
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Their Slave for a Week
 
    
 
    
 
   
by
 
    
 
   Quentin Quillis
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




 
   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.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




My name is Carla. I was raised by parents who were strong believers in corporal punishment. It's fair to say that I was spanked on a fairly regular basis and usually by my mother. Many a time I was over her lap while she applied the business end of a wooden spoon to my rear end. Of course, they were delivered to my bare bottom and she was very thorough. There was no such thing as a few swats and then being sent to my room.
 
   That hard object would have connected many, many times by the time she considered the spanking over. However, as bad as they were, the ones I really feared were from Dad. I hated it when she would say the dreaded words, "We'll see what your father has to say about this when he gets home."
 
   She may have thought it was a cute euphemism for saying that I was in for another spanking later that evening, but I never saw the humor in it, and as I said, it was going to be a second spanking for the same offense. I was usually over her lap when she let me know the spanking she was about to give me was not going to clear the slate. Rather, it was just the beginning of my penance, and she never felt it necessary to go easy on me just because I was due for an extra long and very painful session with Dad that evening.
 
   If anything, I think she would spank me harder so I would be exceptionally well prepared for the first kiss of the brush on my backside. That was his choice as the most effective implement. He would use my own well loved and very expensive hairbrush.
 
   I got it as a present when I was very young and at first I was thrilled. It felt so grown up to brush my hair with it. However, it wasn't long before I found out it had other functions, and no matter how mature I thought I was, it could reduce me to a little girl getting a well earned spanking when it was wielded by Dad.
 
   I still have it, and it feels so luxurious as it runs through my hair, but to this day I can't pick it up without remembering how many times it was in other hands and being used very effectively for its other purpose. I also have to chuckle when I think of yet a third method of utilizing my old friend, but I'll get to that later.
 
   It wasn't only at home that my bottom and I would be on the receiving end of an attitude adjustment conference. I quite often stayed at my Aunt Joan's house when my parents went out of town. She wasn't really related, but was an old friend of the family and I always enjoyed myself when we visited her.
 
   I should probably change that to read 'most of the time I enjoyed myself' since they had given her permission to punish me if I misbehaved. She exercised that option on more than one occasion, and was a very effective disciplinarian. Her normal routine was to take me up into her bedroom where I had to stand still while she either pulled my dress over my head or took my slacks off.
 
   As I waited with nothing but my panties covering my bottom she would patiently explain why whatever it was I did was wrong (as if I didn't already know) and that she was going to spank me (another clear statement of the obvious). Then she would take my panties off and finally sit down.
 
   Once I was satisfactorily positioned on her lap with my rear end raised high, she would use her hand for a very, very long time to make sure I understood the consequences of childish actions. Her spankings weren't like the ones I got from Mom or Dad, but the end results (and I'm speaking about my end) were not significantly different.
 
   Her son Dave was older than me, but only by one month, and was also subject to special trips to her bedroom even when I was visiting. My presence didn't save him from receiving punishment when she thought he deserved it, and the fact that he was at home when I was to be spanked never concerned her either. I'm sure he was well aware of every spanking she gave me since he had to have heard me crying. I'm sure I was as loud as he was when it was his turn over her knee, and you could hear him all over the house.
 
   I made the mistake of complaining about him knowing that I was being punished once, and she not only spanked me harder than normal, she said that was only the first half my allotment. Then she made me stand and wait while she opened the bedroom door. Now he would have no trouble hearing the sound of her hand slapping and my very vocal response to the second half of my punishment.
 
   It was one of the longest spankings I remember getting from her. But even when the door was closed it was impossible not to know that at least one person in that room was not a happy camper, and listening to him get a good spanking was almost as effective as getting one myself when it came to being on my best behavior. The one with the hard hand was already in a mood to dole out punishment, and I didn't want to give her the slightest reason to find fault with me.
 
   The visit that stands out the most in my memory occurred one of the times when my folks went on a 'just the two of them' vacation. I was eighteen years old, and felt I was capable of taking care of myself during their absence. They didn't see it that way so I was dutifully delivered to Aunt Joan again.
 
   We all went out to a very nice restaurant, but I was in a real snit. First of all because I thought they were treating me like a child, but mostly because I wanted to go with them on the trip. I was very rude to everyone, including the waiter. They had to leave for the airport soon after we got back to Aunt Joan's house, but not so soon that they were unwilling to delay their departure while I was marched off to the guest room for some quality time with Dad.
 
   Unfortunately, I had packed my hairbrush and he knew it. Once it was out of the suitcase and in his hand I was doomed. The silly concept that I could be too old to get a spanking was not one they espoused, and to be honest, it was so much a part of my normal discipline that I never questioned it.
 
   He sat down and I moved to his side. I unsnapped my jeans and had to push them down before lying over his lap. He finished my preparation by pulling my panties down and my transformation from a semi-mature young lady to a sorry little girl was complete.
 
   As was usually the case, from the moment I knew I was to be punished I wasn't too happy about what was to come, but that night was even worse. It had been a while since I had gotten my last spanking from Aunt Joan, and knowing that she, and especially Dave, were going to hear me was an extra special humiliation.
 
   I had no illusion that I would be stoic and not cry and screech during the process. I knew all too well what to expect and he didn't disappoint anyone. Even though the waiting was terrible, I always wished I could go back to the anticipation rather than the reality as soon as his first stroke landed. Actually, the word 'landed' isn't quite accurate. There was nothing subtle about his spankings. From the very beginning, the hairbrush slammed into my rear end, and if I held my voice at all, it wasn't for more than one or two swats at the most.
 
   His purpose was to inflict pain, and my function was to learn from it, and there was nothing phony about my letting him and the whole world know how very well he and the hairbrush were fulfilling their part of the bargain. He used it to give me his opinion of my performance, and he used it well for a very long time. I was hoarse by the time he decided this lesson in manners was over, but my throat was the least of my concerns.
 
   He sent me to stand in the corner and said I was to stay there until they left the house, and only then could I put on my pajamas and go to bed. My only consolation was that Mom didn't get her chance to give me her preparation spanking, although, to my rear end it didn't much matter. I was still crying when I fell asleep.
 
   The next morning I sat down rather gingerly at breakfast. Dave had a funny smirk on his face and Aunt Joan just nodded in satisfaction at my discomfort.
 
   She said, "That looks like a girl who has a sore bottom. And this won't be the last meal where you find the chair somewhat uncomfortable. Your parents were very disappointed in the way you acted last night and so was I. The punishment your father gave you was well deserved, but that's not going to be the end of it. Your mother really wanted to spank you also but there wasn't enough time to do the job right. However, she asked me to make up for your loss and give you one on her behalf today. Your father also wants me to give you a repeat of his spanking later in the week so you'll remember how to behave when they come home. In addition to those two spankings, they said I could punish you for the embarrassment you caused my family in my own way. It doesn't portend to be a pleasant visit for you, but you only have yourself to blame. I hate to make you wait, but I have to go to work. Time is on your side again, but I won't be so rushed tonight. You can count on getting a very long reminder of how to act in public from me then.  However, as part of your punishment for embarrassing Dave and me, I think a little humility is in order. Until I'm satisfied that you've learned a few social graces there's no reason you should be dressed for travel outside of these walls. You may wear panties and a bra but nothing else until I decide that your behavior has improved."
 
   I was flabbergasted and almost speechless, but I managed to say, "I can't walk around like that." I pointed to Dave and added, "He'll see me."
 
   She was not sympathetic to my concerns and then shattered them completely. "I wouldn't worry about him seeing you in your underwear too long. He's going to see even more. He was planning going out with his friends last night. It was something he was really looking forward to, but he chose to spend the evening with you and your family. Instead of the good time we all envisioned we had to be embarrassed by your childish actions. I'm sure he wishes he had chosen to spend the evening with them instead of a brat like you, so I think he deserves a role in seeing that you don't ever act that way again. The spanking I'm going to give tonight is from your mother, and I've decided to let him punish you for the humiliation you caused me."
 
   I couldn't believe my ears. I stammered, "You don't me he's going to ... that you’re going to let him ..."
 
   She nodded and said, "Yes. That's exactly what I mean. He is going to spank you tonight also, and I've already told him I want it to be a very good one."
 
   I knew better that to try and argue with her, but I had to register at least one complaint. "Can't he spank me tomorrow night? I remember how well you've spanked me in the past. I'm not sure I can possibly endure another one after yours."
 
   She thought for a moment and concurred with me, but not the way I hoped. "It's a shame you didn't remember those spankings before you put on your little show last night, but you're right. I do intend to do a lengthy and proper job on your sassy little bottom, and you're not going to appreciate his efforts to the fullest for a quite a few hours afterwards, so he will postpone your evening spanking until tomorrow.  However, even though I agree with you that a second spanking would be wasted effort, I don't like the idea of you even suggesting to me how and when you think you should get the punishments you deserve. Your impertinence has earned you an extra spanking, and you won't have to wait till tonight.  I think having him do that just before you sit down for lunch would be about right. I understand from your mother that it is not uncommon for you to get one spanking from her during the day and another from your father in the evening, so this will be nothing new to you."
 
   With that she gave us a list of chores to do and left us on our own. Neither of us said anything as he finished his breakfast. I just stared at my food. Somewhere along the line I had lost my appetite.
 
   After the dishes were cleaned and put away we went upstairs to get dressed since we were both still in our pajamas.
 
   When we got to my room he said, "You really got it last night, didn't you?"
 
   It was bad enough that his mother brought up the subject of my most recent spanking at breakfast with the promise of more to come, and even worse was knowing this young man was going to try his hand at it too, but now he wanted to talk about it. Still, I had to agree with his assessment, and when he said it sounded like my Dad used something other than his hand, I told him his assumption was true and mentioned the hairbrush.
 
   He asked to see it and I thought, what the heck? Since there's nothing private about my spankings in this house any more why be ashamed to show him my father's choice of correction instruments? We went into the guest room and I handed it to him. He slapped it against his palm and said could he see why having that applied to my backside as many times as they heard it fall could elicit the amount of crying they heard.
 
   I put the hairbrush back on the vanity as I said, "Thanks for reminding me of how much I entertained you, but I remember you making more than a few sounds of discomfort in your Mom's room a couple of times."
 
   He laughed and admitted that he wasn't very manly at times like that. We both chuckled and I thought we had just about exhausted the subject, but he repeated himself and asked if he could see it. I was confused as I turned to get the hairbrush again but he said what he wanted to see was the results. It took a second to get his meaning and at first I was a little shocked.
 
   It was nothing he wasn't going to see when he gave me his portion of my punishment in a few hours, so I really had no reason to refuse. Besides, we had always gotten along just fine, and he was sort of cute, so continuing with my 'what the heck' attitude I decided to show him.
 
   My bottom was so sore after Dad's spanking I had chosen to sleep without panties, so when I unsnapped my pajamas and pulled them down a little he had a clear view of the 'it' he wanted to see. Apparently, 'it' wasn't clear enough for him as he said he'd like me to bend over a little.
 
   I complied, and the next thing I knew he put his hand on the part I was displaying. I jumped a bit and he asked if it still hurt. I said it did a little and he started rubbing it very gently. He wanted to know if I minded him touching me.
 
   To be honest, I'd had a crush on him for a long time and often dreamed about his hands on me, but never in a context quite like this. Still in all, it was somewhat sexy that he would be the first boy to put his hand on me back there, and on bare skin to boot, and it was rather soothing so I shook my head.
 
   However, I couldn't help but think about how that hand was going to feel when it was time for him to spank me. He said he was curious about how my folks punished me. I guess it sounds funny to be carrying on a conversation while I was bent over with a boy's hand on my bare ass, but I told him how my mom preferred a wooden spoon while Dad used the hairbrush exclusively.
 
   Neither of us said anything for a moment and I was wondering if I was foolish in telling him so much. He might just decide to follow their example and use one of the items I mentioned instead of his hand. As I was thinking about the hand stroking me, he put the other one on my back and pushed me down further.
 
   I almost lost my balance and reached out with one arm to steady myself on the seat of the chair. He very gently took my other one and placed it on the chair also. Of course that meant I had to let go of the pajama bottoms and they fluttered to the floor. He spoke very softly but with a firmness I found intoxicating as he told me to step out of them.
 
   One hand was holding me down and the other was still gently rubbing me as I lifted one foot and then the other. He kicked the discarded garment away and this was starting to get even more sexy when he asked if I thought the spanking his mother told him to give me later would hurt even more than usual given the state of my bottom after what it had suffered last night.
 
   I told him I was sure it would be and since there was no way I was going to get out of it at least I could be thankful she didn't take me into her room to give me one this morning. My bottom was still sore and I had hopes that most of the stinging would be gone before he followed his mother's instructions at lunch.
 
   He felt compelled to add, "I'll try to do my best and you'll have a few hours to recover before she gets to you. And as for her spankings, I can speak from recent experience. As of last week she hadn't lost her touch. She can still really put a fire in your ass and I don't envy anybody who's feeling her wrath, especially on a bottom as nice looking as yours. I hope you don't me saying this but yours is the most attractive one I've ever seen."
 
   It was some comfort to know that I wasn't the only older teenager who paid for sins in the good old-fashioned way. And then there was that comment about the way my bottom was nice looking. Nobody ever said anything so blatantly sexual like that to me before, and whereas I should have been insulted, I wasn't the slightest bit upset. In fact, I didn't mind him saying that about me at all. I liked it.
 
   However, I wondered when he would stop talking about the part of me he liked looking at and even now was rubbing even more vigorously. I was starting to think it might not be too bad if he tried something a little more exciting such as moving his hand a little lower. Then he showed me his interest was not just in an academic discussion about how we were punished, and especially how I got spanked, when that very hand I had such high hopes for lifted off my bottom and came down again with a hard slap.
 
   Before I had a chance to object he followed with three more and in that same quiet voice repeated what his mother had told me about how he changed his plans to go out because I was coming to stay, and he wanted to join us for dinner. Although I didn't move away from him, I reminded him that Aunt Joan had said he was to wait until lunch. Without stopping the spanking he said, "That one will be for what you said at breakfast. She's going to spank you tonight as your mother's proxy, and tomorrow I will punish you for embarrassing Mom. This one's for me."
 
   He was slowly increasing the force of his swats as he said that normally he wouldn't have minded giving up an evening with his friends, because we always had so much fun together. He was proving the point that a hand spanking the morning after the hairbrush treatment was as painful as I predicted it would be, but he was also pushing all my guilt buttons, so I stayed bent over and kept my legs straight.
 
   My bottom was in the perfect position for his hand to connect again and again. I figured he had a right to be upset, and since it was my fault, I was getting what I deserved, so I resigned myself to take this extra punishment as he paraphrased the lecture I heard the night before.
 
   Each word was punctuated by at least one hard slap, and sometimes more, as he reminded me that I had thoroughly ruined the evening for him. He also agreed with his mother that I was nothing more than a spoiled brat. I was in tears by then, partly because I felt bad about what I had done, but mostly because my rear end was really hurting. Even so, I sniffled out that he was right, and apologized. He noted that I didn't ask him to stop and he added a few more really good spanks that shook my whole body.
 
   He finally stopped and stepped back. Thankfully it was over, and I stood up and he told me to turn around. Even though the rules his mother laid out called for me to wear only underwear, and made it sound like the only private part of me he was going to see was my bare bottom, I knew what he wanted.
 
   A recent spanking makes you very obedient, so I didn't even try to cover myself, and my arms hung at my side. I said it was starting to get sexy before, well, it dawned on me that the spanking hadn't diminished those feelings. In fact, I think it enhanced them. One look at the front of his pajamas showed me it certainly had a sexual effect on him. Seeing how aroused he had gotten and knowing I was the cause just added fuel to my fire.
 
   There's no two ways about it, I may have been somewhat inexperienced in sexual matters but I knew I was turned on like never before. The heat from my rear end had definitely moved forward and I couldn't take my eyes off his erection.
 
   He saw where I was looking and smiled for a second before he made the pronouncement that my punishment from him was not over. Before I could respond he asked - never mind - that's not the right word. He ordered me to take my top off. I was relieved he wasn't talking about more spankings and quickly obeyed. I was now totally naked in front of a guy who had just put a fire in my backside as well as other places, and was not ashamed it the slightest. I let him see all he wanted, and even put my arms behind my back to push my chest out further.
 
   He looked at me for the longest time and then said his mother's comment about me wearing underwear was meant as a maximum amount of clothing, and not as a minimum, so we would not be violating her orders if I were to stay nude for the rest of the day. He added that additionally, I would do his chores as well as mine.
 
   I remember giving him my sexiest smile as I said, "Yes Sir!"
 
   He stepped closer to me and further explained that I was to make myself available to him any time he wanted to touch me, and there was no part of me that would be off-limits to his fingers. He had been raising his hands very slowly while he talked, and they were less than an inch away when he stopped.
 
   I leaned into him, and although I had done some petting over the clothes on a few dates, this was the first time in my life felt a boy's hand wrap around my bare breasts. It was like an electric shock, but a good electric shock. He squeezed them and I whispered, "Yes Sir." again.
 
   He spent a long time fondling and pinching my nipples and I was in heaven. When I felt one hand start to slide down I opened my legs and breathlessly waited as it traveled lower, inch by agonizing inch, till it was stroking and probing in the most delightful manner.
 
   I moved my hands from behind me to keep his right where they were while I pulled him towards the bed. I sat down and almost regretted it when my sore bottom landed on the edge of the bed. That, however, was a small price to pay as I lay back and he climbed on the bed with me and showed me how much pleasure two hands, two lips and a lot of teeth can bring when they have a panting girl to work on.
 
   When I couldn't stand it any more I reached down and extracted his erection from his pajamas and tried to wrestle him into the proper position where I expected, or should I say hoped, the part I just freed from confinement would end my days as a virgin.
 
   That's when he got up from the bed and explained that as much as he wanted to have sexual intercourse with me, he wasn't prepared with anything to protect me from getting pregnant, and thought too much of me to take a chance. Was this guy a gentleman, or what?
 
   At the time I wasn't too happy with his damn sense of responsibility, but I thanked him for it anyway and asked, no, begged, him to at least come back to bed and do some more of what he had been doing before. He smiled but there was a touch of evil in his grin as he reminded me that I was still being punished, and making me suffer a little frustration was not a bad idea.
 
   He, on the other hand, saw no reason why he should not get relief, and sat down in the chair and pointed directly to the part I had such high hopes for less than a minute ago. I understood what he wanted and needed no further instructions, so I crawled out of bed, knelt between his legs and took him in my mouth.
 
   I had read about this in some magazines, so I knew what to do even though this was the first time I had ever seen a live penis. I think I surprised him when I kept my mouth in place as he ejaculated, but the magazine article covered this part also, so it didn't bother me to swallow the stuff that came out. It may not have been the best blow job ever given, but he seemed satisfied with it, and despite of my still burning desire to have that big thing somewhere else before it deflated, I was happy to have pleased him.
 
   He said he was going to take a shower and get dressed, but first he wanted to make sure I remembered what my status for the day was. I told him I was a naughty girl who was being punished, and was sentenced to stay nude so he could look and touch whatever and whenever he wished.
 
   I demonstrated by putting one of his hands back on my breast. My coy smile faded when he added that I was also to remember that naughty girls have sore bottoms, and he asked if mine still hurt. Of course it did, but something in me didn't want to give him the satisfaction of knowing his spanking was so successful. I said it still stung a little, but didn't really hurt all that much any more, and thanked him for asking.
 
   He smiled and the next thing I knew I was over his lap and he explained that a little sting was not acceptable. As you can guess, my ass was getting a lot of hard swats from the second he had me in the proper position, and the end of his speech did not signal the end of this latest spanking.
 
   Only when I was really crying did he let me up and took me into his room, where I had to stand with my nose in the corner while he took his pajamas off. I also got to examine the corner of the bathroom while he took a shower, then back to his room until he finished getting dressed. He asked me again if my bottom hurt and this time I answered, "Yes!"
 
   He ran his over the area in question and I guess the way I flinched when he touched me convinced him. I jumped as the hand on my ass gave a good squeeze and then he turned me around. His hand stayed on me, but slid around in front and found its way between my thighs.
 
   I slid down the wall enough to get my legs open and he found the right spot to put his fingers. He bent his head down and nibbled for a second or two on each nipple. Then he stepped back and told me he was satisfied with the state of my rear end, but only for now. He still intended to spank me again at lunch time but then I would have the afternoon to give my bottom a rest before its appointment with his mother that evening.
 
   However, he made sure I understood that he would be more than happy to give me additional spankings if I showed any reluctance to follow his orders. He stepped back next to me, turned me around again so he could put one hand on the area that was still stinging, and as he rubbed it he said, "This is where you'll pay for any disobedience."
 
   Then he had the nerve to ask me if I had any objections to his plan. I might point out that in response to his hand's activities on my hindquarters, I had pushed myself out from the wall a little and moved my feet apart. He made the move I had hoped for the first time his hand stroked me there. It went lower and found its way between my legs and after a few gentle swipes one of his fingers slid into me.
 
   That's when he asked for my agreement to his plan to make me his slave for the day. I was in such a state that I would have agreed to anything, so I nodded my head and reinforced his words by reminding him that I had already given my word to make all of my body available to him, and that included presenting my bottom for more discipline if and when he felt it necessary. I just hoped I could maintain my resolve for my noontime spanking.
 
   He took his fingers away much too soon and when I voiced the tiniest of desires that he put it back he gave me a swat that would've knocked me over if I wasn't braced against the wall. I really yelped but believe it or not, I stayed right where I was so he had a clear path for the next one. Luckily he seemed to think one was enough and I was very thankful when he said I could stand up and turn around. As if I didn't understand why I got the last swat he reminded me that he would be the only one to decide where, when and how long he was going to touch me. Then he told me to take a shower and if I wasn't downstairs in ten minutes I could expect an immediate session over his knee. That was the fastest shower I ever took and with a minute to spare I was starting in on the chores. I saw him look at his watch and go back upstairs. When he came back down he was carrying the hairbrush and I started crying but he assured me that the end I was worried about was not where he intended to use it. In my rush to comply with his order I didn't take time to do anything with my hair and he wanted me to look pretty so he let me kneel at his feet as he used it for its primary purpose. It felt so wonderful to have someone brush my hair and believe it or not, being naked while a fully clothed boy did the brushing felt so right. He was no longer just my favorite fantasy lover, he was actually my master for the day. When he was done he told me to put the hairbrush away and I was very relieved as I ran up the stairs to get it out of sight before he got other ideas for it.
 
   I went back to work but it took a long time to complete the chores because of all the interruptions. I don't know how many times he thought what I was doing was not nearly as important as his desire to explore every inch of me but damn him, he always stopped before I could reap the rewards of that kind of contact and left me wanting more. Then he wanted me to pose for him and it seemed to please him to know he was making me assume obscene positions that truly embarrassed me. However, if truth be told, in spite of how ashamed I felt to put myself on display for him I was constantly turned on and happy to be his slave. That feeling persisted even when he reminded me of how much fun he was going to have giving me the next spanking. I reiterated my commitment to let him have total access to my body and it still included his right to see that my bottom remembered that it had a part to play in my punishment. All through the morning I was his toy to play with and more than once when he had me laying back on the floor with my legs wide open and my bottom thrust up for his perusal. In spite of his earlier admonition that I had no say in how I was touched he seemed to enjoy it when I begged him to let his hands explore what I was offering to his eyes. He didn't punish me for expressing my desires but would just grin and walk away. I think that was about the worst. He would leave me showing off what I desperately wanted to give him while he ignored it.
 
   When he announced that it was time for lunch that I remembered I was scheduled to get my other spanking. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to remind him or not. Part of me, the part where his hand would connect, said to keep quiet and for the moment the rest of me agreed. He didn't say anything about it while we made the sandwiches and set out the rest of the food but when I put the last item on the table I noticed that he had pushed his chair away from the table so there was plenty of room for me on his lap. Without a word I walked to him and draped myself over his thighs.
 
   This was going to be my third spanking from him but the first time I was in the proper position voluntarily. He had already shown how capable he could be at administering rather painful discipline so I knew it was going to hurt but for some reason, I wasn't scared. When he asked if my bottom still hurt I said it was still stinging a little but that wasn't good enough for a girl being punished. As if that wasn't enough he then asked what I thought would be a solution to the problem. He was actually going to make me ask for the spanking in more explicit terms. As I said, I wasn't afraid of the spanking itself but aside from the fact that I had spent the morning as his private naked sex object it was very embarrassing to form my polite request. I only considered the question for a moment before, with the same submissive instinct that kept me from covering myself when I first stood in front of him without my clothes, I apologized for being impertinent and asked him to give me a good spanking..
 
   Wow! He had learned more than one lesson over his mother's knee. In addition to getting a better understanding of proper behavior he picked up her method for delivering a truly proper spanking. When Mom spanked me with a wooden spoon she would snap the flat part against me very fast. It didn't cover much skin with any one swat but I would end up with the equivalent of what felt like hundreds of tiny bee stings. As I mentioned earlier, Dad, on the other hand, would just start walloping right away and continue at steady pace until I was almost too weak to cry. Aunt Joan had a different approach to spanking and that's what rubbed off on Dave. Although he didn't use my hairbrush, his first two spankings were more like father's in that he struck hard and fast but he showed his family heritage with this one.
 
   First a really good swat to make sure I was fully in contact with his lap and to get my attention. Next comes a large number of rapid-fire spanks to give my bottom the best preparation for the final series. Those are very hard and spaced far enough apart to let me fully appreciate each one but the time between them was not consistent so I could never accurately predict when the next one would land. The exact location of the impact was seemingly random but eventually every square inch of available surface had its share of punishment many times over. The important thing is that the spanking not be rushed. I definitely did not agree with any of those techniques but I had no choice in the matter. Especially in the last one. The length of time my bottom was subject to his discipline was controlled entirely by him and all I can say is that it seemed like forever. His mother would've been proud of him. I don't know how I did it but I managed to keep my hands clenched on the legs of the chair during the whole thing and didn't reach back to protect myself even once. In the final analysis, I was hurting as bad as I did the night before after my time under the hairbrush.
 
   He let me stay on his lap until I could get my crying under control which took quite a few minutes and when I got up I meekly thanked him for seeing to it that my bottom was punished properly. He said it was his pleasure and he was looking forward to the next time he had me over his knee. I hoped he was talking about the spanking he was scheduled to give me the next evening but in my heart I knew if he wanted to, he could find some excuse to punish me again and more importantly, I also knew I would submit to it without arguing. Then I sat down to eat. This was the first time in my life that I had to sit down on a hard chair right after getting a spanking and the one I just received was one of the best or worse depending on your point of view. Either way, it was agony and he had a good time watching me wince and squirm during the entire meal. After lunch he said he had an errand to run but I was to clean up the kitchen and then I could relax anyway I chose. First, however, he wanted to get another good look at the results of his handiwork so I got up from the chair which was a relief and bent over to present it for his approval. I squealed but remained in position when he gave both cheeks a couple of hard squeezes.
 
   After I got the kitchen back in order I tried reading a book. Sitting on the couch was a big mistake even with the cushions so I stretched out face down on the floor. Try as I might I couldn't keep my mind on the novel. All I could think of was how it had been to be his naked plaything all morning and wondered what sort of things he would make me do when he returned. All kinds of humiliating and exciting ideas ran through my head and I considered what it would be like if he kept me as his slave all week. Then there would be plenty of time for him to do all those things I was imagining and maybe I could suggest a few if he didn't think of them first.
 
   You can't be kept on the edge of orgasm all day and have thoughts like that and not do something about it so I rolled on my back and the discomfort of having my poor bottom rub against the carpet just added fuel to the fire as I let my fingers do the walking and pinching and probing and was really having a good time when I realized he was standing in the room watching me. I yanked my hands away but he told me to go back to what I was doing so he could watch the whole show. He had overcome my inhibitions about everything else but I was too embarrassed to masturbate in front of him.
 
   He spoke very quietly like he did upstairs in my room earlier and told me to bring him the hairbrush. I quickly told him I had just gotten over my embarrassment and put one hand back on my breast and the other down below but he just shook his head and repeated his command. I crawled over and begged him to reconsider but his answer was to sit down and drag me over his knee for my fourth spanking of the day. If I thought a hand spanking the morning after one of my Dad's hairbrush sessions was bad, it was nothing like getting one less than an hour after the spanking from hell he gave me in the kitchen. I finally agreed to get the hairbrush and scurried to do so even though I was in more fear than I had ever felt before. It's true a very sore backside makes you obedient but it took a superhuman effort for me to hand him the hairbrush.
 
   I expected to be led over his lap any second but he said I had a choice. He could use the flat side on my end or I could get back on the floor and use the handle in me. To be honest it wasn't the first time I had wrapped more than my hand around my trusty brush handle. Although I was technically a virgin my wooden friend had taken care of my hymen long ago. Remember, I told you that thing was good for more than organizing my hair and spanking me. I knew just how good it felt to have it inside me which is why I was so eager to feel the real thing but that chance had already passed. However, that wasn't the point right then. The question was could I do it in front of him. Given the alternative I had no choice. Besides, having him here as my stern master had me turned on again and seeing the erection in his pants starting to grow sealed the bargain. There was no doubt now, he had conquered me completely and if my Master wanted to see me moan and groan as I shoved that thing in and out I was happy to do it. I took the brush and went back on the floor.
 
   I lay so the area where the handle was going to penetrate was towards him and opened my legs very wide. One stroke with a finger told me what I already knew. No foreplay was necessary. I jammed it deep into me. Oh it felt so good as I moved it in and out and back and forth. My free hand was busy on my breasts and I could see him watching me so I played it for it was worth. Between my moans I was said I was imagining his fingers pulling and pinching my nipples and his mouth biting them so hard it almost hurt and something of his that was much larger the this puny hairbrush splitting me in two. I closed my eyes as I continued along this vein and was in heaven when I felt him pull it out of my hand. I cried, "No! Not again. Please let me finish." How could he be so mean?
 
   I opened my eyes and was about to plead for relief when I noticed he had removed all his clothes and threw something down on the floor next to my face. I saw an empty condom package and looked back at the wonderful rubber covered thing descending to the floor attached to a guy with a big smile on his face. That was the errand he went on and just as I thought, he was bigger than the brush handle and much, much better. In spite of how much it hurt when he put his weight on me and my bottom rubbed against the carpet I came almost immediately. It felt like my head was exploding but he kept right on pounding away at me and I was off towards heaven again. My expectation of losing my virginity was off by a couple of hours but this was worth the wait. I felt like I was having a continuous orgasm and then he attacked with a terrible ferocity that sent me over the edge as I felt his final irregular thrusts.
 
   I was exhausted and so very happy. I didn't want to move but he made me stand and led me upstairs. One of my chores was to make the bed this morning and now it looked like I would have to do it again as he pulled down the covers but who was complaining? We snuggled for a while and the hugs turned to kissing and the kissing turned to petting and the petting turned to... well, you get the idea. That's when I found out he bought more than one rubber and we put number two to good use.
 
   After resting awhile we got up and I made the bed a second time before meeting him downstairs. We played cards for an hour or so and except for the fact that we were both naked, it was just a couple of friends having a good time together. The naughty little girl/slave business had been forgotten while we played but then I looked at the clock. I got up and went over to kneel next to him. Our eyes met and he gave me a big smile as he took my hand and held it gently. I reminded him that his mom would be home soon and he should get dressed and I should put my underwear on although if I had my way I would stay naked for him all night. That got me a great kiss and as we walked up the stairs he said, "Would you feel the same way about being nude tomorrow and for the rest of the week?"
 
   I smiled and said that if he thought I had been so naughty as to need a whole week of correction then I would submit to whatever forms of discipline he felt necessary. I remembered some of the things I had been thinking about during his absence and added, "You should probably make sure I learn my lessons in obedience by ordering me to do whatever you'd like me to do. There are more ways to punish than just spanking although I expect you'll want to do that too. At lunch you said you're looking forward to seeing me over your lap again and I can't say I'm as enthusiastic about being there again my promise to give you complete access to my body still stands. That includes making my bottom available for punishment above and beyond the one your mother wants you to give me tomorrow night." Well, there it was. I had told him to keep me as his slave and given my permission (as if he needed it) to do whatever he wanted with or to me. He accepted my offer with another wonderful kiss and if his mother wasn't going to be home soon I would've dragged him into bed to use up another condom.
 
   Once we were dressed we went back to the card game. Something I still don't understand is why I was so embarrassed to have him see me wearing only my bra and panties. After all, I had been naked all day and compared to that I was way overdressed. It helped a little to think of it as part of my slave duties. I had posed in the most obscene positions at his command and this was just another humiliation I had to go through. However, I wasn't looking forward to Aunt Joan seeing me so scantily clad. That was going to be really mortifying. My time to worry ended when we heard her drive up.
 
   We met her as she came in. Actually, he met her and I stood to one side until the door was closed. She put her purse, briefcase and a small package down and hung up her coat before giving him a hug. Then she embraced me the same way as if there was nothing unusual about they way I was dressed or that she intended to give me what she called a 'proper job on my sassy little bottom' in the not very distant future. Even though I couldn't ignore those issues I returned her welcome as I had on every other visit. In spite of her discipline in the past and still to come she was my favorite pseudo-relative. As we moved into the living room she casually asked if I was embarrassed about my lack of outer garments. I told her I was and she just nodded and said, "Excellent. A little embarrassment and humiliation is good for the soul. Did Dave spank you at lunch?"
 
   I felt my face flush as I lowered my eyes and nodded. At her question of whether it was on the same level as the ones she had given me in the past I nodded again and even added, "You should be proud of him. He spanked me the same way you do and for a very long time. My bottom is still sore and if there was some way I could get you to delay the one you intend to give me tonight I would try but I know better than to even suggest that. I'll be able to give you a better comparison of his efforts to yours before I go to bed. I may not think to thank you then but I want you to know I appreciate your concern for me and will accept my punishment with a grateful but somewhat frightened heart."
 
   I was really pouring it on and she laughed as she gave me another hug. "You're such a sweet girl I almost hate to punish you but I have a responsibility as your surrogate mother for the week to see that you learn a valuable lesson about life."
 
   She turned to Dave and said, "It seems you got a glowing report from her and I assume a glowing report from her bottom. Did you enjoy spanking her?"
 
   He hedged his answer. "It was something I had to do and so I did it."
 
   His smile gave him away and she saw through his stratagem. She laughed again as she said, "I'll take that as a 'Yes'. She said you attended to her rear end for a long time. Was your hand hurting when you stopped?"
 
   He said it was but he was sure it wasn't as sore as the surface it landed on. She agreed with the second part of his comment and addressed the first. "When you were little I could get my point across pretty quickly but now that you're older I feel it necessary to make the lesson much longer and to tell the truth, the last time I had you over my knee I only stopped because of how my hand felt. Consider yourself lucky since you didn't get all the punishment I intended but that's about to change. You're not quite completely grown up yet and I expect you have a few more things to learn before you're out on your own so I bought you a present to assist us in your proper upbringing. Here, let me show you."
 
   She retrieved the package she brought into the house a few minutes ago and extracted a small paddle. It was a little more than a foot long and three inches wide. Although it was not very thick it was made of a firm plastic that flexed and delivered a very resounding slap when he tried it out on the palm. He winced and I imagine he was considering that if it hurt that much on his hand it was going to be even worse when it was applied to its intended target. As I watched him I had the scary feeling that her hand spankings were a thing of the past with me also. He said, "Gee, its very nice. Thanks Mom."
 
   She ignored his sarcasm and confirmed my suspicions as she said, "You're welcome. We'll keep it in my closet so it will be handy when you need it and I'm sure it will do you a world of good but don't forget, it's nice to share. We have a guest and I think it would be a good thing if she got to try it out first tonight. In fact, that's why I took the time to buy it today. She's also too old for just my hand to make the appropriate impression."
 
   She saw the look on my face and smiled in a way that brought nothing but fear into my heart as well as my rear end. As she was moving behind me she said, "What's the matter? Aren't you glad I'm considering you to be more than a child?"
 
   My mouth was dry but I knew better than to ignore any of her questions. Even the one's which were rhetorical. I also was well aware that the slightest show of reluctance to accept her punishments always resulted in getting a lot more so I to answer soon. Lots of phrases came to mind but I didn't have the chance of getting away with sarcasm like he did so I kept my response short and to the point. All I said was, "Yes Ma'am"
 
   She seemed satisfied with my answer and with my attitude of submission. Then she said, "You promised to tell me how his spanking compared to the one you're going to get later and when you give us your opinion you can tell us if you think this does a better job than my hand. And I think it would be instructive for him to see it christened so he'll know how to use it properly tomorrow night and also so he has something to think about if he decides to misbehave in the future. But for its debut with you I'll I give you a choice. Do you want him to come up into my bedroom with us or would you rather we did it here in the living room? You don't have to answer right away. We'll have supper first and then you can have some time standing in the corner to make up your mind. Now, lets see how good a job Dave did earlier."
 
   My mind was reeling as she pulled my panties down to my ankles. She ran her hand over my bottom and commented on the uniform coloration and seemed satisfied with the way I jumped when she scraped her fingernails across the skin. Then things started falling apart and his troubles began. Unfortunately, I was facing him during her examination and holding my arms at my side. She later said that was what aroused her suspicions first. She told me to step out of my panties and give them to her. The only reason I could think of for her to tell me to do that was because she had changed her mind about waiting till after supper to spank me and I was not very happy as I complied with her command. Her next order really surprised me. I had never been asked to strip when she punished me before but I wasn't about to argue with her. She said she wanted me to remove my bra so I unhooked it and slid it down my arms. I held it uncertainly and she told me to give it to Dave. Being nude in front of him was nothing new but I was embarrassed that she was there also. Then she confused me totally when she sent me upstairs to my room and told me to bring down my dirty clothes hamper.
 
   I set it on the floor and she told me to dig out all the underwear. I held out the set I wore yesterday and she asked where the ones I wore today were. Still totally in the dark I pointed to the panties she held and the bra in Dave's hand. She nodded and said, "Just as I suspected. You know what I think? I'll tell what I think. I think you put these panties on only a few minutes before I came home. Its obvious you haven't been wearing them very long and something tells me that bra he's holding hasn't been hiding too much of you either. How did I figure this out? Well first I asked myself why didn't you put your hands in front of your genitals when I pulled your panties down. You were certainly concerned about parading around in your underwear this morning so what happened to all that modesty? One possibility is that you're not showing him anything he hasn't seen and probably saw a lot of. That assumption was solidified when you took your bra off. There wasn't the slightest hesitation but I could almost credit that as you being exceptionally obedient. However, what I didn't see was even a token attempt to put your arm over your chest. I would think most girls would want to keep his gaze from the private parts of her body and you didn't. In fact, you didn't show any shame to be nude in front of him or even appear to be a little uncomfortable. Add that to his lack of what I would consider to be a normal male reaction at getting his first good look at a girl as pretty as you standing absolutely naked in front of him. Again I have to assume that he's already spent a fair amount of time perusing the enticing charms you have to offer. Then there's the question of why would you change your underwear in the afternoon? The ones I'm holding are much too clean to have been worn all day so I gave you the chance to show me the ones you changed out of and guess what? There aren't any. What can I deduce from all that? Maybe you didn't bother putting on any underwear all day. Is that a reasonable assumption?"
 
   I just looked at the floor and couldn't answer her. However, Dave answered for me and took full responsibility. She was mad and he tried to argue that her comment about how I should be dressed was ambiguous but she was having none of it. After further questioning he admitted to spanking me more than once and that I had spent the morning doing all the chores while he sat and watched. He left out the parts where he made me pose and let his hands roam anywhere they chose. And to her question of how we occupied ourselves in the afternoon he was able to honestly answer that we played cards. She looked somewhat doubtful and finally asked if he used a rubber. He looked as innocent as he could and asked what she was talking about and she said, "Don't play cute with me. You've had a naked girl prancing around all day and I can only assume she was a willing participant or she would have called me to complain. Do you really expect me to believe you two kept your hands off each other and played cards all afternoon?"
 
   There was no profit in lying so he confessed to having sexual relations with me but assured her that he had worn proper protection. She looked at me as I shamefully admitted that her assertion was true and added my eyewitness account that he did take appropriate preventative measures. She looked a little relieved and said, "At least the two of you had that much sense. Now lets talk about the other things." She turned to Dave. "If you had asked me if you could keep her naked and make her do all your chores I would have agreed. The same goes for you giving her extra spankings but you never asked. You took advantage of her and of my good nature. I won't stand for that. You don't have the excuse of suffering a sore bottom from a recent spanking so there's no need to wait until after supper to get the one you've earned. It looks to me like your little friend won't be the first one to give me their opinion of the new paddle after all. Take your pants off."
 
   Well, this part of her routine had changed since my last visit to her bedroom. I wondered if she still did the taking off the underpants as a final preparation thing but figured I would have to wait until my spanking to find out. I was wrong.
 
   The boy who had been my stern master all day was now begging his mother to rescind her decree and when he failed at that he tried talking her into giving him his due up in her room. She had a knack of agreeing with the pleas of people about to be punished while adding more to the punishment and making the requester wish they had kept their mouth shut. She said, "That's funny. I don't remember you speaking up in her behalf when I said you would watch me spank her. But if you'd rather I take you up to my room I'll agree but now that I think of it I'd say she owes you a few good swats. After I'm done with the paddle she's going to add five more and if I'm not satisfied that they're hard enough, I'll do them again and you'll spend some time over my lap." She turned to me with the last comment and added, "By the way, if I have to give you a spanking up in my room now it won't reduce what you have coming to you after supper one bit so I would make sure you swing a mean paddle if I were you. Put your underwear back on and follow us."
 
   He got to carry his new paddle and once in her room he gave her one last pleading look before taking off his jeans. I was directed to sit in her vanity table chair and we had to listen to her complete reprise of his errors which, when you get right down to it, wasn't a very long list. As far as she was concerned his only real lapse in judgment was not asking her for permission to make me his slave. My ears burned as she reiterated that she would have agreed with his desires to make me his sex toy as part of my punishment. Although I had no real objection to serving him any way he wished I was a little insulted that in her mind there was no thought given to how I might feel about that proposition. Continuing with her lecture she said he had to learn not to deviate from her orders without checking with her first. When she had exhausted the subject I saw that the rest of the routine was unchanged. She pulled his underpants down and helped him step out of them. That wondrous part of him that seemed so big when it was inside me was now very small and shriveled. In fact, his whole countenance seemed to reflect the same view of life. As he stretched across her lap I wondered if my bottom looked as vulnerable when it was poised for punishment like that. He had his legs straight and was raised off her thighs a few inches as he waited for the inevitable. Except the she was swinging the paddle, her technique was just as I remembered and exactly as he demonstrated on me at lunch.
 
   The first swat was like a thunderclap that echoed around the room. The spanking had begun and his knees gave out. He was now firmly in contact with her lap and that was where she wanted him. That was followed by the typical hard and fast contacts that sounded like a machine gun. I almost couldn't tell one spank from another and towards the end he was very close to drowning out the sounds of the paddle with his vocal expressions of dissatisfaction with the proceedings which were, of course, ignored. Then the real spanking started. The resounding slaps and his cries were no longer competing for time. She would wait for his sorry little screeches to die down before the walls absorbed another sharp report of plastic striking bare skin. A split second later he added his part to the recital. And so it went, on and on and on.
 
   I don't care how he treated me during the day, I didn't like watching him get spanked. Each swat caused me to cringe and shudder along with his whole body and the sounds from the one who was acting as insulation between the paddle and her thigh were very familiar. I had heard them from him through the door on previous occasions and I recognized a number of variations on the familiar 'ouch' as ones I had given voice to only a few hours ago. As the spanking continued I was torn between pity for him and feeling sorry for myself. I knew I could expect nothing less when I had my first meeting with the paddle after supper.
 
   At last she stopped and the masterful boy who had ordered me about and controlled me all day was now a little child crying his eyes out. After about five minutes that lasted a lifetime she handed me the paddle and reminded me of her threat if I didn't perform up to her expectations. I'd heard my parents tell me the famous line, ‘This is going to hurt me more than it hurts you’ just about every time they spanked me and always thought it was a cruel joke, but I understood it right then. My fear of getting extra punishment gave me the motivation to pull my arm back and swing the paddle fast so it bounced about a foot off him. His cry of pain tore right into my heart and I gave her a pleading look. She didn't look too happy about giving him these last swats either but I could see in her face that she couldn't back down. There was sadness in her eyes as she said, "That's number one. Four more to go." I did my duty and was in tears when I threw the paddle to the floor and I ran to my room where I fell onto my bed and sobbed. As much as I tried to tell myself that I hated getting spanked I knew right then that I was made to be on the receiving end and could never be the kind of disciplinarian she was. What's more, I didn't want to be. I knew what I really wanted and decided to ask if she would agree to let him keep me naked and well spanked for the rest of the week.
 
   I got my chance a few minutes later when she came into the room and took me in her arms. I held her tight as the tears flowed and I told her I never wanted to do that to him again. As I regained my composure a little more I added that I understood her responsibility to see that we were raised right and was certainly not advocating that she never spank him. I truthfully told her that I was just as certain as she was that he and I would both need a few more physical reminders of how to act before we were considered adults. However, my request was that she take him to her room and close the door if she needed to correct him while I was there. What would be even better would be if she let me take a walk outside so I wouldn't have to hear what was happening.
 
   She let me say my piece and asked if I wanted the same consideration for tonight's spanking. I shook my head and said, "No. You've already said he's going to watch us and I'll tell you my choice right now. I vote for the living room. It really won't make much difference to me, I'll be a bit preoccupied with other matters but he might as well be comfortable. The easy chair in the living room has a lot of padding. It's been a few hours since he spanked me and it was nothing like what you just gave him but it was still a little unpleasant to sit on the hard little chair."
 
   She laughed at my observation and shook her head. "The reason I wanted him to be present during your spanking was so he could see how effective the paddle was. I don't think that's necessary anymore and after the day you've had, it won't be any extra punishment or embarrassment for you to know he's present as I punish you. I think he might better spend his time running a few errands for me. I've decided to make it just you and me and the new paddle."
 
   I nodded in acceptance and then I made my request about how I wanted to spend the rest of the week. She had a funny smile as she answered, "You'd be surprised how many people would envy you for that opportunity. I've met a few of them. One woman told me she was happiest when she was kept as her husband's naked slave and she said she spent many uncomfortable but otherwise contented hours getting her bottom spanked. I don't know if this is the kind of thing you want to do for the rest of your life but maybe this will be a valuable experience. A week's worth of giving yourself heart and soul to another who may not be very gentle should let you know if that's the kind of relationship you need to look for when it's time for you to pick out a husband. Just be careful and if it gets out of hand let me know. However, I won't tell Dave that he's got every boy's wet dream of a naked slave girl until tomorrow morning. You might change your mind after our little session tonight. Now, dry your eyes and put some clothes on. I think you've let him see your sexy young body enough for one day and I need your help making supper. Dave's in his room with his nose in a corner and feeling very sorry for himself. He'll join us later."
 
   When he came to the table he was surprised to find me fully clothed but he didn't comment on it. I saw what I must have looked like when it was virtually impossible to find a sitting position that wasn't extremely uncomfortable. He never said a word and avoided my eyes the entire meal. I suppose he was feeling ashamed that I got to see him get his spanking and witness the way he reverted to a child. And then there was the fact that it was my hand who held the paddle last.
 
   His mother talked about her day at work and asked me about stuff at my own home. Just normal chit-chat and polite conversation. When the pots, pans and dishes were washed and put away she told him she had a bunch of errands for him. Again a somewhat surprised expression but otherwise silence. She also told him she wanted him to go out and see a movie since he had given up his right to be present during my spanking. She said she would ask him about the plot and since she had already seen it she would know if he actually attended. Totally dejected he took her shopping list and glanced at it quickly. All of a sudden his eyes opened wide and his face broke into a wide grin. He showed me the list and I looked for whatever it was that brought him out of his depression. Most of the items were pretty mundane but then there was the line telling him to buy two dozen prophylactics.
 
   We both looked up at her and she said, "The first thing you ought to know is that she wasn't happy about my making her hit you with the paddle. She didn't have any choice and doesn't want to do anything like that again so don't hold a grudge against her. I haven't decided if she should continue her punishment tomorrow or not but either way, I can't stay home and watch over you so there's no way I can prevent you from 'playing cards' again. As a responsible adult, I can at least make sure you have plenty of proper protection. Now kiss and make up and then you better be on your way."
 
   He took me in his arms and gave me such a kiss before heading out the door. As we heard him drive away she smiled at me and ever so sweetly said, "Strip." The easy conversation at supper and her lack of any visible signs of anger led me to believe this was a more relaxed atmosphere than the normal prelude to my spankings so I didn't comply with her suggestion immediately. It wasn't that I was planning to disobey but I thought it safe to ask if she wanted me to go up to my room and leave my clothes there. She was still smiling as she said, "If I had wanted you to take your clothes off somewhere else I would've told you. You'll pay for your delaying tactics later. Now, do I have to repeat myself?"
 
   I was on unfamiliar territory but I quickly discarded my clothes. She said, "That's a good girl. Come with me."
 
   I followed her into the living room and she put me in a corner with my face pushed against the perpendicular walls. I couldn't see anything but I heard her go down in the basement and then the sounds of something being put on the coffee table. Then she went upstairs and her footsteps indicated that she had gone into her bedroom. I assumed it was to get the paddle and I was half right.
 
   When I was told to turn around I took inventory of the items on the table. There was a dog collar, a leash, a short bungee cord, some clothespins, the expected paddle and an object I had never seen in real life but my experience with those magazines educated me enough to recognize a vibrator.
 
   She held up the collar and said, "We used to have a large dog and I knew this thing was in the basement somewhere. It should fit you just fine." She opened it and I took that as my cue to step forward so it could be put around my neck. She was right. I fit and as she buckled it she told me a little of her plan. "You said you want to be a slave all week for him but the price of my concurrence will be for you to be my slave in the evening. He's going to see a lot of movies in the next few days. You'll be his to play with while I'm at work but I want you to get dressed for dinner. As soon as he leaves you will strip, put this collar on yourself and kneel until I tell you to get up. From then on you're mine. Oh, and there'll be a few more items I want you to put on along with the collar. You'll see them all in a little while but we'll start with this.." She gave me the leash and said, "Put this on." I had to feel around the collar to find the small ring it attached to but I was successful. I wasn't sure what to do next and she said to let it hang. It lay between my breasts and wasn't very long so it only came down to my knees.
 
   After a nod of satisfaction she softly said, "Down." I understood what she meant and knelt before her. She gave me additional guidance and I had my head touching the floor and my bottom raised high. I saw her pick something off the table before she moved behind me. I assumed it was the paddle and prepared myself for it. Instead she reached between my knees and drew the leash towards her and up so it was tight against my crotch. She used her fingers to position it so it was running between my lower lips. I wasn't sure I liked a female hand touching me there but I was not in a position to voice any objection. She was doing something with the collar before telling me to stand up. She stood back but the leash was still in place. I figured out that she had hooked the end of it to my collar with the elastic cord.
 
   She had me walk around a little and that was a whole new experience. Apparently, she was not entirely satisfied with the results so I was back on my knees again as she shortened the elastic and when I made my next little promenade the leash was more uncomfortable. She had me face her and put my hands on my head. Then she pulled the leather strip forward so it scraped against my sex and when she released the pressure the elastic pulled it back. After a few slow sawing motions she pulled it harder and let go so it went back to its original position very quickly. A few more of those and I was getting sore but she also pointed out that the part of the leash that was sliding back and forth was getting wet.
 
   When she tired of this game she picked up one of the clothespins. A few sharp pinches with her long nails got my nipple to stand out so there was room for the wooden jaws to get a good grip. I gasped and said it hurt but her answer was that it was supposed to. You'd think my body would be smart enough to understand that the other nipple should try and pull itself into my breast and not jump out for another clothespin. It wasn't and it only took a slight amount of her manipulation to get it ready. She consoled me by saying, "I know this hurts but it will only be a nagging pain in a few minutes. The real fun will be when I take them off. Now, that's the way I expect to see you outfitted tomorrow. When we're done tonight we'll put these toys in that drawer so you'll know where to find them. It will be a bit awkward for you to connect the leash but I have faith in your abilities. Once the clothespins are on I want you to kneel with your knees far apart and wait for me to give you orders. Can you remember all that?"
 
   Something in me said I shouldn't be on my feet when I answered so I knelt as she had directed and said, "I'll remember and do everything you ask."
 
   She smiled and told me to stand. She picked up the paddle and walked behind me as she said, "This is not your spanking for the way you acted in the restaurant. That will come later. This is because you didn't take your clothes off when I told you to. Bend over a little and arch your back. I want your bottom sticking out."
 
   I complied and she held me with one hand grasping the end of the bungee cord at my collar. It's a good thing she did because I would have fallen over when the paddle landed. If this was just a taste of what it was capable of I could understand why Dave lost his macho attitude so quickly and I had that kind of spanking still to come. The paddle only landed about fifteen or sixteen times but it had given me the message.
 
   When she put that thing back on the table she said she wanted to hear every detail of how Dave and I had spent the day and added that if she had the slightest suspicion that I was leaving anything out I would be bent over for another visit from Mr. Paddle.
 
   You already know what happened so I won't repeat it but you can be sure I told her absolutely everything including my feelings and responses to his stimuli. When I described the kind of positions he made me pose in I had to demonstrate them as well. And when I told of how he touched me she emulated his actions. I still wasn't too sure about feeling a female hand doing the things that excited and frustrated me that morning but I couldn't help but show the same physical reactions. When I talked of how he would play with my nipples she took the clothespins off. She was right about their removal being as agonizing as when they first bit into me but her fingers and sweet kisses eased the pain.
 
   When I came to the part about playing cards she laughed. "So you really did that. Well, I'll be darned. All this time I thought it was just your cute little way of saying you had sex."
 
   That was the end of my tale and I waited to hear what her next order would be. I didn't like it but then, what could I expect. She said, "Take the toys off and put them away. Leave out the paddle and the vibrator. Its time for the spanking you've been waiting for and since you've told me you don't mind masturbating in front of him you won't mind doing the same for me. I want to see you bring yourself off with the vibrator as soon as you're off my lap."
 
   I don't know which was worse, knowing that the spanking I had been trying to drive out of my mind was soon to be a reality or knowing that I was to give an encore performance of masturbating for someone's pleasure. I had a feeling that when the time arrived for me to use the vibrator I would be in no mood to argue and mentally accepted that I would do anything she wanted.
 
   When I put the things away she told me to put my clothes on. Her explanation was, "Its O.K. for you to be nude when you're my slave but this is the spanking your parents wanted me to give you and you should be dressed appropriately."
 
   As I covered my body I almost had to laugh. Maybe my breasts would be decently covered but putting on the pants and panties was a complete waste of time. They would off of me in just a few minutes. About that time I realized that nothing about the upcoming event was the slightest bit funny and the concept of laughing faded quickly.
 
   When I presented myself she was a different person. This was the Aunt Joan who was about to punish me that I remembered. There was a sharp tone to her voice when she told me to take my jeans off and I had to stand with my head hanging in shame as she reiterated what I had done to earn this punishment. At last she said the magic words. "As a result of your actions, I'm going to spank you." She pulled my panties off and sat down. I lay across her lap and didn't try Dave's trick of keeping my bottom up so the first hard swat to make sure I was settled properly wasn't necessary. At least I didn't think it was necessary. She did and I realized that my earlier introduction to the paddle was lacking in that she did not use all the force and snap that thing was capable of. She just made up for it and I knew the rest of this spanking was going to be pure hell. The rapid series were a blur of pain like I had never experienced before and then the swat, scream, swat, scream ritual began. From somewhere, that paddle found even more bite and an eternity later I was finally considered to be sufficiently punished.
 
   There was no staying on her lap to cry and regain some amount of composure before standing as usual. I was on my feet only a few seconds after the paddle was put to one side and I was only upright long enough for her to get rid of my T-shirt and bra so I was her nude slave again. Then I was on the floor with the vibrator running and about to do her second command. The first spanking at his hand was when I realized that getting your bottom warmed had an effect of the libido but that was a little spanking compared to this. There was nothing sexy about the punishment she just gave me or so I thought. The vibrator slid in very easily and it was only a moment or two later that I was pulling, twisting and pinching my nipples with one hand while the other was shoving that thing in and out of me as hard and fast as it could until the top of my head blew off.
 
   She picked me up and we hugged tightly. She helped me gather my clothes and I had to lean on her to make it up the stairs. I needed her assistance to get my pajamas on and once again I chose to go without panties. I had a feeling that this was going to be the way I dressed for sleep throughout the week. She tucked me in and kissed me.
 
   For a second morning in a row I was squirming and trying in vain a comfortable position on the breakfast table chair. However, this time I wasn't the only one with that problem. We heard all about the movie he had seen and he had his old sense of humor back as he said he saw it while standing behind the back row. Even the well cushioned theater seats were too uncomfortable for the full length of the show. As she had promised, she asked him a lot of questions about the plot and since I had already seen the movie too, the three of us exchanged our favorite bits of dialog and all got to laughing.
 
   She sent him upstairs to get something and with him temporarily out of the way she sat down next to me to ask how I felt. I had to laugh as I answered, "Unless this chair is on fire, I'd say I felt like a girl who has gotten a spanking from a real expert last night." She accepted my words as the compliment they were meant to be and then she wanted to know if I was still willing to go through with my request and be Dave's slave for another day. I responded immediately with, "Yes but only during the day. Tonight I want you to teach me more about being a slave to a woman and it won't make me go back on my decision but I have to know, will you spank me like you did last night again?"
 
   She smiled as she shook her head. "No, that was punishment for the way you acted in the restaurant and I don't think I need to repeat it which is not to say I won't spank you. What's the fun in having a slave if you can't make her life a little miserable but it won't be anything like I had to give you last night."
 
   My daylight hours master came back into the room and she told us the house needed a good cleaning and it would probably take us a few days. However, she broke the chores down into manageable chunks so we only had to spend a few hours each day on them but only if we both worked. There was to be none of this business of him just sitting and watching if we expected to have any free time in the afternoon when we could entertain ourselves as we wished. She gave us our list for today and turned to Dave. "I still don't think I can trust her to do anything correctly so I'm leaving you in charge. Take whatever action you think is necessary to make sure she does a good job but if you think she deserves a spanking or two I'd like you to wait. Let's give her bottom a short rest. After lunch you can correct her morning faults and any other spankings will be entirely at your discretion but I'm limiting you to using your hand only." She then directed her comments to me. "You will do everything he tells you to do even if it has nothing to do with the chores. Do you understand me?" She had just said I was his slave and we both understood her completely but since the question was mine to answer I nodded. She continued, "He going to go miniature golfing with some friends tonight and asked if you could go with him. I'm sorry but I don't think that you've earned that privilege just yet so you'll stay home with me. Of course, if he's not going to be home it means he can't give you the evening spanking I promised him but you're not getting out of it. We'll postpone it for another night."
 
   She gathered her things as was about to leave when I asked, "What will I be allowed to wear today?" 
 
   As she walked out the door she gave us the answer we both were waiting for. "Nothing."
 
   We went back to our breakfast and worked together to clean up. It wasn't until we got to the top of the stairs that he took advantage of his mother's offer. He followed me into my room and after I was out of my pajamas I faced him in pretty much the same fashion as I did the morning before when he got his first look at the nude me. My breasts were pushed out towards him and I added the touch of placing my feet about a yard apart. In case there was any doubt in his mind that I understood what his mother said my status was to be I said, "I am your slave and this body is yours to do with as you wish."
 
   His acceptance of my offer started with a wonderful kiss and then he told me to kneel on the bed with my head down and bottom raised. He left the room and I held that position until he returned. It wasn't very hard to do since he was back in nothing flat. I felt safe in assuming he was not going to spank me right then but I was curious what he had in mind. I started to smile as I heard the now familiar sounds of a small package opening and when I felt the bed shift under his weight I moved my knees to give him complete and unobstructed access to where he wanted to put the part of him I just knew was now wrapped in thin rubber. He was nice enough to run his fingers over, around and in the orifice that was waiting a little impatiently for the real thing but I appreciated that he wanted to make sure I was ready to be impaled. Believe me, from the minute I knew we had permission to play the slave game I had been ready.
 
   It felt so good when he filled me. I was still new at sexual intercourse so this was the first time we had joined together in this manner. It was a different feeling from the traditional missionary position we used twice yesterday and very nice. The only drawback was that he was bumping into my rear end which was still suffering the effects of the paddling but each time he rubbed his skin against mine as his thrusts got harder and faster, it just added a wonderful bit of spice to our coupling. A lot more exciting minutes later I fell forward and he landed on top of me. We were both quite satisfied.
 
   Eventually he shrank down to normal size and slipped out of me. He rolled off and lay at my side as his hand softly stroked my bottom. He said it looked like it had been through quite a session the night before and I concurred. Next we both got up and stood by the mirror to compare the marks the were his mother's signature. Although mine were newer by a couple of hours we declared it a tie.
 
   The shower in her bathroom was big enough for two people and it was so romantic as we washed each other. How shall I say this. There were certain parts of us that seemed to need extra-special attention and multiple applications with soapy hands and soft wash cloths. By the time we dried each other with towels he was as hard as a rock and I had just the place for it, ready and well lubricated. I asked him where he kept the rubbers as I wanted to put it on him myself. That's when he not so subtly reminded me that I was not the one to decide how and when we would have sexual contact.
 
   First he spent a little more time playing with my breasts and then down lower until I was panting in pure unadulterated lust and begging him to take me. Then he said my desires were not important and he wanted a repeat performance of the skill I had learned in those magazines. I moaned in frustration but went down to my knees and what was wrapped around him was not one of the items he bought at the drug store but the mouth of his slave girl. After a few minutes I raised my head and told him I was very aroused. One of my sins at the restaurant was the use of foul language and I will admit that talking like that in a public setting was in poor taste and I deserved to be punished for it. Be that as it may, right then, the word that caused the most problems in that context was the most appropriate single syllable word I could think of to let him know exactly what I wanted. He pushed my head back to its assigned task and between sounds of pleasure and encouragement for me to try this or that he said it was not his problem that I was horny. Since keeping me frustrated was part of my punishment yesterday morning it didn't strike his as such a bad idea for me to suffer that way again. He considered it a small way to show me who was really calling the shots until he could apply other forms of discipline. As for now, he maintained his hold on my head and directed its movements while my lips and tongue did their part. Since it hadn't been too long since our romp on the bed it took a while before I had to swallow what erupted from him.
 
   Listening to him praise my efforts both during the event and now as he helped me up just made me want him even more. After he got dressed he found a piece of paper and said it was going to be my list of things to discuss with him after lunch. He wrote:
 
   1) Failed to perform assigned task without question.
 
   2) Used obscene language.
 
   I knew what the 'discussion' was going to be and I wouldn't have much to say except my numerous variations on the other four-letter word that was such an important part of my vocabulary during this visit. "Ouch."
 
   Our first chore was to clean the bathrooms so he chose the smaller one and sent me to work on the other. Unfortunately, I had some of the supplies he needed and he walked in on me trying to use my own hand to find a little relief. Item number three on his list now read something about masturbating without permission and he decided we should work together since he couldn't trust me to be alone. Once the first bathroom was clean we moved to the second one. Of course I carried the cleansers and sponges and I also had to walk with my feet wide apart because he was behind me with his hand in my crotch. The trip was just long enough to get me very close to a climax but as you can guess, he left me in that state at the very worst moment. I was very distracted and didn't do quite the job on my part of the cleaning that he felt it deserved so now there were four items on his list.
 
   He kept his hands off me as we dusted and vacuumed the upstairs rooms but as soon as we got to the ground floor he felt a need to make sure my breasts were still as firm and smooth as they were up in the shower. He had me panting when he slid his hand down my side and around to my rear end. He gave that a couple of good squeezes and then rubbed it as he said he couldn't wait until after lunch.
 
   That's how we spent the rest of the morning. Both of us working but always in the same room and with a few interruptions for him to make sure my level of arousal hadn't diminished. Believe me, he kept me on the edge for hours and as a result, he had to add a few more entries to his list for my lack of concentration and overlooking some small detail of my assigned chore. I came really close to making it over the edge once. I had been using the upright vacuum when he felt the need for one of his refresher feels and he thought it would be cute to leave it running and put the handle between my legs and hold it against my crotch. The vibrations were very similar to his mother's toy but he was keeping a close watch on my face and somehow knew just when to pull it away. Damn him! I was almost there. What's more, I knew I wouldn't reach that goal until my after-lunch spanking had been taken care of.
 
   At last, our chores were completed and it was time to eat. I was dreading and looking forward to this all morning. The chair wasn't as uncomfortable as it was at breakfast but that feeling wasn't going to last long. However, I wasn't sitting the same way. He had me turn sideways so I could keep my legs wide open and let him look at the part of me that wanted him so bad. That only lasted about half the meal. He pushed my plate to the far side of the table so I could reach it when I was bending over the edge. He was just a little to my left and I finished the rest of my sandwich swinging back and forth emotionally. Sometimes it would be the pure pleasure of his adept fingers on what I had so blatantly displayed and then the fear of impending doom when he would slide his hand back to rub the surface where he was going to extract payment for his catalogue of my shortcomings.
 
   He left me in that position with my bottom pushed out in vulnerability and desire for his attention while he put the kitchen back in proper order. Then he led me by the hand up to my room. He asked if I was still in the mood for sex and I guess he didn't believe my answer so he verified it himself. As I had been doing all morning, I moaned in satisfaction and then frustration as his fingers stroked, probed and withdrew. He took out a rubber and put the unopened package on the night table. Then changed his outfit to resemble mine and that wonderful part of him that I had been craving was as ready for action as I was. For a moment I thought he was going to delay the spanking until after we had sex but I had no such luck. He said he was going to have sexual intercourse with me (and those were exactly the words he used) and he was going to take his pleasure after my spanking. He sat down and took me over his lap. I couldn't help reaching out to steady myself on him as I moved into position and convinced myself that he was as hard as he looked. I could feel it against me when I was, for the moment, comfortably settled. He gave me an advance order. As soon as the spanking was over I was to get on the bed as I had earlier. He would take over from there. He added that he hoped I would remember his command because it was going to be quite a while before I had to comply with it. You can be sure, it was.
 
   He had given me his list and I had to read the first item. He delivered a shortened version of his mother's style of discipline and then I had to read out the next line. Another spanking followed complete with the first hard swat, a bunch of fast ones and then the widely spaced hard swats with plenty of time for me to cry out. And so it went until every stupid thing I did or forgot to do was covered. As you might guess, every square inch of my rear had been covered too. Towards the end it was getting very difficult for me to see the paper through my tears and I had been grasping it so tightly that it was getting very crumpled. The time between spankings grew longer and that just made every new beginning even worse.
 
   At last he pushed me off his lap and I scrambled into my assigned position. The bottom that was raised high on the bed was really on fire but a few inches away was finally in heaven again. We had both been ready for this for quite a while and we didn't last long but neither one of us offered any complaints. Besides, after a short rest of snuggling and fondling we tried again in the more traditional position and although certain parts of me were uncomfortable being bounced off the sheets the rest of me thought the extended activities were just fine.
 
   He got dressed and helped me make the bed before we went back downstairs. He was walking behind me so I didn't realize he brought my hairbrush with him till later. We played cards for a while and just before I sat down I looked wistfully at the cushions on the sofa. It sure would be nice if I could put one of them on the chair but I knew better than to even ask so as softly as possible I eased myself down. I was about an inch away from the seat when he put his hands on my shoulders and forced me to go the rest of the way fast. As I plopped down I bounced back up and he pushed me down again. In a way it was like getting another spanking but it was the chair doing the honors on my rear end. At last I was able to stay seated and he dealt the cards.
 
   We played for an hour or two and I was losing almost every hand. My mind wasn't really on the game. When it was my turn to deal he would stand behind me and do the most delightful things to my breasts and once or twice I got so distracted when I was shuffling the cards that they would go flying in all directions. Since I dropped them I had to pick them up but he wanted me to bend at the waist with my legs almost straight and feet apart. As you can imagine, he was standing right next to me and would reach under me to stroke and poke which I liked and then move back a little to rub and squeeze which I wasn't as fond of. However, I have to admit that both actions were getting and keeping me very turned on and when his fingers moved forward there was plenty of lubrication to make their excursion into me very easy. When he finally had me totally ignoring the cards he brought the hairbrush out of its hiding place. He handed it to me so that when I took it the handle was pointing out. He didn't need to tell me to get on the floor but he did. I think it was only for appearance sake so he could feel like he was still in command but by the time he gave me that order I was on my back. I was just about to shove it in when I remembered the second notation on his list so I waited. I had it poised and ready as I looked up at him and begged for permission to satisfy myself. He shook his head. Then I rephrased my request to ask if he would let me entertain him with a show of how a shameless slave performed for the pleasure of her master.
 
   He smiled and ordered me to play with my body. I was happy to show him that his slave was very, very obedient. I gave him a performance to dream about for months. I was making up for all the frustration I felt while trying to do my chores and one little orgasm wasn't going to do it. I was lost in my own little world and the occasional passing thought that he was watching me spurred me to greater heights. I was getting good at this business of masturbating for an audience but what I didn't know was that somewhere along the line the number of observers doubled.
 
   On of the drawbacks to being naked is not wearing a watch so I didn't realize what time it was when he gave me his last order. As I said, I wasn't in a rush to finish so I don't have any idea how long she was standing beside him and watching the shameless little slut going into contortions of lust on her living room rug.
 
   When I saw her I tried to stand up but she told me to stay where I was. Turning to Dave she asked if watching my little demonstration excited him and how long it had been since he had sex with me. He said it did and we used a rubber about two hours ago. Her next two questions were a real surprise. Did he think he was capable of doing it again now and did he have any rubbers with him. He was nervous but answered both queries affirmatively She casually said, "I'm going into the kitchen to start on supper. I'll need your help but it can wait a few minutes. In the meantime, you've got a naked girl on the floor in front of you and at least one prophylactic. There's no sense in sending you off to play with your friends if you're still horny. See if she has any life left in her and get it out of your system. When you're done, send her upstairs to take a shower and get some clothes on. I don't want a naked hussy eating supper with us."
 
   He extracted himself from his pants and soon discovered that I wasn't entirely exhausted yet. She stayed to see him start into me and then left us alone. He didn't know about how I was her slave and I wasn't about to tell him but there was something extra special about being naked while a boy who hadn't even bothered to take his clothes off was pounding into me. Above and beyond that, I knew I was pleasing both my master and my mistress.
 
   This time as I got dressed I could see the humor in it since one of her terrible spankings was waiting in the wings. The only reason for my clothes was to hide the fact that I was also his mother's toy and my body wasn't going to be covered for long. Just for kicks I stripped myself and pretended that supper was already over. Then I heard them call me so I quickly put my clothes back on and giggled as I headed their way.
 
   I guess one of them had come up to her room to get the paddle while I was in the shower. I didn't hear anybody but there it was on the table and at his place setting. From the way he was sitting I had a feeling I knew where it had been used but I couldn't figure out why. She saw my confusion and said, "I told him I had no problem with him keeping you as his little tart during the day but there was no excuse for him to have you naked and writhing on the floor when I came home. He knows what time I arrive and in the future I'm sure he'll see that you're dressed and presentable when I walk through the door. I hope you don't mind that we took care of that little problem without you. He's only had about two dozen swats but it seemed to make an impression. I'm going to leave the paddle out as a reminder that it won't take much to get me to tell him to stay home and we'll have a much longer discussion in my room. Now, let me tell you about the funny thing that happened at work today."
 
   As fast as that she was her normal chatty self and in spite of his recent chastisement he took part in the conversation. All in all it was a terribly normal and very delightful meal. As soon as the dishes were dried and put away he gave her a hug, me a kiss and was gone.
 
   It didn't take me more than a few seconds to be out of my clothes and on my way to the living room. I got the things from the drawer and she watched as I prepared myself. She was right about how awkward it would be to get the leash and the elastic hooked properly and my nipples started their rise as her fingers verified that I had the leather corrected positioned. Then she stepped back and it didn't take long before my fingers got my little nubs ready for the clothespins. I took a deep breath and attached the first one. It hurt as much as it did the night before and it was a minute or two before I could gather enough courage to put the second one on. Then I was on my knees with my hands on my head and saying I was ready to serve her.
 
   She let me stay in that position while I related every detail of how I spent the day. I didn't have to demonstrate how he kept me on the edge of orgasm until after I told her the whole tale. Then we took a tour of the rooms where he made me pose for him and reviewed my positions. As I would bend and twist, her hands found pretty much the same locations on my body that his did. Again I was physically responding to her touch but the movements of the leash and the bouncing of the clothespins when I walked had a part to play in that also. Oh, one thing about the clothespins. When we were in an area where he would pull and pinch my nipples she did not do the same but flicked the little wooden devils with her finger instead. I can't say that I cared for that, and although I didn't complain she must have seen my distorted face as I tried to will the pain away.
 
   Back in the living room she threw all the playing cards to the floor so I could show her how I had to pick them up for Dave. Once again I had a hand on my bottom and fingers slipping between my legs but the leash prevented any intrusion. I gathered the entire deck and handed them to her. She scattered them again and I went back to work. This time she didn't keep her hand on my rear end but each time I picked up a card she would slap the portion of me that was so conveniently available. Fifty-two spanks later I had more than a few tears dripping onto the floor. Still it wasn't near as bad as most of the other spankings I had gotten in that house.
 
   Then she took the clothespins off. It was everything I could do to keep my hands on my head and unlike last night she didn't do anything to comfort the pain. I had to stand there and endure it until it went away on its own. The leash was unhooked from the back of my collar and it was a relief. However, this time she thought I need a little comforting there and I moved my feet even farther apart so her fingers could do more exploring both on the outside edges and then wriggling delightfully inside. Next she wanted for me to show her exactly how he made me kneel on the bed when we had sex. I got into position and she knelt down behind me. The next thing I heard was the distinctive buzz of her vibrator and then I felt it slide into me. She was shoving it in and out as hard and fast as his penis had, and had one hand grabbing and pulling one of my breasts as she told me to describe what I was feeling. It may be possible to use proper words in an assignment like that but the more casual and somewhat vulgar language of the street was the only way I could accurately express which parts of me were doing what and how they really liked what was happening to them. I made the mistake of saying the only major difference was the lack of my ravisher's thighs slapping against sore buttocks. I was about to add that it really wasn't that critical as the effect of her activities on me was about the same, but it was too late. She simulated the missing role of his legs slamming into my rear end with her hand. Now I was getting another spanking while she was bringing me higher and higher. The two sensations of the sharp sting in back and the wonderful back and forth motion of the vibrator were too much to hold back and I grabbed and pulled the breast she had to leave so her other hand could spank me and went over the top.
 
   She let me slump to the floor and gently stroked the area she had just spanked for a second time in less than fifteen minutes.
 
   We had plenty of time to kill so we played a game. She said she liked cats and always they were so cute when they were chasing a string. She got a piece of rope and tied a small knot in one end. She would fling it and I was on my knees scrambling after it and doing my best to pounce on it before she snapped it back. She had going all over the room and I actually caught it a few times. I suppose I should have been humiliated by acting like a kitten but in a way it was fun and when she held my head in her lap I did my best to purr.
 
   My leash had been taken off so it wouldn't get caught up in my knees while romping around and as I accepted her soft touch she refastened it. Then she led me around the room a few times. I was on my knees and no longer a cat. Now I was a puppy who needed to be trained to heel. Except for a few sharp pulls on the leash which were somewhat unpleasant to my neck, it was getting us both to laugh. I thought it would be funny if I lifted one leg up while we were passing the chair, sort of like a dog marking its territory. She calmly said, "No, no, bad dog. You have to be housebroken." No true dog lover would have chastised a puppy the way she punished me. She used the handle end of the leash on my rear end. Still in my role as her new pet I tried to scramble away but she had a hold of my collar and I was not going anywhere as the leather came down again and again. It was not hard enough to leave any lasting marks but it was starting to hurt and I reverted to being a slave getting a well deserved reminder of her mistress's discipline. I put me head to the floor and raised her target to meet the assault.
 
   She moved so she was standing with her feet on either side of my head and when she brought the leash down it didn't strike me across my rear end any more. Now it was coming right down the middle and making contact where I had so gratefully accepted the intrusion of the vibrator. I wasn't quite so pleased with the attention it was getting now but I took no overt action to move it out of the way. Thankfully, she only hit me about six or seven times before deciding I had learned my lesson. I didn't really need to be taught not to urinate in the living room but what I did learn is that I would accept anything from her, be it pleasure or pain.
 
   To show her how I felt I turned my head and kissed each of her feet. She let me do that a few times and then gave a gentle tug on my leash. I moved my kisses to her ankles and with more guidance from the gentle pull on my collar I worked my way up until my head was under her skirt. My nasty little magazine articles had prepared me for this too and I knew where my mouth was going to end up and what she would want me to do when I got there. Sure enough the collar tightened and I was kissing her thighs. The smell of her arousal surrounded me and after I kissed the front of her panties I tried to force my head between her legs. She wouldn't let me and stepped back. She led me to the easy chair and sat down. Once I was kneeling in front of her she raised the front of her skirt, lifted herself a few inches and pulled her underpants clear of her bottom. I took over and slid them down and off but as I moved my face closer she put her hand on my head and said, "No, use this."
 
   She handed me her vibrator and turned it on as she slid forward. It went in with no trouble at all. As I moved it back and forth and from side to side as per her instructions she unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra. Her two hands were busy while the vibrator and I saw to her lower portions. I looked up at her face and wondered if mine made the same contortions of pleasure when I was the one having orgasms. She let me bring her to climax four times before her hands fell away from her breasts and she said, "Enough." I settled back so I was resting on my heels for a while and thoroughly enjoyed her gentle stroking of my hair.
 
   She looked at her watch and dreamily said, "We’d better got dressed. He'll be home soon. Does your bottom hurt?" I shook my head and said the spankings she gave me this evening were not too bad but if she intended to whip me with the leash between my legs again I would probably be too sore to see to his pleasure the next day. She smiled and asked if I was trying to tell her how she could or could not punish her slave. I quickly said, "No way. I'm just saying that if you whip me like that we might not be able to keep our evening activities a secret. I wouldn't think of giving you any limit on how you treat me. If you want to do that now I'll accept it but I have one small request. If you do decide to repeat that form of discipline. Tie me up first. I was on the edge of mutiny after the few you gave me and I'd rather you took steps to prevent that before it happens."
 
   She smiled again and said, "That's a good idea. I'll tie you up tomorrow and show you a few ways a girl can be punished that are not at all pleasant but I'll keep it short of diminishing your capabilities of pleasing him. Now, take your collar off and put your things away."
 
   We were both properly dressed and sitting side by side watching television when he came home. It was late so she sent us upstairs with the suggestion that since he had a double bed it would be more comfortable for us to sleep together there. It was.
 
   For the first time during this visit the breakfast chair was not uncomfortable experience. We had been busy with each other when we went to bed the night before and only got a few hours sleep so she had to rouse us in the morning. The paddle to remind him that he was to be dressed and presentable when she came home was still at his place at the table. He gave a comical shudder when he saw it and it got a laugh from all of us. Unfortunately, I shouldn't have laughed too hard as my relief at eating without a sore bottom didn't last too long. She said, "I've left a new chore list for you and you should be done by lunch. The same restrictions apply as to you giving her any spankings. Use your hand only and wait until after lunch. Aside from that her rear end is yours to punish if you think she deserves it. But first, I've been thinking about the five swats she gave you the other night and I shouldn't have had her do that. I can't undo what is done but I can even the score. You can use the paddle now but only give her the five she gave you."
 
   He took the paddle and moved his chair back. I got up from mine, took my pajama bottoms off and lay across his lap. I didn't have the severe spanking he did when I gave him my five so they couldn't have been as bad but my bottom didn't care. They really hurt and he took his time making sure I appreciated the effort he put into each one including the extras. When I was getting my five I raised my head and saw her looking at me. Our eyes locked and I couldn't get over the feeling she was enjoying watching someone else spank me. The additional spanks I spoke of were when she said two of his swats could've been better and suggested he do them again. He did and he really put his heart into them. Of more concern to me was he really concentrated his energy on striking and almost sent me off the chair.
 
   Now things were back to normal and I was squirming as I ate. She had shown that she was in control of me even when he was present and there was actually some comfort in that. But there are two sides of me that might seem incompatible. Although I wanted to be hers to torment and play with I also wanted to belong to the one who had just done her bidding. She was slowly introducing me to submissive sex with another female but for the next few hours I was going to relish the attentions and lovely discomforts of satisfying the lusts of a member of the opposing gender and my body was already responding to his spanking and the thoughts of him using me for his pleasure.
 
   She gave us our chores for the day and it was a very short list. Just before she left she made two more suggestions which he was happy to put into practice but I knew she was showing me a little more of her authority over the two of us. She was again looking directly into my eyes when she said, "I want to make sure she understands that she is to obey you. She's had enough to eat. Give her one more and take her upstairs. You can clean up the kitchen afterwards." She delayed her departure until the slap of that paddle resounded off the walls and was followed by my loud but wordless opinion of it. I heard the door close behind her as he just about dragged me in his haste to get me into his room.
 
   I was kneeling on the bed but with my rear end hanging out over the edge as he reminded me how good heterosexual relations can be even if the female is sporting a fairly well spanked bottom. During this process I was able to get my top off and draw his hands to grab what was now hanging free. As he used them to pull me back into him time and time again I was in heaven.
 
   After that we went back to cleaning the kitchen and to get the rest of my pajamas. Then it was time for our shower. Like the day before it was very romantic and although I tried to remind myself that his erotic caresses were only going to get me into a state of unfulfilled excitement I couldn't help myself, I was putty in his hands. After more stimulation from the towels I was about to climb the walls. Sure enough, he sat on the edge of the bed and pointed to show me where he wanted my lips. I sighed as I got to my knees and lowered my head. Even though this form of sex didn't satisfy my body's desires, I found that it increased my feeling of slavery and my needs faded into the back of my mind. My only function was to please my Master.
 
   I was very pleasantly surprised when he lifted my head and gave me what had just been wrapped in foil. I unrolled it over him and he lifted me to my feet, held me over him and slowly guided me to add one more wrapper on his penis. After a while we changed into another position and then another. He was able to last a long time and we found lots of ways to connect. The shower was a waste of time as we generated a lot of sweat in the next forty-five minutes.
 
   It was tempting to take a morning nap after all that exercise but we decided to get the chores done. It was a little easier since I wasn't craving sex as much but he did his best to see that I kept a small fire going down below. It was well past his minimum hour for spanking me before we got everything on her list completed and he looked so sad as he noted that I hadn't done anything to deserve punishment. What's a girl to do to get him to understand how to be a complete master? I shyly pointed out that I was his to pose however and wherever he wanted and had given up my right to refuse his touch on any part of my body no matter now hard he chose for that touch to be. In a minute I obeyed his next command to put myself in a compromising position. My face was only a few inches away from the floor and the highest part of me was providing a willing trampoline for his hand. It wasn't a long spanking by any stretch of the imagination but it was something we both needed.
 
   After lunch I slunk over to him and in my sexiest voice asked if he thought we might take an afternoon nap up in his bed. He admitted that I was a real temptation but he had another idea. Actually he had a few questions and I could provide the answers. He led me into the living room and walked right to the drawer where I kept the collar and things. He opened it and said, "Explain this."
 
   I mumbled something about having no idea what he was talking about but he just shook his head. "That's not going to fly. My mom forgot that I had already seen the movie she sent me to so recalling the plot was a piece of cake. I thought the comment about standing up to watch it was a nice touch. Anyway, I wanted to see her spank you so as soon as I ran the errands I came back here. I parked down the block and peeked in the window. I finally got to see you get the spanking with the paddle but I saw a lot else too. I seem to remember you with this around your neck and I guess it was the leash running under you. It looked pretty tight and you were so cute showing her all the poses I thought up. And you were so hot when she was touching you. I thought I'd died and went to heaven. What a show and the way you carried on when she gave you the real spanking was impressive. Very impressive. And last night I didn't go out with any friends. I was watching you from the very start and it was a good thing all our chores were in downstairs rooms. I had to move from window to window but I saw everything the two of you did including the business of both of you getting off with the vibrator. It was everything Mom said it would be."
 
   I was stunned. He laughed and said, "What's the problem? You're my slave during the day and hers at night. As she said, 'It's nice to share.' She saw me looking in the window the first night and that's what the paddling I got was really about. But then she said I could watch again last night. She really doesn't mind coming home and finding you naked. She said I could tell that I knew of your games with her and I'm not going anywhere tonight. She'll be home any minute and she want's you standing in the corner as if you're waiting for a spanking. You won't have to pretend too much. I'm going to give you another five or six or seven with the paddle when she gets here. But first, give me a kiss."
 
   Can you imagine the audacity of him to ask for a kiss after he just told me he knew about what I had thought was a private thing between his mother and me and had just let me know I was going to get a repeat of this morning's short but painful paddle session. What did he think I was, some cheap slave who was happy that now she really could serve her master and her mistress at the same time? You bet I kissed him. And as I scurried to the corner I wasn't the only one suffering from a raging but unsatisfied libido.
 
   As I waited I was excited and scared and I held my face to the wall when she came in.
 
   "Did you tell her?" she asked.
 
   "Yes," he responded.
 
    Next she asked if I seemed upset and he said I was a little surprised at first but even after he told me he was going to spank me I kissed him. She told me to turn around and held out her arms. I rushed to her and we hugged as she stroked my hair and said, "I hope you'll forgive our little deception. I punished him for spying on us and then thought it over. I really didn't see anything wrong with him watching but I wasn't sure how you would react. Letting the two of you have sex here while I was in the kitchen was the first test and there was something in your eyes this morning as he was spanking you that convinced me that you might be amenable to serving us both. If I'm wrong tell me and we'll forget the whole slave business or I'll send him somewhere and make sure he isn't at the window so it will be just you and me."
 
   I looked up into her face and said, "I want him here with us. Can I put my collar and leash on now?"
 
   She smiled and said, "No. The collar and accouterments will wait until after supper. I believe I have a spanking to watch first. Get the paddle."
 
   I can't say I skipped but there was no reluctance as I went to the kitchen and returned quickly. I kissed the paddle and gave it to him before asking if he wanted me over his lap or in some other position. He chose to have me kneel on the couch with my head down and bottom raised. She sat in the chair where she could see my face as the paddle landed. My rear end was screaming ‘What have you gotten yourself into?’ but the submissive nature of my mind was quite happy where it was. I took all five of the assigned swats and then two more although neither of them said there was any problem with the first set. It just seemed proper to give me the same amount I got this morning. Which meant I had one more to go. He waited until she knelt next to me and kissed my face. She whispered, "You look so lovely when he spanks you. Will you take another five for me?" My mind was telling me to say no but my mouth quietly answered, "Yes."
 
   By the third I was really wishing I had not agreed to these extras but I had given my word so I kept myself raised and ready as best I could for the last two. I was crying so hard it took me a minute to realize that she was kissing my tears away, telling me it was all over and I had done a good job. What else could I do? I was their slave and theirs to punish.
 
   Even before my tears stopped, I was also a receptacle to satisfy the need I encouraged a little while ago, and I'm sure my gyrations during the paddling enhanced things. She stayed at my face as he got on the couch behind me and his rough jeans scraped my abused skin as my favorite part of him tried to make a decision as to whether it wanted to be all the way in or not. It went back and forth a number of times and I guess it liked the former option since it would return there very fast. Even with Aunt Joan watching us I was shameless in my enthusiasm but it didn't seem right for her to be no more than a casual observer so I reached out to touch her breast. She opened the top of her dress and pulled her bra up before adjusting our relative positions so I could put my mouth on it. There was some difficulty in that Dave's multiple returns to full insertion were bouncing me back and forth but I managed to keep one hand and my lips in contact with her for most of the time.
 
   They reorganized their clothes and sent me up to my room to get dressed. Unfortunately she told me what to wear. "I'm sure the jeans you wore to the restaurant were meant to embarrass your parents. I've never seen a pair so tight. You could see every curve of your adorable little bottom and the exact shape of your panties. I think they would be appropriate tonight." Just what I wanted, tight jeans on a sore ass. Every step was vivid reminder of the paddle as I made my way back downstairs again.
 
   Aside from the expected reactions of putting a recently spanked and now tightly wrapped bottom on the chair, it was a wonderful meal. First we heard about her day and then told her all that we did. He had managed to get me into a few new obscene positions and we both laughed at the contortions I had to perform. She said she wanted to see them later and I said, "Sure but I can't pose like that for long. It's not only difficult but some of them were really stretching my muscles and were downright uncomfortable." 
 
   With love in her voice she said, "We'll see what we can do to help you." 
 
   I smiled back and said, "Thanks. I may need a little assistance." I might not have been so grateful for her offer it I had realized what it really entailed.
 
   They had a slave to order about but my servitude only included matters of a sexual or punishment nature, so cleaning the kitchen was a family affair and I never felt so much a part of their family as I did then. When the last dish was put away she kissed me on the forehead and ever so sweetly said, "I think we're ready now." That was my cue but rather than strip quickly I removed each item slowly. I wanted to relish the thought of making myself nude for my two masters and they seemed to enjoy the slow unveiling of their toy. Before I could head for the living room she held out her arms again and I was wrapped in her loving arms. Dave joined us and it was a very safe and secure group hug. Then I got a not so gentle tap on my rear and I led the way to the drawer.
 
   I proudly put my collar on and we all got a chuckle at my efforts to get the leash hooked properly, but eventually I was successful and it was placed properly and cutting me in two. In spite of my desire to please them I hated putting the clothespins on but I did. They made me wait a few minutes after the first one clamped down so I could appreciate its loving bite without the distraction of another nipple demanding its freedom. The lower parts of me got a turn too. He wanted to play the 'pull the leash and let go of it so it scrapes back into position' game for a while before I was allowed to kneel and present their slave to them properly.
 
   I shuddered when she said she thought it was time for another spanking and gave the paddle to Dave. I was not stupid enough to think I would go through the rest of the evening without one but I had a faint hope that they would wait until later. It turned out the spanking she was talking about wasn't going to be for me. I watched in fascination as she took her dress off and she explained, "I'm afraid I'm guilty of another small deception with you. I didn't lie but what I said wasn't entirely the truth. Do you remember me telling you about a woman I knew who liked to be spanked? That was me. In fact I still feel the need for an occasional bottom warming. Dave knows this and has done the honors for me in the past and I want you to watch him spank me now."
 
   She was down to my designated outfit for my first day here. I was confused and said, "But you spank him for punishment."
 
   As her bra came off she said, "That's different. He knows I'm only doing it for his own good and accepts them in that spirit but he also knows about my special need and realizes that I need his help. However, this will be a first for him. I know he got a glimpse of these last night but as far as I know he's never seen me completely naked. Usually I just let him bare my bottom but in honor of your visit I think I want to be spanked in the nude. Beside, I've been dying to feel that paddle and this will make my introduction to it even better. I know you don't want to be around when I punish him and if you'd rather, we'll leave you here and do this up in my room so you won't have to see me crying."
 
   I said, "Please stay here. I don't want to be alone and since this is something you want to do and not something you have to do, I want to see it. Maybe I'll get some understanding of why the two of you like to spank me."
 
   She smiled as she stepped out of her panties and knelt to kiss me. She said, "I'm sorry to have scared you when I said it was time for a spanking before. I could see you thought I was talking about you getting the paddle. You are going to get spanked later and by both of us but we'll just use our hands and it won't be too bad."
 
   With those words of consolation she stood up and looked around the room. She said, "Usually I lay across some pillows on my bed and we've never done it here. What do you think, Dave? Shall I kneel on the couch like she did or maybe I should be bent over the arm of the easy chair?"
 
   He answered in a way that showed he was taking his charge seriously. If Aunt Joan wanted him to spank her it was going to be on his terms. He said, "Both. We'll start with you bent over and then move you to the couch but there's a third option you didn't mention and that's how we'll end it. I'm big enough now so holding you on my lap should not be a problem. Shall we start?"
 
   Now that she was totally unclothed I told her I thought she was beautiful. She did a slow twirl so I could see her from all sides. Dave was staring at her. I think he agreed that she was worth taking a good look at too. She may have been twenty years older than us but she was in great shape. I could only hope to be as good looking when I got to be an old woman like her. Of course to me the most amazing thing is that she was almost forty and still interested in sex. But I digress.
 
   There was a look of pride about her to realize that her son was taking such an active role in directing how she was going to get spanked. After her pirouette she said, "I want you to watch this without the any real distractions so you can take the clothespins off." They both enjoyed my pained look as I complied but like the last time I removed them, I kept my hands and fingers from providing any comfort and neither one of them offered to help.
 
   Then she took my hand and said, "I haven't been spanked with anything like the paddle in a long time so this one's going to hurt a lot more than the spankings he gives me with his hand. I'll tell him when he should stop but it might sound like I'm in a lot of pain and I don't want you to be scared. Actually I will be in a lot of pain but it's because I've requested it. Will that bother you?"
 
   I said, "No. I can see the difference and to tell the truth, I'm looking forward to learning what the two of you find so fascinating about spanking me."
 
   She smiled and gave me a good squeeze before bending over the arm of the chair. Her arms were hanging over the far edge and her body formed a 90-degree angle. She pushed back just a little so her bottom was more pronounced and she was ready for her first taste of the paddle. He moved behind her and she had one more thing to say to me. "I want you to feel free to walk around. To truly appreciate how this affects me you should see where the paddle lands and also move to this side so you can see my face. Yours was so cute when I watched him spanking you."
 
   Dave was getting impatient and said, "Are you done talking?"
 
   She barely had a chance to say, "Yes" before the first blow landed.
 
   She closed her eyes tight for a moment and then smiled at me. She repeated this but the time between the grimace and the smile grew longer and longer. After number six I moved to get a better look at her other end. Now the smile that greeted me was Dave's and he held my hand so sweetly as his other one, the one holding the paddle, swung forward and then bounced back after the resounding slap. She finally started groaning by number ten but I was impressed by the lack of any other noise from her. He stopped at an even dozen and stepped forward to feel her. He brought my hand to the same surface and I was amazed at how warm it was. She could tell the difference in our touch and at mine she said, "It's going to get much warmer and you should feel it after each segment." I appreciated her concern about my education but I could tell it was getting harder for her to speak clearly.
 
   She stood and you could just see her hands working at keeping themselves from rubbing some of the pain out as she put herself on the couch. In this location she had her head on the cushions and her bottom raised very high. The angle she formed was much more acute and from the way he was staring I gathered that she normally kept herself reasonably flat and legs together. What she had hidden in those previous spankings was fairly visible to him for the first time. After a minute she turned to look at him and sighed, "Yes, I have one of those too. Here." She moved her knees as far apart as she could given the limitations of the width of the couch. She kept them like that throughout the next dozen. I was standing so I only had to move a little to each side to see both ends of her. There was a feeling of serenity and calm that radiated from her even though her voice and face were expressing extreme discomfort that grew with each swat. And the other end of her was getting splotched with red marks and aside from the instant jerk at contact the skin rippled only slightly.
 
   When he stepped away I followed her instructions from before and felt the heat of her rear end. I rubbed it softly and between her tears she said, "I lied to you." 
 
   I took the hint and slapped my hand on her. Her skin was so soft and her muscles so firm. She gave a quiet cry and I added a few more spanks while I said, "Yes you did. And there was no reason for it. I would've been your slave with him here if you only asked me or better yet, just did it. You didn't have to be sneaky about it." Of course I was slapping during my little speech but not really very hard. I had a number of reasons to go easy on her. First, she was going to spank me later and I knew whatever I gave her now would be paid back with interest. Second, I wanted to see her over Dave's knee and if I hurt her too much she might say she’d had enough and not go through with the last set. Third and most of all, I loved her and couldn't really bring myself to punish her for anything. She was my mistress.
 
   I stopped and moved to her face where I kissed the tears away just as she did for me when I was in that position on the couch.
 
   When she forced herself to get up she gave me another hug and then wrapped her arms around Dave. She sniffled as she said, "She told me you do a good job at spanking and had learned a few things from me and I can see she was right. Give me a minute and then let's do the rest." I got her a glass of water and she drank it down in one gulp. Then with a deep breath she walked to his side. He was already on the chair and she was taller than me so her hands and feet were both touching the floor as she put her behind in jeopardy a third time. He only got to give her six before she choked out, "Enough." He immediately stopped and began to stroke her bottom. I had an idea.
 
   I asked what he usually did that after her previous spankings and he said, "As soon as she says she's had enough I have to leave the room. Why?" 
 
   I avoided his question and got him to help me get her off his lap and face down on the floor. We raised her rear end and moved her knees apart so she was in the same posture as she was on the couch. I had the vibrator and it slid right in. She moaned and I knew I had made the right decision. I tried to remember how I liked it when he would take me from the rear after a spanking and remembered her little trick of giving me a few slaps while the vibrator was doing its job. She didn't give me any indication that she thought that was a bad idea either. Eventually she rolled over and actually ground her aching rear end into the carpet as my free hand was moving from one of her breasts to the other.
 
   Seeing his mother naked and giving her a damn good spanking was one thing but he couldn't bring himself to touch her in this manner so it was up to me to give her as much stimulation as I could. I was successful and in gratitude she said, "That was wonderful. Thank you. I hereby give you one 'Get out of a spanking free' card." 
 
   It was my turn to smile as I said, "I don't need one. Except for the spanking my folks told you to give me I always had the right to refuse any of the other spankings I've gotten in this house. You might notice that I didn't. You promised that you and Dave were each going to spank me tonight and I'm holding you to your word."
 
   About that time I felt his hands unhooking the elastic cord from my collar and I had almost forgotten about the leash running under me until he removed it. He left the clip attached to the front of the collar and used that to pull me away from her. I couldn't help but notice that there was nobody wearing any clothes in the room anymore but that's not entirely true, part of him was sheathed in thin rubber. The leash rubbing me and watching that erotic and terrible spanking had me all hot and bothered too so I was a happy slave who was moved to a few feet from Aunt Joan and lay on my back with my legs spread in open invitation. He drove me across the floor inch by wonderful inch. She crawled along with us and helped his hands maul my breasts and pinch and pull my nipples and it was her teeth biting them as he let the world know he had found the release of the tension he had built up in the last hour.
 
   We all lay on the floor for a while and then it was time for me to be their plaything again. They got dressed and I put the leash back in its little slot. I had to sit on the couch and pull my ankles up and out as high and wide as I was able so they could see exactly where it was. I had been in similar positions during the last three days but that didn't make it any less humiliating and it was physically uncomfortable. He got some ropes and they tied me in that pose and managed to get my legs really stretched so it was more than just uncomfortable. She stayed with me as he went down to the basement. I heard some sort of power tool running for a few seconds and then he was back with us.
 
   He had two more clothespins but he had drilled holes so he could attach some old fishing weights to them with string. My hands were tied wrist to elbow behind me so my chest was pushed forward and my legs were tied so wide apart that there was nothing to prevent them from seeing my breasts or, as you may have guessed, putting the new clothespins on. The extra weight didn't make them hurt all that much more but he assured me they would prove to be very interesting when I got up. To demonstrate, they released me from my bondage. My arms stayed tied and they made me walk around. I saw what he meant. I tried to move very slowly but even the tiniest step got those things to swinging and pulling my nipples left and right. For my next act I was bent way forward and she was holding me up by my shoulders. My chore was to knock over some empty soda cans on the coffee table. She was very helpful and moved me enough to get the weights swinging in a circle and then I had to keep them moving until I had sent each can onto the floor. I had a hard time concentrating on the task but then again, the real objective was not to get some cans off the table but to watch me suffer, and that part of the plan was the part I had my mind focused on the most.
 
   As a reward for sending the last of the six cans on its way she took the little devils off me and there were two mouths providing comfort to my screaming nipples. However, one of them was also pulling the leash and trying to saw me in two. It was a wonderful agony.
 
   They tied me in a few more positions and each one was cleverly designed to embarrass me and be downright painful after more than a few minutes. This will be a surprise for you, I was in each one a lot more than a few minutes and they were thoroughly enjoying every little complaint I made. I endured each torment for as long as I could and eventually I was begging to be released only to add to their pleasure and they would keep me in whatever agonizing posture they liked for a little while longer. I got a chance to try and work the soreness out of my joints and muscles for only a minute or so before I was being repositioned for another display of my immobile and aching charms.
 
   After the last one my thighs had been stretched and I foolishly asked if I could have my hands free so I could rub a little life back into them. She took that as her cue to give me the hand spanking I had been promised. Somehow, at the time I last talked about her spanking me I thought it would be almost romantic. I felt like a good little slave and I guess as I lay across her lap I still was but that didn't make her hands slapping down on me any easier to take. She was thoughtfully getting the blood flowing back into my thighs by concentrating her swats there. Although it was the back of my thighs that were hurting before it was nothing compared to what they were getting now - and she was so kind, she didn't want the insides of them to feel left out so while he pulled my legs apart she commenced spanking me there. I think I let them know it was not where I preferred to be spanked. She could only get a really hefty swing at the one next to her so he was a good son and assisted his mother by doing the same action on my outer leg.
 
   That almost ended the evening as my arms were freed and I was told to put the collar and stuff away. I was ready to head upstairs and get to bed, especially since I hoped to get a little action out of him before we slept and I did my sexy slink up to and against him to give him the idea. When I put my hand on his crotch I saw or actually felt that my message had gotten through. But instead of waiting for us to be alone he unzipped his fly and pushed me down to my knees. Aunt Joan winced as she sat on the easy chair but otherwise was fascinated to watch me suck on Dave, and she clapped her hands in glee when I swallowed everything. As I felt him deflating I had a feeling I had just blown my chance at a little under the covers action. It was even worse then that.
 
   They sent me to use the bathroom and tied me to the bed in the guest room. I hadn't worn any panties to bed since I got there but now even the pajamas were gone. Then she used the vibrator around and in me while he played with my breasts and they got me so close before they stopped, covered me and left the room. I was affixed so there was no way I could reach down to finish the job or rub myself against anything so I had to lie horny and frustrated. As she left she took the vibrator and said, "I can't wait to get into bed with this. It's going to feel so good to have a couple of orgasms. You should try it sometime. Good night."
 
   I awoke the next morning with someone's hands stroking my legs and working their way up higher and higher and then just as they were about to meet he started at my knees again. He did this until I was guilty of using a naughty word as I begged him to use me for his pleasure. That's what I said first and he said he was. It was his pleasure to see me aroused and writhing in frustration. That's when I made my desires very clear and unequivocal and he said I would be punished for my foul language later but I got my wish. I was staked out to be ravished and he did a wonderful job of taking advantage of my vulnerable state. I might point out that now that his hands were free he was able to use them on my breasts and I was helplessly unable to do anything about it except to tell him how much I liked everything he was doing.
 
   We went downstairs together and Aunt Joan had breakfast going but she was in her bathrobe. After good-morning hugs she said, "I've decided to skip work today. It would be much too uncomfortable to sit at my desk and I'm afraid it would be obvious to my fellow employees that I had gotten special attention to my bottom. So I'm going to stay home with you. Did you sleep well?"
 
   I had to laugh as I said, "No. You guys really got me going and somebody in this house is awfully noisy when she's busy with her vibrator and kept at it for the longest time. Can I assume you slept soundly after that?"
 
   She smiled and said she slept like a baby although she usually likes to sleep on her back but that had been out of the question. The she asked if I liked the way Dave woke me up. I was feeling very bold so I did my sexy shuffle to my alarm clock and sat on his lap. I gave him a kiss that a girl would not normally deliver in front of her boyfriend's mother and said, "I could wake up like that every day." We did some more kissing and he had his hands where a boy would not normally put them on a girl in front of anyone. At last she said breakfast was ready to eat.
 
   I had almost gotten used to sitting on a sore rear end but the backs of my thighs where they had given me my last spanking were suffering the most on the chair. She said it was not lady-like to sit on the edge of the seat so I had to have the sorest part of my body in contact the whole meal. And they put all the condiments and things I wanted just out of reach and since I was told I was not allowed to stand it meant I had to lean forward and put even more weight on my legs. I was never so happy washing dishes as I was after my time at the table.
 
   Then she asked me which one of them should give me my morning spanking. First of all, I hadn't realized I was due for one. The only time my bottom was attended to in that manner before lunch was the first day. Of course, if they thought I needed to start the day with a sore rear end, who was I to raise any objection. The real problem was in picking one of them. I had gotten used to being his toy during the day but I also liked being her slave. I didn't want to hurt either of them by making them feel left out or not my first choice. I looked from one to the other and back again numerous times. Thankfully she understood my dilemma and had anticipated it. She had the deck of cards handy and told us to follow her. In the living room she scattered the cards and I had to pick them up. I kept my legs straight as was now my habit for getting things off the floor and I would hold that position as I told them the suit of the card I held. If it was a club he gave me a hard swat and she did the same when I found a diamond. Hearts and spades were freebies unless it was the jack or queen. That meant I got fifteen swats from each but I have to admit they were just making a game of it and not striking as hard as they could have, which is not to say my bottom wasn't stinging considerably.
 
   She said it was time to take a shower and get dressed. I figured only half of that suggestion pertained to me. He took his shower in the smaller bathroom and Aunt Joan and I were together in the larger one. I said she was beautiful last night but covered in water her skin shone and she was absolutely gorgeous. I reached up to touch her and got my hand slapped. I was to keep my hands at my sides. She was going to wash me starting with my hair and then she washed my hands and arms before sending them to rest on my head while she cleansed the rest of me. Then I watched as she rubbed soap on herself and wished it could be my hands on her body. She rinsed us both and I was not allowed to use a towel. She was completely in charge of me and I was being treated like a princess but I had to stand in my normal in-house nudity until she got dressed and led me to my room. For the second time in less than a week I was naked and kneeling on the floor as someone brushed my hair. I could get used to that. Then she surprised me by saying, "Now, lets get you dressed."
 
   Did this mean I wasn't going to be their slave? She selected my clothes for me. There was nothing special about the underwear she chose. It was all good sturdy cotton stuff my mother bought for me and nothing that you could really call sexy. Then she put out my best slip and the dress I was supposed to wear to the restaurant, but it didn't go with my 'how dare you treat me like a child' attitude that first night. Mom made me bring it and I hate to admit but I liked it a lot. It wasn't one I could wear to school, it was very conservative and modest. The hem was knee length and very full. There was smocking at the waist and the bodice was more fluffy. It made it look like my breasts were a little larger than they actually were without being obvious. Aunt Joan dressed me like I was a little doll and then stood back to judge her efforts.
 
   She smiled and took my hand and I had to run to keep up with her as we went downstairs to find Dave. She presented me with a little fanfare and I could see his eyes open wide. When Aunt Joan asked him if he found me the prettiest thing ever, he showed his complete command of the English language and said, "Wow." Now it was me doing the twirl and spinning fast so the hem would flare out. The only things missing to complete my outfit were stockings and shoes but I didn't need them for what she had in mind.
 
   First there was the collar to put on but they decided against the leash. Then I became a mannequin to be posed and positioned again, sometimes on my own but most of the time with the aid of a few ropes. I remembered my feeling of embarrassment when I put on my bra and panties for him the first afternoon. I couldn't explain that I was less upset about being nude than I was to be seen in undergarments. Magnify that a thousand times and picture me in my prettiest dress going into very revealing positions. If my hands were free I had to flip up or otherwise get my dress clear of their view. I've worn bikini bottoms at the beach that covered a lot less than my panties but it was humiliating to show them like this. The dress buttoned up the front so it was conveniently opened for my bra to be displayed also. Once again I was humiliated and wished I was naked. While I was tied in one particularly uncomfortable and much too revealing position they unhooked my bra and slid it up so my little breasts were freed. I had a feeling it was not done just to give them a look and when I saw the clothespins I knew I was right. At least the pain of them taking a bite out of my nipples made me forget the pain of my over stretched muscles. Not content to just humiliate me with my special displays they commented on each one. They talked about how attractive I looked and gave a few zings about what kind of slut would pose like that while wearing a dress as nice and demure as mine. The crotch of my panties also seemed to be a point of interest. First for their fingers and then to tell me how wet it was getting. Believe me, this was not news to this horny slave.
 
   The morning ended with me in what was becoming their favorite position. I was tied like this twice yesterday and this was the third time today that I was sitting, if you could call it that, on the couch with my arms firmly bound behind me. My feet were tied to ropes running down the back of the couch and were even with my head but very widely separated. My semi-bare breasts were adorned with the wooden clamps and I was not comfortable. Unfortunately, since he had used two new clothespins for holding the weights it left the other two to wait idly in the drawer. I had a funny feeling I knew where they were headed as she knelt in front of me with them and I begged her not to put them there. She chastised me for using the more common term for that part of my anatomy but told me not to worry, they weren't going to go there. Instead, she pinched a little skin from my thigh and they found a home that I discovered to be as painful as they would be a little higher.
 
   She stood up and said it was time for lunch and I breathed a sigh of relief. I had prematurely anticipated my freedom. They left me to squirm in agony while they made some sandwiches and they took turns feeding me. I don't want you to get the idea that they were unkind. For my dessert he pulled my panties to one side so he could fill me with the vibrator. It felt so good but he didn't move it in and out right away. I tried to hump myself on it but it was impossible. If they wanted to hear me beg again they got it. I was successful in my plea and it was coming and going hard. He didn't stop as she took each clothespin off and I rode my wave to the top of my mountain and jumped off the peak.
 
   I had a considerable amount of difficulty standing on my own but when she held out her arms I stumbled to be embraced. She suggested that I get dressed in more casual clothes and we could go to the shopping center. He had another idea first. With her concurrence he wanted to have sex with me while I was still dressed up. I offered to strip for him instead but they knew how embarrassed I would be to satisfy his lusts in front of her when she was looking so prim and proper and I was showing that underneath the nice clothes I was still nothing but a very horny slave. I was bent backwards over the arm of the easy chair and he raised my dress. I held it up as he pulled my panties off and pushed in. Then his hands were busy with my breasts and his lower parts were thrusting wonderfully. It was only embarrassing and humiliating when we started. It didn't take long before I didn't care what I was wearing or who was looking. I was getting the kind of attention I had been craving all morning.
 
   They allowed me to change into casual clothes before leaving and had a good day. I'd almost forgotten about the world outside. I'm told I'm fairly attractive and to be honest I like it when boys look at me. I had to smile as I wondered what each of my unnamed admirers would think if they knew how I had been spending the week, and I gave a few of them the once over myself and considered how they would stack up to Dave as lovers and/or slave owners.
 
   Aunt Joan bought me some very nice and definitely sexy underwear in one of those specialty lingerie shops. Believe it or not, the guy who had no trouble seeing me walk around naked was embarrassed to go in to that kind of place, so it was just the two of us girls. We were both giggling over some of the outfits as we made suggestions as to where they might be terribly inappropriate. In addition to the underwear she insisted on buying me some sleepwear that was guaranteed to keep the wearer and the one she was wearing it for from sleeping right away. It also wouldn't need much cleaning since it was the kind of outfit that probably wouldn't be worn for an extended period of time. I had to try it on and since I wasn't about to go prancing around the store so she could see it we went into the dressing room together. It had matching panties which seemed to be designed to add a shadow to that area but otherwise hid nothing. To get the full effect I had to take all my clothes off. It certainly wasn't the first time she had seen me nude and she didn't do anything improper but it was very erotic for me to strip for her only a few feet away from other people. I should clear up one item. I didn't strip entirely. I left my sneakers and socks on and we both started laughing to see me exuding pure sex from that lacy thing while standing in old ugly footwear.
 
   When we met up with Dave we did a lot of window shopping and as I said, had a very good time. On the way home we picked out some videos to watch that night. As we were looking over the selections I had a question in the back of my mind. Did this mean they were not going to expect their slave to entertain them? In a way I felt bad that I was not enough to keep their interest but then again, a night off might not be a bad idea either.
 
   On the drive back to the house she said she didn't feel like cooking supper so we all agreed that ordering pizza was called for. Once the discussion regarding the proper toppings had been brought to a satisfactory conclusion Dave offered to make the call and get it on its way as soon as we got home. She said, "Not right away dear. There's something I have to do first."
 
   She turned to me and said, "Do you remember that your father said I was to give you a repeat of his spanking?" She didn't wait for an answer. "They're coming back tomorrow and I can't put it off any longer. When we get home you and I will take care of that. Since he took you to the guest room for it we'll go there also. Dave will order the pizza when we're done and you'll appreciate the time to compose yourself before you eat."
 
   After dropping that little bombshell on me she and Dave went back to talking about other things. I'm afraid I can't report what their conversation was about because all I heard was her last words to me echoing in my head over and over until the car stopped.
 
   Once Aunt Joan and I were in my designated spanking location I closed the door and started to take my pants off but she wanted to talk first. Her topic was how I had been punished that fateful night. I told her he used my hairbrush and she picked it up. As she looked at it she said, "Yes, I can see that this would do a very good job and since his request was for me to make this a repeat rather than one of my spankings we'll use this tonight and follow his other rules. Tell me how you're dressed and don't even think about telling me he spanks you on anything other than your bare bottom. I know better than that."
 
   I sighed. If she was going to spank me why didn't she just do it. I found it humiliating to talk about something as private as this. I delayed my answer and she elicited the information she wanted by direct questions.
 
   "Do you have to take your pants off yourself or does he do that?"
 
   "Neither, I don't take them off completely. When he's seated I stand next to him and pull them down to my ankles."
 
   "And your panties? Do you pull them down too?"
 
   "He waits until after I'm over his knees before he pulls them down but only enough to bare the area he's concerned with. I have to keep myself lifted till they're out of the way and then I can rest my body on his lap."
 
   There was nothing to be gained by reticence so I told her the rest. "He doesn't bother telling me what I did to deserve it like you do. Mom would've already done that and he doesn't seem to have a particular technique like you do. He just starts swatting good and hard right away and I've never been able to count the spanks. Dave said you could hear each one that night so you probably have a better idea of how many times the brush landed than I do."
 
   She had a final question. "And after the spanking? Do you have to stand in the corner or anything like that?"
 
   I nodded. "He pulls my panties back up and then I'm in the corner till they say I can move. Only then can I pull my pants back up or get ready for bed."
 
   "Very well, that's the way we'll do it. We won't order the pizza until after you've had your spanking and you can stay in the corner until it arrives."
 
   She sat down and I unsnapped my jeans but she had one more tiny detail to add. "Oh, I almost forgot. Dave has been curious about what exactly happened up here that night also and since he never got to give you his second official spanking I want him to see this. Open the door and call him."
 
   Would someone explain this to me please. He had seen me nude and displaying my most intimate parts in various positions and the only part of me he was going to see now was my bottom. He had also given me quite a few spankings and certainly knew what I sounded like when I was getting punished, so why was her last command so hard to accept? I can only guess that it was something like the spanking she gave me the other night. I had to get dressed for it because it had nothing to do with me being her slave but part of my family's request for additional punishment. That's was this was and somehow I wanted it to be at least a little private. I remembered how embarrassed I was the time I told her it bothered me to have him hear me get spanked and she opened the door, but whether the door was opened or closed didn't matter much now. He was going to be in the room with us and I was totally humiliated.
 
   He must not have been far away because he joined us almost immediately when I called his name, and I didn't like the smile on his face when I told him he had been invited to stay and watch. He sat on my bed and she said, "We're ready now."
 
   My face was as red as my rear end was going to be as I moved to a familiar position next to someone holding my hairbrush with the flat side facing out and about to perform its duty on a naughty behind. My jeans slid down my legs and I bent over. When there was a slight breeze, that indicated the last layer of protection between the brush and my skin was out of the way. I was ready. No, that's the wrong word, it would be more correct to say the preparations were complete. I was never truly ready to feel that thing land on me. It's always a very unpleasant surprise as I'm reminded why I shouldn't have been naughty and gotten myself into trouble. Tonight was no exception. The first swat was as bad as her usual opening shot and my head snapped up. The spanking had begun.
 
   As you can imagine, my embarrassment about his presence in the room was forgotten after the fifth or sixth swat. All I could think of was my burning butt and hoping each one was the last. That hope rose and died many times as I was transported back in time to my well deserved comeuppance at Dad's hands in this very room only a few days ago. This was a very realistic replay of that event. Although I was not aware of it she told me later that I even called her 'Daddy' while begging for it to stop. By the way, trying to struggle out of the way or interfering with the spanking by putting my hand back to protect my bottom was frowned upon, but they allowed me to tell them when it really hurt and express my heartfelt desire for the punishment to cease. Not that it made any difference to them of course and as far as I knew it didn't get me any less punishment from her either.
 
   A lifetime or two later I was put on my feet and she dragged my panties over my bottom. Once I was semi-decently covered I shuffled to my thinking place. I may have been an eighteen- year-old young woman a few minutes ago but now I was a little girl again with a very well spanked bottom crying in the corner. As soon as Dave got the food ordered he came back into the room to watch me. Knowing he was there enjoying my misery kept my tears of shame going a lot longer.
 
   It was about a half-hour later that she told us that supper had been delivered and my time for reflecting on my behavior was over, but she also told me to change into the jeans I wore the other night. You remember, the really tight ones. If one of the lessons I was supposed to learn in this house was to refrain from wearing skin tight clothes, it was working. I squeezed myself into them and winced as I walked but I only took two steps before I was wrapped in Dave's arms and returning his kisses passionately. We both wanted to get those slacks off and I had two good reasons. First to get some pressure off my bottom and second to let that hard thing that had risen between us have the access we both wanted... but that would have to wait.
 
   I was greeted by a hug in the kitchen and while I was not happy to be wrapped so securely in denim, my punishment was over. She had even put two pillows on my chair. They couldn't make sitting totally painless but they helped and I appreciated the thought. We had gotten two movies to watch and the first one was really funny. The couch was soft enough that it wasn't unbearable on my bottom and I enjoyed the show as much as they did. While waiting for it to rewind I decided to push my luck. I asked if I could take off my pants. I was about to add, ‘and change into something more comfortable’ but the answer I got made that irrelevant. I took them off right there and a few minutes later was back on the couch with the ropes holding me in place. There was room for them on each side of me as we watched the second movie. It had a lot of sexy scenes and their hands would meet in my middle to enhance our appreciation of the atmosphere. My underpants were getting soaked. After a while my T-shirt and bra were raised so they could each have a soft handle when their hands weren't down below. It was a wonderful film.
 
   They celebrated it by untying my ropes and joining me in discarding excess clothing. Soon there were three happy naked people on the floor. Aunt Joan was on her back and playing with her breasts while I was taking care of things down below with the vibrator. I was kneeling with my bottom high enough to accommodate Dave's hard and very satisfying thrusts. What a way to end the day, right? Not quite.
 
   I had forgotten to get the things she bought for me from the car when we arrived. I seem to remember having something else on my mind. Anyway, Dave brought them in when Aunt Joan and I were discussing how she should spank me. He gave them to me now and wanted to see our purchases but I said he would just have to wait. He tried switching into Master mode and ordered me but Aunt Joan was my ally. She knew what I had in mind and said it was time for bed. I waited till he was under the covers before I went into his room. Just as I predicted, the frilly excuse for a nightgown didn't stay on me very long and we didn't get to sleep for another hour or so.
 
   I was almost nostalgic the next morning. This was probably the last time I would be eating breakfast in this house and squirming on a sore bottom. Since it was Saturday she didn't have to go to work but she wanted us to help her with more chores. Our efforts during the week were pretty successful at getting the place clean but she seemed obsessed with getting the whole house spotless before my parents arrived. It took all morning until she was satisfied and then we were sent to the showers with two admonitions. We had to make sure we left the bathroom clean and with a smile she added that if we messed up the bed we had to make it again.
 
   About an hour later we straightened the sheets and covers and joined her for lunch. Then off to the airport we went to get Mom and Dad. It was good to see them and there were hugs and kisses all around. On the way back they said very little about their vacation. They had rented a nice cabin way out in the wilderness and were entirely alone. The way they said that made me think that Aunt Joan wasn't the only old person who still had an interest in sex but really now, we're talking about Mom and Dad. They wouldn't still be doing that, would they? Mom talked about going for long walks in the forest and Dad laughed as he said something about her finding some interesting trees. Whatever the joke was I didn't get it, but Aunt Joan giggled and Mom actually blushed. I figured it was one of those grown-up things. One other aspect of the car ride was odd. Mom seemed to having a hard time getting comfortable in the seat. For a minute it looked like... but that's ridiculous.
 
   They planned on spending the night and we would head for home tomorrow, so they moved into the guest room, and although my suitcase stayed there I was going to sleep on the couch. There was room for me in Dave's bed but I didn't think it would be a good idea to suggest that. Dave and I spent the afternoon listening to them talk about the old days when Uncle Jim was alive and the fun they had when the four of them would go together into the woods and rough it. That was Dad's term and Aunt Joan laughed and said, "That's a good way to describe it. There were lots of times when it was pretty rough but I loved every minute of it. I miss those days."
 
   Mom looked at Dad and then to Aunt Joan and said, "Why don't you come up there with us next year? The change of scenery will do you good. We still go for long walks like we used to and it would be fun to have you blazing a trail alongside of me. Remember how the guys would... Oops, never mind. Well, anyway, think about it."
 
   Aunt Joan said, "I don't know, it's tempting. I'll give it some thought."
 
   About then Dad turned to me and said, "And how was my little girl this week? Did you get all the spankings you were supposed to?"
 
   If he had asked me that in front of Dave at any time in the past I would've been totally mortified but even as things stood, it was somewhat embarrassing to talk about it. I said, "Yes. Aunt Joan did as you asked and I've learned my lesson. I'm really sorry about the way I acted and promise not to act that way again."
 
   Mom joined in with, "You're lucky it was so late. I really wanted to take the wooden spoon to you but I have faith that Joan was able to get through to you. Did she give you a dose of the hairbrush? Your father asked her to."
 
   Unfortunately, the ground didn't open up and swallow me so I had to answer. "Yes, she spanked with that last night."
 
   Mom always was a bit of a skeptic so she said, "Dave, would you do us a favor. I want to see just how well your mother saw to our daughter's discipline, so she's going to pull her pants down, and I don't want to embarrass her so please leave the room for a minute."
 
   She didn't want to embarrass me? Well for not trying she was doing a damn fine job and for a fleeting moment I was tempted to tell her that he had seen a lot more of me than just my bottom, but I held my temper and my tongue. Anything less than meek obedience would more than likely lead to another trip to the guest room and probably with a little time in the kitchen first. Dave was gracious and went upstairs as I stood up. The ones left in the room were all sitting on the couch so I turned my back to them, bent over and lowered my pants. Mom chided me. "That's nice dear but we can't see through your panties now, can we."
 
   I slid them down too and the state of my bottom met with their approval. so I was allowed to put my clothes to rights and they called Dave back into the room.
 
   Conversation worked its way back to more normal things, but now that I think of it, what could've been more normal in that house than talking about spankings, especially ones graciously and lovingly given to me. I had the opportunity to show that I had indeed learned how to behave in restaurants when we went out to dinner. I was the perfect angel.
 
   Dave and I stole a few kisses when we could but something told us not to make our relationship seem like more than the friends they thought we were. He snuck downstairs in the middle of the night and we made love quickly and very quietly, but he had to go back to his room, and other than that one interlude, it was a lonely night on the couch for me
 
   Not very much exciting happened in the morning but later that day Aunt Joan was talking about Dave getting a summer job. She said, "My company has a special program for young people and Dave is going to work there starting Monday. They have a few more openings and I think your daughter would have no trouble getting a position too. In fact, I'm sure of it. I talked to my boss last week and he said she's got a job if she wants it. It will mean she'll have to live with us for the entire summer but you're only a few hours away and she'll be able to see you from time to time before she goes back to school. It might get you folks to visit me a little more often too. I haven't asked her yet. I thought it best to clear it with you. What do you think?"
 
   My folks looked at each other and one of them said, "That sounds like it would be good for her but do you really want to be saddled with two teenagers? Dave is a nice boy but she can be quite a handful at times. She needs a firm hand."
 
   Aunt Joan replied, "I can see to that. She's actually been very helpful around the house and done more than her share of chores. And believe me, I won't have any trouble keeping her in line. By the way, I've given up on the firm hand form of discipline. I have a very good paddle now and as she can tell you, it works just fine."
 
   Well we were back to the subject of spanking again but this time I was giving support to Aunt Joan as they all looked to me for confirmation. I said, "She spanked me with it the first night after you left and it was awful. She's a firm believer in giving spankings to remember. You can be sure I won't disobey her and risk getting another spanking like that as punishment for a long time." If I stayed with them I would be sure to get more than a few spankings with the paddle but they wouldn't be for punishment. They would be just because they wanted to see their slave suffer, but I couldn't say that. I wanted to reinforce her position regarding corporal punishment even more to strengthen her case. Besides, why should I be the only teenager getting embarrassed so I added, "She also used it on Dave and I'm sure he'll attest to its effectiveness too." Good, I got him to blush as he nodded to show his agreement with my evaluation.
 
   When they asked me how I felt about the idea I didn't want seem too enthusiastic so I replied, "I don't know. It sounds like a better opportunity than working in a fast food place. It might be good for me."
 
   My parents still seemed a little unsure so Aunt Joan said, "Look, why don't we send the kids off to a movie and we can talk this over."
 
   Dad seemed to warm up to that suggestion and said, "And we can talk about you joining us in the cabin next year too."
 
   Aunt Joan had a funny smile as she agreed and then she told us which movie would be a good one to see. It was the same one he supposedly went to earlier this week and she knew we both had seen it already. We chose not to argue with her since we didn't want to jeopardize my chances of staying the rest of the summer, so we headed out to the car. As we got in I asked why she told us to see that movie and he said, "I think she was really suggesting that we park the car around the corner and come back to peek in the way I did that night. I have a feeling I know why but I'd rather not tell you in case I'm wrong."
 
   This had been a week of shocks and surprises but I almost fell over when I looked in the window. The two women were taking their clothes off. We got there just as they finished and stood in front of my father with their feet apart and arms at their sides. He was holding Aunt Joan's new paddle and we saw him give then some instructions. Both women were smiling as they turned away from him and bent over with their hands on their knees and bottoms thrust out. I didn't have a totally clear view through the curtains but I could see a number of thin marks across Mom's rear end. So this was the kind of games they used to play as a foursome and that explained Aunt Joan's comments about liking it when she was spanked. He gave each of them a bunch of swats and then held up the paddle as if he were telling him what he thought of it. It looked like the receivers were also giving their opinion by a lot of rubbing of their behinds to ease the pain. Aunt Joan looked directly at us and made a funny motion with her head. She was telling us that we could be seen from inside and that we had better get out of there before someone else knew about it. From her smile I also gathered that she knew her mission to let us know a little more about our parents had been accomplished. As we backed away I saw Dad taking his belt off.
 
   At supper I had to work very hard at not noticing how my fellow females were sitting. Over dessert they announced that I would be spending the summer at Aunt Joan's and that she would be going to the cabin with them next year.
 
   On Sunday I rode home with my folks but Dave followed us in his car. Once I re-packed for an extended time away from them we said our good-byes. Of course I was admonished to be a good girl and do whatever Aunt Joan told me to do. I assured them I would not only be very obedient but I would be her slave around the house if she wanted. Satisfied that their daughter was going to be left in good hands I got a last hug and Dave and I were on our way.
 
   He helped me get my suitcases and stuff stored in what was now really my room and as I looked at the bed I said, "I won't be sleeping here very often." 
 
   He smiled at what I was implying but added, "Unless we want you to spend a night or two tied and frustrated." 
 
   I kissed him and asked, "When you do, will you wake me up the way you did last time?" 
 
   He assured me that it would be his pleasure. Then I took my clothes off and looked at myself in the mirror. I was pleased with my appearance but my rear end was very pale. I was sure it wouldn't be that way very often in the weeks to come. I took his hand and we went downstairs to where I would have plenty of opportunities to keep the promise I made to my parents. I was going to be extremely obedient.
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   The Surrogate Daughter
 
   This is the story of Megan, a student studying for her Masters degree who goes to live with Eva and Fred, a middle-aged couple who were her folks' best friends. Her pseudo family make her welcome and buy her clothes and presents, but it isn't long before Megan realises she is in a deliciously kinky household as she embarks on an ageplay role-playing adventure that involves lots of spanking and humiliation. She is dressed in petticoats and frilly panties to be the naughty little girl they want her to be, and she is lectured, spanked and scolded as a little girl, with bedtime spankings to complete the day. But other times, Eva and Fred dress her as a sexy teen and discipline her appropriately for that age - and always on the bare bottom. The punishment rituals continue and become even hotter when Megan is punished as an adult woman, but first stands submissively as they fondle and stroke her naked body, then displays herself lewdly when the restraints are applied and she is bound and helpless. The dynamics change yet again when Eva and Fred's son Tommy moves back home - not only does he participate in Megan's discipline, he becomes her lover and ultimately her husband. He continues to dress and punish her as a little girl or teen or grown woman and their ageplay relationship flourishes.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



From She-Devil to Slave
 
   When Mike has dinner with Bill and his wife Debbie, he is surprised to discover that Debbie is a changed woman - no longer rude and caustic, her attitude and manners have improved drastically, and she is pleasant, polite and charming. He is informed that he himself is indirectly responsible for the transformation, because some time ago he gave Bill two options - either leave Debbie, or give her a good spanking! It is revealed that Bill decided to implement the latter option, and as a result Bill and Debbie's marriage has improved greatly - and so has their sex life. Mike and Debbie give Bill all the details, even showing him  their collection of spanking implements, and the false beam in the ceiling, complete with winch, cable and snap hook - all ready for a willing submissive woman and a pair of wrist restraints...
 
    
 
   The evening gets even more interesting when Mike informs Bill that they sometimes indulge in their spanking games with Nancy, and goes on to suggest that Bill might like to spank Debbie. Bill is more than happy to do so as Debbie is an attractive woman and he has long been fascinated by the idea of spanking her. As a respite from the spanking, Debbie is secured to the beam while both men tease her sexually, then later, Debbie rewards Mike with oral sex, and when she has sex with her husband, they invite Mike to watch, and then ask him to spend a whole weekend at their house.
 
    
 
   We learn more of the relationship between Debbie and Nancy, and their erotic games as a threesome with Bill. When Mike visits Bill and Nancy for the weekend, they are joined by Nancy, who is eager to have Mike spank her, followed by some great sex. The four friends enjoy plenty more fun and games with blindfolds and restraints and having the women wear sandpaper panties after their bottoms have been paddled.
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