand. However, that kind of mild chastisement was for naughty little girls and not suitable for a woman like me. Now all three of them get to use whatever they want from the very start and I can expect a lot of tool-enhanced discipline throughout the rest of the evening.
 
   The symphony has ended and the garage door is closing behind us. I put my watch and extraneous jewelry into my purse and climb out. The car doors are locked and I won't see my clothes again until noon tomorrow. I've kept myself in pretty good shape so for the moment I'm proud to stand unclothed in front of my three best friends. In the morning they will join me in my nudity and I will have the attentions of three devoted lovers in a soft and comfortable bed. I hope this doesn't offend the sensibilities of anyone who thinks daytime sex is perverted but there will be a lot of it. Unfortunately, that is in the future and seems a lifetime away. I have to get through tonight first.
 
   In a few moments the real humiliation will start as I make the formal declaration that I freely surrender all rights to my body and they may take what pleasures they may but must never forget that their main purpose is to punish me for my wanton and sinful ways. In spite of knowing that the torments they have described in the car are just part of the things they will do and no matter how hard I protest, they will take me far beyond what I think I can withstand, I will say those words but first I have one last item to remove and then I'll be as naked as the day I was born. Before I start begging them to violate the sanctity of my marriage vows ... and believe me, I will, I take off my wedding ring and hand it to my husband. He gives me a kiss I feel down to my toes. Then he joins the others to await my announcement.
 
   Well, that's my story and here I am, standing with absolutely nothing on and about to go into a house full of things designed to hurt with three men fully prepared to use them on me. I will have absolutely no control over the activities whether they be painful or sexual or most likely, both. What I might like or not like will not concern them in the slightest. That thought fills me with fear and excitement. All I have to do is give them permission to do with me as they will and my body will be theirs.
 
   The room is silent. In my normal life I'm a well respected school teacher and active in local politics. People know me as a bold and confident leader and would be shocked to see me now. For a fleeting moment I imagine the entire city council and all my students watching me from just beyond the shadows. My face turns red and the shame begins as I bow my head and once again say the words that seal my fate for the rest of the night.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   At the end of our senior year we had a little party and then an evening where I was the star of the show, so to speak. After making arrangements to meet every so often to continue our special relationship, my roommates moved out. Actually, only two of them left. We had a lease that went through the summer so one of them stayed in the apartment and so did I, but don't get the wrong idea just yet. I felt close to each of them but aside from submitting to their torments and lust (I'm including myself in that lust thing) none of us formed a true emotional attachment in the romantic sense. Things around the apartment were a little different with just two of us but for the most part we continued going our separate ways.
 
   As I said, we were nothing more than good friends who happened to live in the same apartment. As you can guess, that all changed before the summer was over.
 
   I think it was a Friday night but I could be wrong. It really doesn't make any difference but it seems important to me. Let me check my diary. Yep, that’s right, it was a Friday. Silly me, of course it was Friday, because if we had to go to work what happened the next day wouldn't have happened ... but I'm getting ahead of myself. Anyway, I was out somewhere and he stayed at home. When I got back to the apartment I was surprised to hear the strains of our favorite symphony coming from the stereo. I think I was out shopping because I distinctly remember putting some packages on the kitchen table before moving to the living room door. He couldn't see me and he was so engrossed in the music that he was completely unaware that I was there.
 
   When the music ended I was about to say "Hello" but something stopped me. I watched him and he was staring at the corner where I usually stood prior to my first spankings. I held my hand to my mouth to muffle my gasp and a bit of a giggle as I saw him open his pants and pull them down along with his briefs. He was stroking himself and talking to the imaginary me. Things like how much he liked seeing me waiting expectantly for the order to present myself for punishment and how nice it was to see me stand in front of him in nothing but my underwear and looking a little bit scared before the order to take them off. He added that as nice as that was it was nothing compared to seeing me over his lap for his portion of my spanking. He spoke in glowing terms about my rear end. I remember his exact words, he called it an "adorable little bottom ... so white and pure and so much in need of a strong hand to turn it a deep red all over."
 
   I wasn't sure if I should've been flattered or not but he didn't stop there. He also said he liked the way I bounced on his lap and struggled to stay in position even though it obviously hurt. He found my moans and yelps and cries to be more beautiful that anything Beethoven ever wrote. I was still considering the flattery question when he went on to say how he also liked putting that big thing in his hand to use. He went into great detail describing the many ways that he would take his pleasure in me. Let me tell you, that solved the flattery dilemma. I started feeling very sexy and was pleasantly amazed to find someone's hand pushed down the front of my slacks and twiddling me over my panties. Um, that hand was mine. I was getting more turned on with every word he said.
 
   He started pumping himself a little faster and I couldn't stand it. I yelled, "Stop, don't waste that."
 
   He looked up as I scurried into the room and fell to my knees between his legs. He was a bit embarrassed and was shrinking rapidly as he asked how long I had been hiding there. I mumbled, "From when the music ended. Let me see if I can bring this back to life."
 
   I had him in my mouth in nothing flat and that's just what he was, flat, but I felt a twitch or two and he didn't push me away. 
 
   He said, "You should be ashamed of yourself."
 
   I was busy getting my slacks and panties off and I lifted my head to say, "I'm not. You've got something I want and I think I have something you want. Lean back."
 
   My mouth went back to work and he slouched to let me have better access. He was nice and hard by the time I got his pants off his feet so I straddled him. He let me slide all the way down before he spoke again.
 
   "That's not what I meant. You should be ashamed for being a little sneak and eavesdropping on a guy during a private time. That's a very naughty thing to do. Don't you think so?"
 
   I was starting to work my way up and down as I said, "Yes, I'm a naughty girl and you should take me over your knee and spank me. Take my adorable pure white bottom and use your strong hand to turn it a deep red all over."
 
   He held my hips and was helping me to ride him and to our mutual delight, he continued the erotic talk. "I'll do more than that. First I'll spank you more than you've gotten from the three of us. It'll be one you're going to remember for a long time, especially when you try to sit down, but you need more than a little spanking. I'm also going to tie you to the couch for a good whipping."
 
   I was getting close to the edge and I answered, "Yes, do that. Make me moan and yelp and cry and beg you to stop. Use your belt and then take me again so I can feel you slamming against my battered skin and have no choice but to accept all the lust you want me to endure."
 
   Quite a conversation wasn't it? Well it did the trick for both of us. I felt him tighten his muscles and he exploded just as I hit my peak. What a wonderful feeling.
 
   As we slowly returned to earth we did something I had never done with any of my roommates before. You're probably thinking that there was very little we hadn't tried but that's not true. It had to do with my mouth. I'd used it to provide pleasure and get them ready for further assaults. Heck, I just did that a little while ago just to get him back in the mood for sex. What I'm talking about is kissing. If you read my previous stories you know that there were many times that I've puckered my lips to show homage to their hands before and after spankings and the implements they used to whip me. And don't let me forget using my lips to bestow special honor to their penises either before or after having them shoved down my throat. This was to show my appreciation(?) that whether it was a firm hand, some excruciatingly painful device or the source of their lust, the guys were well equipped to make good and varied use of me.
 
   So what am I talking about? Their mouths. That was the one place I had never put mine. A kiss like that was a big unspoken taboo. It was a sign of tenderness that had no place in our scenario. But that's what happened that night. He held my face, brought it close to his, our lips met, our mouths opened and our tongues wrestled for a short lifetime. None of my many boyfriends or casual dates ever made me feel like that. It was wonderful and I didn't want it to end. But it did. Then we looked in each other's eyes and clinked our teeth for another go at it, just as fantastic as the first.
 
   Since our hands were unoccupied they decided to take some, make that all, our clothes off. We had to break the second kiss for his T-shirt to come over his head but after that short interlude we went on to kiss number three. Funny, with fewer clothes and his hands on my breasts it was getting better all the time. He seemed to like my hands rubbing him and I lost count of the times we gazed at each other and went back to kisses. I do know they continued as he carried me to his bed where things got hot and heavy again and again and believe it or not, again... and all without him spanking my adorable pure white bottom once.
 
   The next day we woke up, used the bathroom and decided to take a shower together. We wasted a lot of water but would've needed a second shower anyway. It was late in the morning when we finally got dressed and had a small bite to eat to hold us till lunch. He invited me to go on an errand with him and this was also unusual in our previous relationship but I agreed. I was a bit confused when we went to a hardware store and he bought one sheet of coarse sandpaper. When I asked what he needed that for he just smiled and all he said was that it was for a special project. 
 
   Back home I started to make some sandwiches but he stopped me and said, "Remember what we agreed to last night?"
 
   I smiled and answered, "I know I agreed to ravish you every chance I got."
 
   He smiled back and said, "I meant about you sneaking up on me. I said you were a naughty girl and it was your suggestion that I take you over my knee and give you a spanking. I agreed that was a good idea and that's what we're going to do now."
 
   We had already broken two unwritten rules regarding the arrangements in the apartment. First by having sex without the others, damn good sex I might add, and then those kisses, those really marvelous, wonderful toe-curling kisses. But was I ready for us to break more forbidden territory? Letting him be the only one to punish me. But was he suggesting or ordering? As in the past I knew I could refuse, and was confident he would not push the issue so I guess it was an offer of sorts. I considered the matter for a moment. It was so nice to make love to him. Did I want him to revert to the way he and the others treated me? Would that break the spell?
 
   He understood my hesitation and held me close for one of his wonderful kisses before saying, "Tonight I want to take you out to the best restaurant I know and then we'll go dancing. When we get back here I'm going to take you to my bed and make love to you until dawn. But right now I'm going to spank you. Go to the living room and put the chair where it belongs. Then go to your room and take everything off. When you're nude come back here and ask me to take you into the living room and give you a very long and hard spanking. Oh, and you better bring the gag in case we need it."
 
   Another kiss and my head was spinning. I meekly nodded and went to do his bidding. In the past our special evenings started out with me in the corner fully dressed. When the music was over I would present myself and either they would strip me or I would be ordered to remove my clothes myself in front of them. That was just one of the many changes in our routine. First, this was in the afternoon and the room seemed exceptionally bright. Also, there was no one watching me disrobe which made it very different. While it's true that I willingly offered my body to suffer and be used for their pleasure (as well as mine), my volunteer status ended when I stood in the corner. After that all I had to do was follow their commands.
 
   Now I was taking a significantly more active role in getting ready for my spanking by stripping myself without an audience to force me to take off each item. Not only was I going to present myself nude but I would be bringing part of the other equipment. I should explain that the box where we stored our toys (the various spanking/whipping implements, cuffs, chains, ropes, nipple clamps, etc.) was kept in my room but usually one of the guys got it while I was standing in the corner. I had never had to hand carry anything from it before. I could feel my face flush with embarrassment as I picked up the penis-shaped gag and made my way to the kitchen. I had a hard time understanding why my lack of clothes was so much more humiliating than usual since he and the other roommates had seen me nude plenty of times, but we always stayed in the living room. Walking towards my punishment with nothing on was something new and I wasn't sure I liked it.
 
   Nevertheless, I met him and made the required request. He didn't say a thing as he got up and left the room. I followed, and as soon as he was on the chair I was by his side. Although the preliminaries were different this was familiar ground, being naked and waiting for the order to put myself in position for a healthy dose of a man's hand crashing onto my rear end. The funny thing is that even though I was a willing participant in the abuse and sex with the three of them I always felt very nervous at this point. Up to then the pain I was to experience was a faint memory and I knew the realization of it again was going to be a shock. I liked the aftermath of spankings but not the actual receipt of them and today was no exception. I had a feeling he was determined to fulfill his prediction that he was going to spank me as hard as all three of the guys had done in the past. It wasn't going to be a few little taps and then back to his bed. But in addition to the changes in the customary method of getting to this point, there was a modification of my attitude. For some reason I wasn't as scared as I usually was. Maybe it was just that we had shared some wonderful and beautiful sex, but I think I was falling in love with this guy and if he wanted to spank me I was willing to let him do it.
 
   He took the gag and put it in his shirt pocket where it would be available if, make that when, we needed it. Then he held my hand and started pulling me down but stopped when I was halfway there and turned my face towards his for a deep kiss. My knees were so weak I almost fell into his lap but I stayed bent over while his right hand rubbed my bottom and he said, "You can't believe how long I've waited to get you alone... mostly for what we did last night and this morning but also for this. I don't have to share you with anyone. It'll be just me and my girl."
 
   I liked it when he referred to me as his girl. That got him another kiss and then I was face down and being adjusted so my bottom was in the most available and vulnerable position. He was still rubbing it lovingly and repeated his words from last night. "This is so beautiful... so pure and white. It's downright adorable. Without a doubt it’s the most perfect bottom in the world."
 
   I looked up and smiled, "But it needs a strong hand to turn it deep red all over. It needs your hand. You made me say I wanted you to spank me very long and hard but you didn't have to, I would've said it anyway. You also said you like to hear me moan, yelp and cry and I want to give that to you too. You and the others have done terrible things to me and I've endured it all so you know I can take whatever you dish out. I'm glad it's just the two of us. I want to be all yours, especially my bottom ... but it's getting cold. You need to do something about that."
 
   He did. From the very first swat I knew he was serious about making this a spanking I was going to remember for a long time. See, even after all these years I still remember every swat or at least the first few minutes of them. I'm afraid I lost count after a while. He wanted to hear moans and he did, and they lasted a minute or two and then the yelps followed. He hadn't mentioned screeches but they came next which necessitated the use of the gag. Then, albeit muffled, all my expressions of discomfort mixed together as I lost track of time and was only aware that my backside and thighs were on fire. Without the short breaks between the normal spankings it was even harder to stay in the proper position, but he held me fast and continued to turn my adorable and previously pure and white bottom to an even shade of deep red over every square inch of it. I had to take his word about the color, but if the throbbing in that part of me was any indication, I'm sure he was right.
 
   He held me on his lap until I stopped sobbing and after he removed my gag, I grudgingly and (while this may be hard to believe), I lovingly told him it was the worst single spanking I had ever received. When I stood up I fell into his arms for comfort and he kissed the tears from my face before kissing my mouth wonderfully.
 
   He led me to the kitchen and told me to sit while he made lunch. He pointed to a chair and the reason for his little errand became clear. While I was getting ready for the spanking he took that piece of sandpaper and taped it to the chair. He said I was going to have difficulty sitting down and he was making sure I really did. Sitting on something hard with a sore bottom is a challenge, and you can't help but squirm a bit, but that afternoon soon cured me of that. Every time I tried to move that rough grit under my rear end sent a strong message. I was supposed to stay put, and believe me, I did or at least as much as I could.
 
   When the meal was done he told me to remain seated while he disappeared. When he came back he led me into the living room where I saw our box of toys. I groaned and he said, "Do you remember what else I said I was going to do to last night's naughty girl?"
 
   It had already crossed my mind while I was taking my clothes off earlier and I sort of hoped he had forgotten. As you can see, he hadn't and neither had I so I answered truthfully. "You said you were going to tie me to the couch and whip me."
 
   "And...?" he prompted.
 
   I hung my head. "And I agreed that I needed that too."
 
   As I was speaking he got out the cuffs and things necessary to immobilize me. When I was firmly affixed and silenced I saw him reach for the riding crop. I shook my head vigorously and he undid the gag. 
 
   I took a breath and said, "No, not that. The crop is what the other guys use and I want this to be special between us. You can use that next time, but last night I asked you to use something else. Your belt is a part of you and not them. That's what I want."
 
   He smiled and bent down to give me one of his wonderful kisses and said, "You're wonderful. I think that's why I love you."
 
   Before I could answer that breathtaking announcement the gag was back in my mouth and he was standing and pulling his belt out of the loops in his pants. My brain was in a tizzy. First of all, had I really said he could whip me with the riding crop next time? Was I already agreeing to let him punish me again? And what was that about him loving me?
 
   There are times when you can meditate on thoughts such as those but this was not one of them. Philosophical musings take a back seat (pun intended) when you're feeling a belt laid across your already sore rear end. He was as determined to make me feel that leather object as he had been in using his hand to make the pre-lunch spanking memorable. I skipped moans and yelps and went directly to screeching into the gag. The courage and beginnings of love I felt when I let him tie me up were vague and distant memories as that unyielding thing did its job. And let me tell you, it did its job all too well as far as my hindquarters were concerned. But as I mentioned in my first memoirs, when you're tied, gagged and completely helpless there's nothing to do but endure it.
 
   I wasn't aware of when it ended until I felt another sensation in that area. It was something hard seeking entrance. A whipping like that can get a girl out of the mood for sex, but as I'd discovered on previous occasions when I was in this predicament, it only takes a few flicks of his fingers to bring out the lubrication he needs. Then the agony of my bottom was renewed when he slammed his thighs against it but that was somewhat overshadowed by the reason he was bouncing off me. The most wonderful thing was splitting me in two and I was in heaven and hell at the same time. Needless to say, this was not an unusual feeling for me. He and the others kept me in the limbo between lust and agony for hours, but this time my brain was adding the little touch that I was doing this (even though I didn't really have a choice) for a special guy who just said he loved me. My orgasm exploded in a way I never felt before. Did I say my orgasm? I meant to make that plural, very plural. I was riding a wave of them as he pounded into me.
 
   When he finally deflated and slipped out of me he sat in the chair and just stared at me for the longest time. I was still tied and gagged but he could tell my eyes were smiling at him through the remaining tears.
 
   The cad left me there when he left the room but he quickly returned with a damp washcloth he used to soothe and cool my bottom before gently rubbing in some sort of lotion which felt very good. Then he used another washcloth to wipe my face after he kissed it clean.
 
   I struggled a bit to show him I wanted to be freed but he shook his head. "No my little angel, you're going to stay there for a while and I'm going to put Beethoven on the stereo. I want to listen to it while I'm looking at you just the way you are. It might be a new experience for you too. You can enjoy it and know that it's not going to end with any more punishment."
 
   So we listened and it was nice: first to know that the final chords were not the usual prelude to humiliation and pain; secondly, he moved the chair to sit next to me and lovingly stroked my back, bottom and legs and occasionally slipped under me to tweak a nipple or just hold my breast in his hand. It was wonderful.
 
   Afterwards he released me and put the things back in the box. I wasn't sure what to do so I put my hands on my head.
 
   He smiled and said, "I like to see you nude. You're beautiful."
 
   I curtseyed and thanked him. That led to a kissing session and although he kept saying we should save our energy for later he didn't object too much when I took his clothes off and led him to my bedroom where we took a nap. Of course, the nap was after a rousing bit of sex and another application of that soothing lotion.
 
   As you can imagine, my bottom wasn't completely recovered from his hand and belt but I put on my tightest dress while he was getting into his suit. When I presented myself he just stared and said, "Every guy that sees us tonight is going to be jealous of me for being with the most beautiful woman they ever saw. That thing hugs you like a second skin. Are you wearing any underwear?"
 
   I blushed and gently chided, "What kind of a question is that? A gentleman would never broach that subject ... but if you want to know, find out for yourself."
 
   I slunk next to him and jumped a bit when he put his hand on my bottom. "Still a bit sore I see but just as smooth as when I saw it over my lap. Nope, no panties here ... but how about these?” he said, fondling my breasts. “Oh but they're wonderful and really don't need a bra to make them very appetizing. I've half a mind to take you right here and now."
 
   I slipped away and readjusted the top of my dress as I said, "Nope. You said you were taking me out dining and dancing and you're not getting out of it that easily."
 
   He laughed and replied, "OK. But you should know that all evening I'll be thinking about getting out of something... this suit for starters, then getting you out of that dress and into bed."
 
   I smiled. "You say the sweetest things. Let's go."
 
   We did, and what a marvelous evening it was. We had a delicious meal and then found a quiet club where we could dance -  I mean really dance, not just jiggle around with a crowd of people. You know, the kind of dancing where he could hold me close and we swayed to the most romantic music. More than once his hand strayed to cup my bottom and after a little start I would push it back into his grasp. He would squeeze it a little and I would moan into his ear. I especially liked it when he used that handhold to push me closer to him so we were rubbing our lower regions in a fairly lewd manner. The club was dimly lit so I don't think anyone noticed and who cares if they did. What they saw were two young lovers who couldn't get enough of each other.
 
   Back at the apartment he finally got to get out of that suit but not until I was out of the dress and standing nude in front of him. Then it was into bed, and as he promised, we made love. One hurried attack to release the hunger for each other that built all night, and then slow leisurely lovemaking that left us exhausted. We finally fell asleep just as the dawn broke.
 
   We slept late and did a lot of cuddling. Well maybe there was just a little sex but mostly it was a very easygoing day. We went to the zoo and had a very good time together. In the ensuing days we both had other commitments so we couldn't be together all the time but we managed to have lunch together, and since he had the large bed I more or less moved into his room. The only reference to the submissive side of me was that he liked me to be nude with my hands on my head as I had to do when I was otherwise unoccupied during the special nights. He had me stand like that in the corner a few times, but the spanking chair stayed against the wall.
 
   We both knew it wouldn't stay there for long. Sure enough, the next weekend we were going to go out to do some shopping, and after a few Good Morning kisses and a shower for two (without sex) I went to my room to get my clothes. He liked to watch me get dressed almost as much as he liked seeing me stripping for him, so it was no surprise that he followed me. I smiled as I wiggled my adorable, pure white bottom in his direction and provocatively slunk into my panties. Then I asked if he wanted me to wear a bra under my T-shirt. He didn't answer immediately so I turned around and saw him looking at the box of toys. 
 
   He smiled and said, "I'm sorry, what were you saying?"
 
   I knew what had distracted him and realized that thoughts of the things in that box and the things he could do to me were not far from my mind either. The shopping trip could wait a little while so I answered, "I was asking if you wanted me to put on my bra before going to the living room. You mentioned once that you liked seeing me take my underwear off just before getting spanked and I wondered if you wanted me to wear both things, or would presenting myself for the spanking in just my panties suffice? I could get dressed completely if you prefer and stand in the corner for a few minutes first. How do you want me?"
 
   He was all smiles and responded, "Just the panties will do for today. Tonight you'll stand in the corner while I bring the box and I think I'll just have you strip below the waist before I tie you up. Then I'll use the riding crop but not too much ... only a few dozen times. Lead the way."
 
   When he and the chair were ready I started to pull my panties down but he stopped me. He wanted that honor and inched them down as slowly as he could while asking me why he was baring my bottom and me saying so he could have a clear target to spank. He asked if I was a naughty girl who needed to be punished and part of me wanted to keep up the game and agree but instead I said, "No. I haven't been naughty and I'm not getting spanked for punishment. I'm a woman who likes to get spanked and you're a man who likes spanking me. I'm giving myself to you. Spank me as long and as hard as you wish. But shouldn't we get the gag?"
 
   He smiled and said, "I like that answer. I do love spanking you and this will be a long one but don't worry about making too much noise. The last of our neighbors moved out a few days ago. We've got this whole wing to ourselves and I want to hear your cries. I'll keep it just below the screeching level but don't think it's going to be easy. Are you ready?"
 
   I nodded and with a short stop for a kiss on the way down, I was soon in the perfect position.
 
   This was unlike any spanking I ever got. He wasn't slamming my rear end with the usual force. It was more of a flicking with his fingers and an occasional full palm slap. It was almost relaxing but eventually the sting was building to an uncomfortable level. That's when he gave me a few really hard ones and I yelped and moaned. More of the same followed and the sting was being upgraded to a small fire. It was getting hotter and hotter and then he gave one with all the force he could muster. Screech time and then he stopped and rubbed gently until I composed myself. Then he delivered some soft swats that got harder and harder until I was grunting and groaning constantly and tears were beginning to flow. He kept the spanking at that level, just below total agony but hurting like hell.
 
   Even though I didn't call it punishment when we started it was doing a damn good imitation. Any naughty little girl would definitely think twice about doing whatever she did to deserve a punishment like this. I would've apologized for anything and promised never to do it again if there was anything to apologize for. All I could do was stay on his lap and cry. The first part was getting difficult but his free hand kept me steady and as for the second part, that was easy and the floor under my face was getting soaked.
 
   There was no comforting rubbing when he was through. I was immediately sent to my feet with hands on head and bottom blazing. He put the chair back in its usual place and came over to me. 
 
   He kissed my neck and said, "You're wonderful. Come with me and let’s see what we can do to make your bright red bottom feel a little better."
 
   He put me face down on my bed and applied the cool washcloth and soothing lotion. It felt very good and I especially liked it when he said, "It's quite red but it will fade soon. What's more, there are no bruises like there was last time. The belt left a lot of welts that took a few days to disappear too, and as much as I like whipping you with the riding crop I'll wait to use it until the four of us are together again."
 
   I sighed because his actions and his words were so soothing. Unfortunately, he wasn't done passing out words. He continued, "I'm still going to spank you tonight but slightly differently. The spanking itself will be like the one I just gave you. As long as it's just the two of us that's the way I'll always spank you. The difference is that unlike this morning, you're not going to be over my lap. We're going to try a hand spanking while you're tied to the couch. You're so inviting for some after-spank sex when you're positioned like that."
 
   I sighed again as I accepted the fact that the day included more discomfort on my bottom, but mentally shrugged. I had already resigned myself to a session with the riding crop and this was not going to be as bad as it could've been. Besides, the things his hands were doing were very distracting. He was still rubbing the lotion on so I moved my legs apart and said, "Rub a little lower. I'm just about in the mood for a little after-spanking sex right now."
 
   He did, I was and we did. First in the old missionary position but that was too uncomfortable when my sore rear contacted the mattress and then we rolled over so I could be on top for a wild ride.
 
   After supper that night he took me to my room and had me pull my pants down so I could look at my rear end in the mirror. All the redness was gone and it was back to its pure white shade. He asked if it still hurt and I said it didn't. He gave me a swat and I jumped. He actually laughed and I coyly admitted that it still stung a little. He said, "In that case I won't spank you too hard. Pull your pants up and go to the living room corner. I'll bring the cuffs and things."
 
   I looked at him and said, "Remember, no crop or anything. Just use your hand."
 
   He nodded and replied, "That's right but you will be tied to the couch."
 
   I smiled and added, "In the perfect position for any passing ravisher to take unfair advantage of me."
 
   He kissed me and gave my bottom another small swat to get me headed in the right direction.
 
   It felt really strange to be in the corner and not hear any music. While it was different it didn't go too far in making me nice and comfortable. I knew it wouldn't be long before the usual result of my standing here was going to happen. Just a spanking he said, but I knew him better than that. Once he had me tied on the couch he was going to light a fire on my backside. Still I had to smile when I thought about what he planned to do with his helpless captive afterwards.
 
   I kept my nose to the wall when he arrived and moved the couch. Then I waited for a long time and almost thought he left the room. He probably wouldn't spank me any more than what he had planned if I took a peek but I decided to play the naughty girl game. I did my best dejected stance as I leaned my head against the wall and even gave a few 'I'm feeling sorry for myself' sniffles.
 
   That got a chuckle from him and he said, "OK. That's enough waiting. Come here."
 
   He was waiting next to the couch where he proceeded to take my pants and panties off. The rest of my clothes stayed on as he made me and the couch one inseparable object. Just like his morning spanking he eschewed the use of a gag, which was some comfort to me. At least he wasn't going to hit extremely hard but he had already promised me that much. One thing he did which surprised me was to put something over my eyes. There isn't much to look at when you're face down and tied as I was, but losing all sight was very strange. It added a new dimension to my helplessness as I waited what seemed an exceptionally long time for him to start. The waiting was bad enough but the blindfold also seemed to amplify even the lightest swats.
 
   There were many of those interspersed with harder ones. Because of the state of my bottom from this morning it didn't take long to rise to the very uncomfortable level and then up to the 'Oh my gosh it really hurts' stage. I can sound stoic about enduring whatever I get when I'm unable to prevent it but that doesn't mean I don't struggle and plead for it to stop. Of course, normally the pleading comes out as muffled grunts but tonight I had the opportunity to clearly(?) express my wish for cessation. Either way, it didn't do any good. 
 
   But at least this time I knew he heard me as he said, "Not yet sweetheart. I want your bottom to be red hot so your friendly ravisher can feel it against him in a little while."
 
   In desperation I pointed out that he only pulled his zipper down to extract the ravishing tool and wouldn't feel anything through his pants anyway so adding more heat was a pointless exercise. I should say that my little speech took a lot longer than the words suggest. Try adding grunts, groans, moans, cries, light yelps and the like between the words and you get a better idea of how I sounded. Be that as it may he refuted my argument by announcing that while I was waiting for him to begin he had divested himself of his clothing so was fully prepared to ravish and feel my hot skin against his at the same time. Um, his little speech was also interrupted by the same sorts of noises that mine was, but it was me adding the extra sound effects since his hand didn't stop spanking while he spoke. Notice how calmly I can tell you about this? Believe me, there was nothing calm about the way I felt.
 
   My bottom was on fire, and then he changed tactics. One hand kept the sting from fading while the other went to work a little lower. When I got spanked or whipped before I was not feeling terribly sexy until it was over, but now he was getting two fires going. I was struggling and straining to avoid the hand spanking me, while trying to raise my bottom for more of the other hand's attention. He kept me in that balance between two sensations and slowly let it shift to the more pleasurable one. Not that he stopped spanking but with a little less force so I could concentrate on the orgasm I couldn't prevent. As soon as it started he spanked harder but it didn't stop the explosive effects of my climax. I collapsed and the first indication that the spanking was over was that familiar hard object seeking entrance. I, um, have to admit he didn't need to do anything with his fingers to bring out the necessary lubrication. He had no trouble plowing right in. I won't say his thighs slamming against mine wasn't almost painful, but it was much different to feel his smooth skin as opposed to the usual roughness of jeans and zipper. I was barely over my last peak and he sent me up that marvelous mountain again. Did I mention plural orgasms last time he had me like this? Double that and you'll understand why I was too exhausted to stand on my own when he released me.
 
   He carried me to his bed where he did the washcloth and lotion thing and I don't know what he did after that because I was fast asleep.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   The rest of the summer was pretty much like that: lots of snuggling, petting, lovemaking and spanking. His new method meant I could recover in a day or two and be adorably white and pure for the next one sooner than if he used one of the implements in the box. I don't mean to say that he spanked me all the time. Just once or twice a week usually, and some of them were just to warm me up a bit. He saved the long drawn out ones for the weekend and there were more than a few times I had to place my sizzling rear end on a sandpaper covered seat.
 
   When the summer ended we had to move out of the old apartment where we said our tearful goodbyes. Two days later he called and said, "I can't live without you, Cassie. Marry me."
 
   I said, "Yes Vance. I will!"
 
   As we were making arrangements for the wedding the subject of the Beethoven group came up. Did we still want to get together with the other guys? I think both of us were afraid to give an honest opinion, but eventually we decided that we would. There was no doubt my true love could keep my bottom from getting bored but there were times when I needed more. I wanted them to humiliate and punish me the way they did when we were in college. 
 
   Vance smiled when I reminded him that he once said he didn't want to use the crop or any of the other things unless the four of us were together. This would give him his chance to do that. The other question was whether he would consider me unfaithful if I allowed them to use me sexually. 
 
   He smiled again and said, "Normally I'd be upset if you had an affair but not under those circumstances. I'll let them know I don't mind if they have their fun with my wife and we'll make it a practice for you to say you're freely surrendering all rights to your body to all of us. After that you'll do what you're told and basically, you won't have any choice in the matter. You will service all of us in whatever way we wish whether you like it or not."
 
   Sounds pretty severe doesn't it? Maybe it was but not to me. He gave me leave to shed all my clothes and any inhibitions with them and be nothing more than a sex object to be used and abused by three men. I kissed him in a way that got us both into bed and after some good sweaty sex I said, "There's one little thing. Once we're married I will honor the ring you give me but on those nights I want you to hold it for me."
 
   He agreed.
 
   It was one month after we returned from our honeymoon that we had the first after-college meeting of old friends and Beethoven. It took more than a week for my adorable bottom to appear unscathed, pure, white and so much in need of a strong hand to turn it a deep red all over. He gave me another couple of days before he saw to that.
 
   What can I say? I love this guy.
 
   Life is good.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Also from LSF Publications...
 
    
 
    
 
   The Surrogate Daughter by Quentin Quillis
 
   This is the story of Megan, a student studying for her Masters degree who goes to live with Eva and Fred, a middle-aged couple who were her folks' best friends. Her pseudo family make her welcome and buy her clothes and presents, but it isn't long before Megan realises she is in a deliciously kinky household as she embarks on an ageplay role-playing adventure that involves lots of spanking and humiliation. She is dressed in petticoats and frilly panties to be the naughty little girl they want her to be, and she is lectured, spanked and scolded as a little girl, with bedtime spankings to complete the day. But other times, Eva and Fred dress her as a sexy teen and discipline her appropriately for that age - and always on the bare bottom. The punishment rituals continue and become even hotter when Megan is punished as an adult woman, but first stands submissively as they fondle and stroke her naked body, then displays herself lewdly when the restraints are applied and she is bound and helpless. The dynamics change yet again when Eva and Fred's son Tommy moves back home - not only does he participate in Megan's discipline, he becomes her lover and ultimately her husband. He continues to dress and punish her as a little girl or teen or grown woman and their ageplay relationship flourishes.
 
    
 
    
 
   Their Slave for a Week by Quentin Quillis
 
   Carla is no stranger to discipline, but when she stays with Joan, a family friend, and her son David, things quickly begin to develop in a most unexpected way. Joan doesn't hesitate to spank the 18-year old Carla when she misbehaves, and it isn't long before David not only witnesses the spankings but delivers them too. Carla is embarrassed because she has had a crush on David for years, but her feelings turn to lust when he orders her to undress. Petting leads to sex, and Carla begins to understand her submissive nature and her need to serve. Her relationship with David changes - he becomes her Master and she his willing and obedient slave, subject to pain and pleasure and humiliation.
 
    
 
   Matters accelerate when Joan gets more intimately involved, announcing that Carla can be David's slave during the day, but her slave in the evenings. Thus Carla experiences the delights of both a Master and a Mistress. Naked, she wanders round the house wearing a collar and leash, and endures punishment spankings and paddlings. Her tormentors have exciting things in store for her involving clothes pegs on her nipples and thighs, forced masturbation and orgasm denial. Carla's sexual relationship also extends to Joan, and she finds herself obeying her mistresses demands. But it is David in whose bed Carla sleeps every night, to be punished and pleasured as he sees fit.
 
    
 
   More than content with her week as a slave, Carla doesn't want it to end, so when an opportunity arises to make things more permanent, she embraces it wholeheartedly.
 
    
 
    
 
   From She-Devil to Slave by Quentin Quillis
 
   When Mike has dinner with Bill and his wife Debbie, he is surprised to discover that Debbie is a changed woman - no longer rude and caustic, her attitude and manners have improved drastically, and she is pleasant, polite and charming. He is informed that he himself is indirectly responsible for the transformation, because some time ago he gave Bill two options - either leave Debbie, or give her a good spanking! It is revealed that Bill decided to implement the latter option, and as a result Bill and Debbie's marriage has improved greatly - and so has their sex life. Mike and Debbie give Bill all the details, even showing him  their collection of spanking implements, and the false beam in the ceiling, complete with winch, cable and snap hook - all ready for a willing submissive woman and a pair of wrist restraints...
 
    
 
   The evening gets even more interesting when Mike informs Bill that they sometimes indulge in their spanking games with Nancy, and goes on to suggest that Bill might like to spank Debbie. Bill is more than happy to do so as Debbie is an attractive woman and he has long been fascinated by the idea of spanking her. As a respite from the spanking, Debbie is secured to the beam while both men tease her sexually, then later, Debbie rewards Mike with oral sex, and when she has sex with her husband, they invite Mike to watch, and then ask him to spend a whole weekend at their house.
 
    
 
   We learn more of the relationship between Debbie and Nancy, and their erotic games as a threesome with Bill. When Mike visits Bill and Nancy for the weekend, they are joined by Nancy, who is eager to have Mike spank her, followed by some great sex. The four friends enjoy plenty more fun and games with blindfolds and restraints and having the women wear sandpaper panties after their bottoms have been paddled.
 
    
 
    
 
   The Graduate Spanking Assistant by Quentin Quillis
 
   Mac manages to get a job as a graduate research assistant to Dr White, an attractive older woman who conducts special research in a secret basement location of the university. Mac later discovers the true nature of the research - he learns that Dr White is studying the effects of spanking young women - and even better, he gets to participate. To start with, he is only allowed to listen to the spankings, but as time passes he is permitted to watch them on tape, and later he gets to administer spankings - some of which lead to the release of sexual tension. He becomes quite the expert spanker, quickly getting to grips with hand, paddle, hairbrush and tawse, just a few of the implements used in his dream job. And when the opportunity arises he indulges in a private and unauthorised session with his favourite girl on the project - although he later discovers his 'private' session wasn't as private as he'd thought! Eventually Mac and his favourite girl are taken off the research program, and he discovers a very surprising fact about her.
 
    
 
    
 
   Tales of Sex & Spanking - Volume 1
 
   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!
 
    
 
    
 
   Abby and the Wolf Creek Cowboys by Christina Morino
 
   When Abby is down on her luck, she is befriended in a bar by two sexy cowboys, Logan and Daniel. Eager to help the pretty redhead, they buy her dinner, and after the meal and conversation, they offer her a job and a place to stay at their ranch house up at Wolf Creek. Abby takes them up on their offer and settles in, and as time goes by she finds herself becoming increasingly attracted to both of them. She has her first sexual encounter with Daniel, and subsequently gets intimate with Logan. But which guy should she choose?
 
    
 
   It turns out she doesn't have to choose between them as she can have them both! After Abby catches Logan and Daniel in a compromising situation, they give her an erotic spanking and invite her to join them in a threesome and live with them on a permanent basis. This is a raunchy menage tale of two bisexual men sharing one woman. For Abby, the arrangement marks the beginning of a new phase in her life and the opportunity to explore her sexuality and submissiveness with two dominant men.
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