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Whack. The
paddle caressed her buttock as she felt the sting of the wood
against her flesh. Whack.
It came again, the paddle stinging again this time
on the other cheek. He was deliberate in his application of
discipline, and she was thrilled by it.

“So Kim, you decided to disobey me again,
didn’t you?”

She would have answered but the
plastic ball that was secured in her mouth gagged her reply.
Instead she moaned with ecstasy as the feeling between her legs
intermixed with the pain that was wrought upon her flesh.
Whack. Letting out
another moan she wondered just how much she could endure.
Whack. It bit again as
she struggled against the rope that wrapped around her wrists and
was tied to the hook above her. Restrained standing up, her bare
flesh was sweaty both from the pain and the pleasure that was
roiling inside her body. A leg spreader attached to her ankle cuffs
kept her from moving her legs as she groaned in both pain and
ecstasy.

“I can’t understand you.” John’s
voice said from behind her. Whack.

Of course he couldn’t, she was
gagged, her rational mind told her as she struggled more. She
stared at the wall in front of her wondering just how much more she
could take. It had been quite a long time before John came home and
started ordering her around. Whack.
Her thoughts were disjointed as the paddle struck
home, this time on the opposite cheek. Vainly trying to count the
number and just how many strokes had been given became futile as
her mind focused on how much she was wanting him inside her,
needing him inside her to take the pain away with the pleasure he
gave her. Moaning more she grunted as her sex trickled out her
sweet juices, dribbling down her bare thighs. This wasasn’t just?)
another night to her but the only one she truly relished as she
struggled and the high heels weren’t helping at all as…
Whack. Again she grunted
and struggled in her bonds, her breasts jiggling as she moved
trying to escape from the pain. A trickle of saliva drooled from
her mouth but she could do nothing about it. Where it went after
that she really couldn’t tell nor care about.

“You’re moving too much, my dear, and that is
another ten for you.”

The calm voice sent shivers through
her body as she struggled some more, the rope digging into her
wrists as yet another stroke struck her. Whack

“The more you struggle, the more
you will have to endure.” Whack

Straining against the ball gag
wedged in her mouth she yearned to tell him to stop but she knew
she didn’t want to for that would stop the pleasure from coming to
her. And right now her body yearned for it as… Whack. Whimpering as the pain was hot
against her bare buttocks she struggled only slightly.

“Much better.” Whack

Six more to go… Whack

“Good girl, now you know how to behave, don’t
you?”

Nodding to the wall… She heard his
ragged breath since he was just as aroused by her pain as she was.
It was only a matter of time… Whack

Whimpering, she struggled to stay
as still as possible, the grip on the piece of cloth in her hand
becoming a struggle to keep in place. That was to be her way of
telling him that she could endure no more, but she had been through
worse so the cloth stayed in her grip as she felt herself somewhere
else, a mixture between delusion and ecstasy, her sex dripping
as… Whack

Three more to go…
Whack

“I’m surprised you haven’t been
louder tonight.” Whack

Two more to go and then the
pleasure would begin… she hoped. Whack. Wincing she held on to her
restraints. Her high heels were grinding against her feet as she
tried to move them to a comfortable position but failed miserably
because of the spreader’s constraints.

“Well, well, I see my girl has endured a lot,
maybe I should wait for you to calm down.”

But the stroke didn’t come, forcing
her to wonder what she had done wrong as she stared at the wall.
Any noticeable movement and she would be punished more, which
appealedto her at the moment, strung up on a wall waiting… the
stroke still didn’t come. Silence assaulted her more than the
strokes of his paddle. The desire to look and see where he was she
resisted as much as possible as the silence continued. Straining
against her will she resigned herself to looking forward…
Whack. It finally came,
forcing her to whimper in both excitement and surprise. John
usually didn’t do this but then again she needed to be caught off
guard. Letting her head hang, she took a breath through her
nose.

“Well, well, looks like somebody still hasn’t
learned.” His voice had a touch of feral desire and chastisement at
the same time. As her feet protested from the discomfort of the
heels she felt a thrill of excitement rush through her.

Surprise forced her head up to the ordered
position.

“Who told you to relax? Nobody, that’s who my
girl, now you will be punished in another manner.”
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