A School for Submission:
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Imelda Stark is the nom de plume of a teacher and practitioner of psychotherapy at a major East Coast medical school (hence the need for a pseudonym). She has been exploring the psychologically complex realm of BDSM for fifteen novels now. Imelda strives to combine the eroticism she feels around challenging things happening to willing bottoms with an exploration of how we aficionados of these painful pleasures got to be the way we are. She welcomes and will respond to email at otherself@sbcglobal.net. A complete listing of her works, all available on electronic media, may be found in the Afterword.
CHAPTER ONE
I have always known I was weird. I’m not exaggerating. From my earliest memory I had the sense that everyone else saw things differently, felt things differently, and certainly didn’t think at all like I do. If I talked about the way the world seemed to me, my Mother would look at me like I was an alien and just shake her head. So by the time I started school, I figured out that keeping my point of view to myself was a good idea. That’s why writing this all down like my new (well, they’re actually not really new at all, but they still feel that way) Daddy and Mommy want me to feels so odd and risky. After all, no one is supposed to know the sorts of things that have happened to me, that I still like to have happen to me, especially the things about my bottom.
You see, people my age don’t have a Mommy and Daddy the way I do. I’m twenty-eight years old, and most of the time I feel that way and act that way. I have a good job as a psychologist, and dress like a professional in business suits that match, and work out at a gym, and have a nice apartment that I keep clean and tidy, though I don’t sleep there more than half the time any more. I used to have a few more friends. But since I found my new parents, I am busy with them quite often when I’m not at work. Maybe I’m also a little embarrassed that anyone would find out about my secret life. So, once I stopped being available for hanging out in the evenings or on the weekends, my friends gradually got the hint and stopped calling. A part of me is sad about this. But a much bigger part is glad. Since except for errands and keeping in shape, there is nowhere I would rather be once work is done than with my Mommy and Daddy, having them take care of me just the way they understand that I need.
They think it will help me to write about everything: how I got to be this way, and what I feel, and how it goes every day in my new life with them. I trust them a lot, since I have been so much happier since we found each other. They have never lied to me or broken a promise, even if it was a promise I wished they wouldn’t keep. Like doing something painful to my deserving rear end when I’ve been a bad girl (which happens a lot). So even though I’m afraid someone will find this writing and read it and know how weird I really am, I’m going ahead and doing what they think will be best for me.
I used to have boyfriends too, though not too many, and never for too long. Guys have always found me attractive, even though I am convinced I am too fat (in spite of what Mommy and Daddy say), especially in my boobs and hips. I don’t know why they do, but ever since I started having periods and grew my C-cup breasts and my big butt, males have paid attention to me. It’s odd for someone as shy as I am to attract that sort of notice. Part of why I had boyfriends was that I never was able to say “No!” very effectively when it would hurt somebody’s feelings. They would tell me how pretty I was, which I thought was just plain crazy. After all, I could look in a mirror anytime and see the truth. I mean, my face isn’t horrible, and my eyes are big and brown, the same color as my hair, and my teeth are straight, and I can look friendly when I smile. But I know what I am like under my clothes: all that feminine flesh, hanging off my bones and muscles no matter how hard I work out, so soft and vulnerable. Men like it, but I hate it and have wanted it to go away since I turned thirteen.
That was when my Stepfather came on the scene. Up until then, it had just been my Mother and me, since my Father left soon after I was born. Mother had always said that he couldn’t bear the sight of me. Probably it was because I had been a colicky baby and didn’t stop crying much for the first year or so of my life. The pediatrician eventually figured out I was allergic to the formula I was being fed (since Mother’s milk never came in). I got better on soy formula, but by then he was gone and we were left on our own. She said that we were both better off without him. But somehow I always knew she blamed me for driving him away. So I decided the best thing I could do was be as little trouble and as much help as I could. After all, Mother had to work so hard to support us on her own.
She was always pretty tired and cross. So no matter how hard I worked at not adding to her burdens, I still seemed to make her mad quite a bit. Whenever that happened, she would get a certain scary look in her eyes and walk very calmly to a big chair without arms in the living room. Her voice would sound soft, but I knew how mad she was because I could hear the tightness under the softness. She would say: “Olivia, come here and bend over my lap.” I would start crying immediately, but that never seemed to make any difference. Since once she got started she wasn’t going to stop until my bottom had reached what she deemed the proper shade of red. My skirt would go up (she always made me wear skirts), and my panties would be lowered. Then she would take my right wrist and hold it doubled in the small of my back (since when I was a kid I couldn’t help trying to protect my heinie when it was being punished). Then she would begin spanking me with her hard right hand, always lecturing me the entire way through about what I had done wrong. My panties around my knees kept me from kicking too much. But if I still managed to wiggle enough to distract her, she would hike up her skirt and throw her right thigh over my legs. That would pin them between hers and bend me over even more sharply. I hated this, since it showed my pussy more and made me even more embarrassed. So I tried hard to hold still enough, especially since she would spank me twice as long if she had to restrain me this way.
I never knew how long spankings would last, since I was much too upset to look at a clock or a watch if I had been wearing one. They seemed to last an eternity, as my bottom hurt more and more. By the end it seemed like it must be huge from the swelling and I was sure she could see it throbbing with every beat of my pounding heart. She never counted the spanks, at least not out loud. My mother just kept calmly lecturing me in that scary restrained tone of voice until she thought I had enough. I tried begging, saying I was sorry, being as quiet as I could, staying as still as possible. But I never figured out any way to be during a spanking that changed how long it would go or how hard she would hit my bottom cheeks. When she was done, I would know because instead of slapping my bottom she would begin stroking it. She would act almost like she was sorry. My Mom would croon in a sweet voice I never heard any other time: “There, now, Olivia, it’s all better now…I forgive you, and I know you’ll try harder…” I am ashamed to say how much I loved this making up part. I guess it’s because it was the only time she ever touched me kindly. Sometimes I wonder if I even arranged to be bad enough to get spanked just so I could get to that nice part at the end.
I’m not sure how young I was when Mother started spanking me, though I remember it from when I was in kindergarten on. I did try hard to please her, and the spankings became less frequent. By fifth or sixth grade I was good enough that they didn’t happen any more. A part of me was glad about this, but a part missed the stroking she did on my bottom after she was done punishing it. I guess I have to tell that something else started happening in kindergarten around my spankings. When I went to bed after one, I was thinking about her soft hand stroking my throbbing heinie while I was lying on my stomach trying to go to sleep. I got a funny feeling between my legs, kind of tickly, and I touched myself there. I found a little button of skin above where my pee came out. Touching it felt really good, and I kept doing it until I had some kind of wonderful explosion in my body that was the best feeling I had ever felt. After that, I played with myself that way after every spanking. But then I realized I could do it other times too. Soon I was doing it every day before falling asleep. The weird thing was, even when no spanking was involved, and after she had stopped taking me over her knee altogether, I still though about her stroking my burning spanked bottom cheeks every time right before the explosion happened.
So I worked very hard to be a good girl who didn’t make her Mother mad enough to spank her bare bottom, and I got very skilled at that task. My grades were always perfect, and my room was too, and my clothes were just the way she wanted them to be. The kids at school teased me some about being a kiss up. But I just tried to be nice to them and not call attention to myself and they mainly left me alone. I had a few girlfriends, usually other loner-types like myself. And I had my fantasy books where I could always lose myself in worlds filed with magic and mystery. I also had something else my Mother shared with me: running. She would run for half an hour every morning when it was barely light. When I was in third grade I asked to go along with her. She let me, and was surprised I could keep up. She didn’t know I had been running at school during lunch break in hopes I would get good enough that I could join her. Looking back, I suspect the spankings started to lessen when we started running together. But maybe that’s my wistful imagination, trying to see her as being nicer to me because of something we shared.
Running has continued to be a big part of my life since then. I was good enough at it that I was competing successfully by junior high. That was when my boobs and hips started growing, along with the embarrassing hair between my legs and under my arms. I was already struggling with feeling fat, especially compared to the other girls in my track club. They all stayed flat-chested well into high school. Plus, that was when my Stepfather entered the picture, complicating things even further. He transferred in to be the head pharmacist at the big drugstore where my mother worked as a pharmacist as well. In fact, he took the job she thought for sure she’d get, and she first complained about it bitterly. So I was quite surprised when she brought him home to dinner a few weeks later. He was a medium-sized guy, handsome in his way, I suppose, and very fastidious about everything. I felt uncomfortable around him from the start. Especially about the way he looked at my body on the sly, like when Mother was fetching more food from the kitchen. But she seemed extremely pleased with his attention. Within a few weeks more they sat me down and informed me that they were getting married in Reno that weekend and he would be moving in.
Stepfather’s eyes made me even more uncomfortable with my boobs and butt that were suddenly attracting so much attention from guys, both my own age and older. I talked about it a little with a skinny girlfriend from the running club, and she asked me if I had tried throwing up. I was totally grossed out by the thought. She said that if I couldn’t do that, I might want to just stop eating some meals. I first tried it with breakfast the next day. But my Mom went nuclear and refused to go running with me if I didn’t eat before we left. Lunch was easier, since I was at school and no one would know if I dumped my sandwich and fruit in the trash. I noticed after-school runs were harder after this, but my tits and ass stopped growing. Plus I lost five pounds and that seemed worthwhile. Then I kind of got obsessed and found I just couldn’t eat at dinner, especially with stepfather staring at my body and noticing that my plate wasn’t emptying.
I got away with it by moving food around on my plate and hiding it in my napkin for a week or two. But everything came to a head one Sunday dinner. Stepfather had completely taken over the house by then. Mother was meekly subservient to him, just like his Bible said she should be. So she just sat there when he went after me. He said: “Olivia, you are either going to clean that plate in the next half hour or suffer the consequences, and you won’t like them, I can assure you.” I asked what they were, and he smiled nastily and said: “Your Mother has told me that when you were smaller she used spanking to discipline you. I think if you are going to act so immaturely, we should treat you like a child. So if your plate isn’t clean, your bare bottom is going to be very unhappy at the consequences it will face, since I don’t believe in sparing the rod to spoil the child.”
I looked at Mother in horror, hoping for a rescue. But she had that same determined expression on her face that had been there every time I had gone over her lap as a child. Clearly, no relief was coming from that angle. I knew in my heart that my perverted Stepfather just wanted a chance to finally get a really good look at my ass. But I just couldn’t stand being bullied by him. So I sat there stubbornly and stared a hole in the food congealing on my plate. After half an hour had passed, he said to my Mother: “Take away her plate and bring back the wooden spatula from the kitchen. That should be a perfect paddle for spanking rebellious teenage bottoms.” When she returned, he forced me to stand and bend over the table. Then I was made to grab its far rim while my traitor of a Mother held my wrists. Next he flipped up my pleated uniform skirt, and lowered my white cotton panties to my knees. At last the creepy sonofabitch had me just where he wanted me.
I wanted to protest, to accuse him of being a child molester, but it was like my mouth was paralyzed. My only way to be powerful was to not let it show how mortified I was by the whole proceeding. I knew he could see my pussy quite clearly no matter how hard I pressed my legs together. I’d bet anything he was loving it, and I hated him for being such a lech. Then he took up the spatula, which was a blonde wood, and began paddling my bare heinie with it. The cracking sound it made was deafening, and it hurt much worse than any spanking I had ever gotten from Mother’s hand. But I vowed not to give him the satisfaction of crying out or struggling. Suffering in silence was something I was damned good at. That was part of why I could out-endure any other girl on the running team. The silent tears falling down my cheeks into the tablecloth were my only sign he was hurting me. He whaled away on my defenseless rear end for a good ten minutes, until it was red and throbbing. When it was clear he wasn’t going to get a word out of me, he stopped. Then he said: “She’s a stubborn girl, so we may be doing this every night until she learns proper obedience and respect for parental authority.”
Mother let me up, and I pulled up my panties in mortification. Then I stalked off to my room, feeling oddly victorious that they hadn’t broken me. My bedroom shared a wall with theirs. In a few minutes, I could hear them fucking next door. My Mother made loud animal noises that I had never heard before. In addition to appalling me, I’m ashamed to admit that somehow hearing the evidence of them getting aroused by spanking me turned me on too. Before I even realized it I was frigging myself off as I listened to their headboard bumping the wall as he fucked her. I would have bet anything that they were both thinking about my naked wiggling ass while he was giving it to her. She clearly came hard, and several times by the sound of it before I heard his own disgusting sounds of orgasm. So all three of us were thinking about my squirming naked spanked ass while I gave myself at least as many killer orgasms as she had just inches away from them through the thin partition. The irony of this was not lost on me.
So that became our nightly ritual for awhile. And my weight continued to drop. My shrinking rear end danced for my parents’ mutual sadistic pleasure as a kind of dessert. Once it became clear that I wasn’t going to eat, it was skirt up and panties down as soon as my half-hour grace period expired. I would receive at least a hundred spanks on each buttock. I started counting them to help me bear the pain. Then we would all go to our rooms and they would fuck while I masturbated. The whole thing seemed increasingly sick at the time, even more so as I look back on it. The only way I got out of it was by my weight dropping so low I fainted during a run after school. Suddenly I was in a hospital ward, being evaluated for an eating disorder. The staff picked up some weirdness in my vibe around my parents. Then somebody started asking the right questions. Finally, it was no longer a secret that I had been receiving bare-assed spankings bent over a linen tablecloth every night for weeks from my Stepfather while my Mother held my wrists and egged him on. A big confrontation took place, and it seemed like legal charges were going to be pressed. Then he literally packed up one night and disappeared. I don’t think my Mother ever forgave me for it. Our morning runs became history, as did any other friendly contact between us. But even though she was mad at me, I got my own shrink and my eating problem improved. I never got hit again while living at home, and life seemed to get better for awhile.
CHAPTER TWO
High school was a trial for me, much the same as I suppose it is for many teenagers. Of course at the time like everyone else I thought my own unhappiness was unique. I always got straight A’s, and continued to star on the cross-country and track teams in spite of my appalling boobs and rear end. My anorexia never came back. Though I always knew it was there inside me, lurking, just like it still is today. It whispered how disgustingly fat my breasts and buttocks were, and how much faster and sleeker I’d be if I could starve them off again. I always had boys and men after me because of them, wanting to touch them, craving to get my panties off and fuck me with their mindless penises. Saying no to the guys who plagued me was so hard. They seemed so pathetically needy and would look so hurt. So I evolved a whole suite of techniques for getting off the hook without letting them have me.
The first line of defense was to pretend like their eyes and minds were not constantly caressing my boobs and butt. I learned to let their longing just slide past me and go elsewhere. There were other girls, the flirty kind who were boy-crazy and wore clothes actually designed to show off their tits and asses. So why not imagine all that male lust I seemed to attract just slipping by me and going where it would be welcomed, even craved? Sometimes my magical thinking seemed to work, and I would seem to become gratefully invisible. Their fervid glances passing me by like Sauron’s eye barely missing Peregrin Took when he snuck a look into the Palantir of Isengard in Lord of the Rings. But some gazes seemed to scent my defenselessness. In those cases eventually I would have to be contending with more than just visual intrusions.
The boys and men that persisted in spite of my lack of responsiveness seemed to be excited by my passivity. The more listless I seemed, the more avid they became. Eventually I would find myself on a date, in a car, confronted with hot breath and eager hands, and hungry mouths and eyes. I learned early on that many of them would be satisfied if I surprised them by short-circuiting the seduction and taking the initiative myself. Rather than fending off their gropings, I would ignore them while I got my own hands busy. What did it matter to me if I could cut right to the chase by matter-of-factly unzipping their flies, taking out their cocks and balls, and jacking off the former while fondling the latter. I always made sure that they came on their own clothes, a sly sort of passive-aggressive revenge. Once I got really good at hand jobs, some of them achieved heroic trajectories, once even landing in the guy’s own right eye. I don’t think he noticed me giggling as he struggled to get his own spunk out of his eye. But he didn’t ask me out again, for which I was grateful.
The third line of defense, if invisibility and unresponsiveness failed and a hand job wasn’t acceptable, was to take them in my mouth. The problem with blow jobs was that I did have to let their cocks into my body. But at least it was in an orifice that was in my control (and with teeth…though I was too passive to use them). I never minded the taste of their cocks much, since most of them were clean suburban kids. Plus I have to confess that it became a bit of a power trip for me once I got good at it. No matter how big and tough the guy was, once I had his balls in my hands and his cock in my mouth, he was in my control, and I liked that. I drew the line at swallowing, though, and they didn’t seem to mind (or at least no one complained). Right at the end I would switch over from my mouth to my hand, and got them off spurting on their own shirts. I still wonder how they explained the mess to their mothers…
But even in high school, there were a few guys with whom these defenses didn’t work. In all cases they were at least a bit older than my peers, and in one instance a lot. These were the men who seemed to sense my submissiveness, who could sniff out the deep aversion I had to actually saying no to anything they wanted from me if push came to shove. The most important of these was Marty. He was a senior when I was a sophomore. I apparently caught his eye when he competed in a regional track meet where I won the girls’ 10K event. He was a runner too, but in his case unlike my own he was actually built for it. Marty was whippet thin with long legs and an air of animal-like intensity about him. I was sitting by myself as usual on the bus ride back to our own campus when he sat down beside me without asking and fixed me with his unnerving brown-eyed gaze.
At first I looked back at him with whatever defiance I could muster, trying to send the message that he was intruding on my space. Within a minute that resolve crumbled in me, and I looked down and internally kind of gave up. He leaned in close to me and whispered: “I want to get to know you, Olivia, is that okay to you?” I mumbled back: “I guess so…if you want…” Well, he certainly did want, and in the end I had no alternative to giving him exactly what he wanted, whenever he wanted it. It started when the bus got back to school. He said: “I’ll give you a ride back to your house now.” I retorted: “No, that’s okay, I always walk home, since my Mom works swing shift, so no need to trouble yourself.” He leaned in and responded with a touch of fierceness: “No, I insist. So you might as well just go along with the program. You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, now, would you, Olivia?”
I looked up into his intense brown eyes and murmured: “No, of course I wouldn’t…So I guess it’s okay…” The truth was that for the very first time my traitorous pussy was soaking my panties with its characteristic response to anyone dominating me. I had never experienced that reaction before and was absolutely mortified. I clamped my legs together, praying that he couldn’t sense the effect his presumption was having on me. The truth was, I was so turned on that I felt like I could swoon. It only got worse when he calmly took me by the arm and led me to his van right off of the bus. Marty methodically unlocked the passenger door and placing me in the seat before strolling around to get in on the driver side. He asked where I lived and I told him. He then proceeded to drive the opposite direction to a secluded overlook down a dirt road that was notorious as a make-out spot the cops didn’t patrol. There he parked the van.
Marty turned toward me and spoke: “Olivia, I’ve been watching and hearing about you for over a year. I know all about your little games for keeping guys from pawing you. So don’t even think about trying to fob me off with a hand job or a blow job. I’m going to have you the way I want. The less you resist, the more you are going to enjoy yourself. Right now, I want you out of those clothes. I can’t wait to finally see that amazing body of yours that I have been fantasizing about for all these long months.” He was so brazen that it stunned me. Plus the cold fact that he had been tracking me well enough to know about my techniques for keeping guys at bay totally unnerved me. He leaned over and kissed me. I cannot deny that I liked it—a far different kiss than the adolescent slobberings I had experienced before. He took his time, his lips gently sampling mine. Only when mine started to melt did his tongue delicately probe my mouth. The kiss lasted at least ten minutes, with his hands not immediately groping my tits the way every other guy had. Instead they stroked my face and neck until I felt actual longing for him to touch me elsewhere.
Only then, as my body subtly stirred in arousal, did he break free and speak. “I’m going to take your clothes off now, Olivia. I just want you to relax while I strip you and get to know your body. You are not required to do a single thing but just receive, do you understand?” I found myself simply assenting, as though he were using Jedi mind tricks: “Yes, Marty, I understand.” His brown eyes seemed to smolder with intensity as he held my gaze and responded: “That’s my good girl. Let’s move into the back of the van where we both will be more comfortable.” I felt ludicrously pleased at his approval, and docilely clambered through the aperture between the bucket seats. We sat on the foam-mattress-padded floor of the van, which was covered with a clean dark-colored fitted sheet. He closed the venetian blinds to cover the back windows of the van. The only light was a dim glow through the skylight and the front and side windows.
The interior of the vehicle was covered in a dark-colored carpeting that padded the walls and provided some insulation, though the day outside was pleasantly warm. Marty reached forward and started some soothing music playing in the tape deck. After which he lit a candle that he placed on the console between the front seats. It cast a flickering glow and emitting a pleasant floral scent. He then sat down in front of me and kissed me again. This time he was a bit less tentative as his hands stroked my short-cropped brown hair and face and neck. Soon they found the zipper of my track suit. This he pulled slowly down, after which the garment was eased off over my shoulders. The endless kiss continued as his hands slowly wandered over my shoulders, back, and flanks. He clearly was enjoying feeling my body through the still-sweat-dampened runner’s jersey. Once again, I was surprised that he left my boobs alone, since they were the inevitable focus for every guy I had messed around with to that point.
Next, Marty untied the drawstring of my track suit pants. He had me extend my legs as he drew them off over my legs after he had removed my running shoes. He continued the luscious kiss as his hands roamed over my legs, which were long and lean and muscular from all those years of running. By that point, I was so turned on that my panties and running shorts were sopping with my pussy juices. Even I could smell the scent of my arousal, which seemed stronger than usual when added to the sweat of my unshowered post-race body. He still refrained from touching my breasts and crotch. His hands stroked everywhere else as I got more and more turned on. Finally, when I thought I couldn’t bear the suspense, he broke off the kiss and said: “Tell me what you want, Olivia, and I will do it. But only if you ask me nicely.”
I was stunned. For the first time in my life, another human being had actually asked me to declare my own desires. I struggled to find words as he waited patiently, his hands resting lightly on my shoulders, his intense brown eyes piercing mine with their gaze. Finally, I ventured in a halting voice: “I want you to take my clothes off and make love to me…” The words shocked me as they came out of my mouth. That was the first time I had ever thought about sex in that way, as lovemaking. But that was how this unprecedented experience was feeling to me, and that was the language that emerged unsummoned from my brain. He smiled warmly and replied: “You forgot to say please…” I actually smiled back and retorted: “Okay, please?”
Marty smiled back in his quirky way. He responded: “As long as you’re sure it’s what you want…” He proceeded to pull my running jersey out of my shorts and over my head, revealing the sweat-soaked black sports bra that contained my way-too-plentiful boobs. That was the next piece of clothing to go. He pulled it over my head and off of my arms, letting them flop loose right out in the open. He stopped then and sighed, murmuring: “My god, they are so beautiful! And you seem to go out of your way to hide them. Is it because of how much attention they get you from guys?” I blushed at the compliment, which I had a hard time believing. But I responded truthfully: “I’ve never really liked them, and wished they and my ass would just go away. They’re nothing but excess fat that slows me down and gets me noticed in a way I’d rather not be.”
He looked actually a little sad at hearing this. Marty replied: “I’m sorry to hear that, since I think they are the prettiest breasts I’ve ever seen in person. Perhaps I can show you some ways that they are nice to have for you.” With that, he lay me down on the sheet and had me spread my arms wide. He began lightly stroking my skin, which was still slightly damp from my race. I had never been touched like that before, and I found it delicious. But it was also just on the edge of ticklish, which made me squirm slightly. He held my gaze as his hands stroked my shoulders, underarms, flanks, and belly. This last place jumped in some sort of reflex that made me giggle. After a few minutes, I got used to it and relaxed, and eventually started to wish that he would do the same thing to my boobs. That was the first time in my life I can ever recall actually wanting a guy to touch me there.
Marty raised an eyebrow quizzically, clearly asking me for permission. I responded: “Please touch them now…They really need you to.” He grinned slyly and retorted: “It’s a dirty job, but somebody has to do it…” Then he allowed his fingertips to wander from my armpits, which felt surprisingly delicious to be stroked, onto the mounds nearby. I was shocked at how wonderful it felt to have my breasts touched when I wanted them to be, and in a way that was so clearly designed to please me rather than him. Other guys grabbed them roughly and kind of mashed them, which felt jolting and invasive. But not Marty. It was as though he was trying to memorize them with his fingertips. His touch seemed to bring them to life, until by the time he had covered them completely except for my nipples they felt totally electrified.
I realized I wanted him to kiss me there, right on the place he had not yet touched with his fingers. I decided to be bold for the first time in my sex life: “Please kiss my nipples, Marty. They really want you to right now!” He looked surprised but smiled as he leaned forward to gently take my left nipple into his mouth. It felt amazing, sending a warm jolt of electricity right to my crotch, which was dripping with wetness coming out of my pussy. As he softly suckled one nipple while circling it with his tongue, he carefully stroked and massaged the other one with his hand. Soon I was moaning and writhing at the sheer pleasure of it all. Then he started switching back and forth, using his mouth on one side as his hands caressed the other. This went on for about ten minutes as the intensity of his sucking and pinching gradually increased. Suddenly I shocked both of us and came hard, moaning and writhing for over a minute right there on his van floor without anyone even touching my pussy.
Marty sat up looking quite surprised, and said: “Jesus, Olivia, you are even hotter than I had ever imagined! I guess I don’t have any more persuading to do about how nice your breasts can be, do I?” I shyly smiled back at him: “No, I guess you don’t at that. They have never responded like that before, so I had no idea they could…But that was wonderful!” He replied: “Well, we’ve only just gotten started. I don’t think anyone knew when we were due back from the meet. So we have plenty of time. Now it’s your bottom half’s turn, so let’s get those shorts and panties off. I’m pretty sure they are soaking wet, and not just from sweating either, unless my nose deceives me…”
This casual allusion to the scent of my arousal caused me to groan in mortification. Now he surely knew what a dirty little slut I was, just like my Mother always said. But I stayed still as he had commanded. He hooked his fingers under the waistband of my shorts and cotton panties. Then Marty eased them off over my shamefully big hips as I raised up to help him. Every other time a boy had taken down my panties it had seemed like the final capitulation in a struggle. But this time I wanted it to happen more than anything ever in my life before. And then I was completely naked on his van floor in the dim, flickering light of his candle. He cast my clothes aside and sat back and just looked at me with hungry eyes. Then he murmured: “Even more beautiful than I imagined…The prettiest thing I have ever seen in my life, Olivia’s naked body…”
Now, I was a girl who struggled with an eating disorder every day and who hated the sight of her own nakedness. So you can imagine this was a pretty complicated thing to hear. One part of me ate it up, loving to hear just what she had always hoped she would from a man whose opinion actually seemed respectable, given how obviously experienced he was with girls’ naked bodies. Another part screamed silently that he was lying through his teeth. Maybe he was just buttering me up so he could have his way with me. As if it wasn’t already obvious to both of us that he could do anything he wanted. But mainly, I just lay there in my submissive trance. The passive girl waiting to experience whatever was going to happen to her totally nude body, served up for him like it was on a platter.
Marty started by gently parting my legs as he held them by the ankles, until my feet were touching the side walls of his van. He then sat down between my splayed thighs and began stroking my legs with a feather light touch. This phase started from my feet and gently working his way up. Once he reached my inner thighs, which felt totally delicious, my pussy began becoming more and more insistent in its demands to be touched, and soon. My hips began to writhe slightly on their own as he surmounted my inner thighs. He gently traversed the crevice between my legs and my groin, grazing the edges of my bush, making me moan with desire. Then Marty began an incredibly tantalizing stroking of my pubes. He barely brushed them as the electric sensations were carried down to my pussy. All this was succeeding in driving me even more wild with the wish for him to for God’s sake just get on with it.
Finally, I just moaned: “Marty, please…” He sighed, and replied: “If you insist, dear Olivia.” Then he surprised me by placing his hands on the fronts of my hips and gently pulling my pussy lips apart. He bent his head to look at me and murmured: “So beautiful, and now I must kiss it until she comes again…” After all the blow jobs I had given in order to keep guys at bay, this was the first time one of them had gone down on me. To call it a revelation is like saying Johnny Depp is somewhat attractive. He broadened his tongue and softly, slowly laved my pussy from bottom to top, circling my clit lasciviously each time he reached the end of his stroke. By the tenth one, I absolutely exploded, writhing like a madwoman and rocking his van as I outright shouted in sexual release. I had not imagined it possible to come so hard. A part of me was appalled to hear the same sounds coming from my mouth as I used to hear from my Mother through the bedroom wall after she and my Stepfather had whetted their sexual appetites paddling my naked thirteen-year-old buttocks.
I have no idea how long my first orgasm lasted from Marty’s clearly expert cunnilingus. But sometime later (I suspect just minutes) I was collapsed insensate on his mattress. His mouth was still on my pussy, where it felt warm and comforting. I was alarmed to note that his hands were cupping my ass cheeks, holding my crotch up to his face as though it were a communion chalice. I opened my eyes, and his own intense brown ones were riveted on mine. Clearly, he had been watching my face the entire time I was coming. That thought seemed unimaginably naked to me. Between his hands on my rear end and his eyes on my face, I felt frighteningly invaded and vulnerable, but mute to say anything about it. He raised up his head after taking a final appreciative sniff of my pussy, smiled broadly, and said: “I hope that was as amazing for you as it was for me.”
So there I was, just having had two killer orgasms, including the best one of my life by far within the last few minutes, hearing totally reassuring words just as I was feeling overcome with shame. I don’t know how he sensed all this, but he said very gently: “It seems like you don’t have any idea how beautiful and sexy you are, or how perfect your body is, both to look at and in how it responds to me.” I felt stunned by these words, so opposite to what I imagined. Finally I was able to venture a pathetic little: “Do you really think that?” He looked very serious and sincere and responded: “I could spend all evening just holding your glorious ass and eating this sweet little pussy over and over again. Except I’m so horny that I think I’ll die of blue balls if I don’t get to fuck you very soon!”
I felt so grateful that I would have done anything in the world he wanted in that moment, and replied: “I’d really like you to do that, Marty.” That was the first time in my life I had ever actually wanted a guy to fuck me. And at that moment, I wanted it extremely badly. It also felt strangely liberating to actually ask for it. Every other time I had finally capitulated to being fucked after a long struggle of trying to fob the guy’s dick off to my hands or mouth. Always I finally felt like I had no alternative other than to be raped, since it was clear the guy wasn’t taking ‘No’ for an answer.
Marty rose up on his knees with a gentle smile. He held my gaze while he stripped off his own jersey and running shorts and jock strap. This was also the first time I was seeing a naked guy when I really wanted to. I liked his lean, tautly muscled body and firm, medium-sized cock. Somehow, the fact that it was only six inches long and average in girth was comforting to me. A couple of the guys who had battered their way past my defenses were a lot bigger down there and it scared me.
Marty reached into a pocket in the carpet lining his van and took out a condom, which he unwrapped and put on very matter-of-factly. Always before, the guys had grumbled when I had insisted they use one, but not him. He guided his cock against my slit, and began moving it around my pussy with his hand, getting it wet with my juices. That felt really good and sexy until I finally surprised myself again by saying almost fiercely: “I want it inside me, Marty, right now please.” That seemed to be his signal, and he supported his weight on his hands as he held my gaze. Then he pushed it all the way in, while we both groaned at how good it felt. Once he was inside to the hilt I was surprised that the little bone above his cock seemed to hit my clit dead center, sending a sexy jolt through me. That happened each time he pulled out and drove back in. Within about five minutes of this delicious fucking I started to come again. Without realizing it, I found my hands cupping his own taut little ass cheeks, pulling him hard into me as I screamed and bucked. Then his own pupils got huge and he began shouting as he came inside me, so hard I worried he might break the condom, until he collapsed on top of me.
We were both breathing as hard as at the end of a 10K, and our skins were sweaty and sticking together. Marty held me head in his hands and kissed me gently until we were both relaxed and our hearts had stopped pounding like crazy. He said: “Let’s get us both dressed and I’ll take you home. I know we both have homework to do, and I don’t want your Mom to suspect what is happening. But if you’d like, I’ll make myself available after we both finish track practice every day. We can spend some time like this every afternoon. At least for me, doing what we just did is about the best way I can imagine passing my time. How about you?” For someone who had always felt like she was reacting to what boys wanted from her, I was surprised to feel my own desire. I heard my usually wishy-washy voice saying firmly: “I would like that very much, Marty, so count me in.”
CHAPTER THREE
My Mother working the swing shift at the pharmacy turned out to be an even greater blessing than I had previously imagined for the next few months. It meant that Marty and I could have our sex dates every evening after track practice without anyone being the wiser. We both knew from the start that he was graduating in June and was heading off to a summer internship out of state right after the ceremony. After that he was already admitted to a college three thousand miles away. So this late Spring erotic interlude was going to be our only chance. I will have to give us credit for making hay while the sun shone. He seemed to make it his mission to force me to enjoy every part of my body that I most hated. This was an almost impossibly challenging experience for a girl with an eating disorder.
It all started, as you know, with him worshipping my boobs until I had a climax that first time. This became a ritual that had to be repeated every day before he would be willing to go on to the other activities that he had in mind for me. I have to admit that by the time it had been repeated the hundredth time the day before his graduation, a part of me actually believed his appreciation of them. Still, the eating disordered part thought he was certifiably insane for adoring something made almost entirely of fat cells. Now, I didn’t have such a hard a time with his enjoyment of my pussy. Though how he could stand to eat it when I knew it was such a dirty place was mysterious to me then. I have since come to understand that better, as you will find out if you keep reading.
My fat ass was a totally different matter. By our second afternoon interlude in the van Marty had figured this out and gone to work in his usual methodical way. He was waiting and simply beckoned me over when I came out of the gym after showering and changing. My hair was still wet and my heart was pounding for fear he would not be there. As usual, I felt totally passive on the outside, allowing him to guide me to his van with a hand on my arm like I was a docile child. But on the inside, I was ecstatic that the day before wasn’t going to be the only time. I was pathetically grateful that he had enjoyed me enough that he wanted to come back for more. That was the on-going theme of me and Marty: I wanted him and what he did to me more than I ever had anything else. But I almost never showed any desire. My body just reacted to whatever he chose to inflict on it, totally passive and submissive without one exception ever. It was the God-damned sexiest situation imaginable, until I uncovered other layers of my submissiveness years later.
So the second afternoon in the van, Marty undressed me in the back just as before. This time I was relieved to be clean and dry from having just showered. I had thought about it, hoping he was going to be waiting for me. So I had decided to not wear anything under my track suit. He was surprised by this, looking at me very intently as he said: “I think my little mouse of an Olivia is quite a vixen underneath her shy exterior. Here she is, nude and already with a sopping wet pussy, without even any panties or bra on. I shall have to reward her for her courage by making her come even harder, and more times too, before I let her go…” I sat there naked in the warm air of the van, the soft rock music playing in the background and the scent of the candle permeating the still air. I felt totally in his hands. This seemed at that moment like the most complete and joyful freedom I had ever known.
The second time, he followed the path he had started the previous day. Only this time while he gave me an endless opening kiss, his hands eventually found their way to my tits. I was once again shocked how much his touch there turned me on, since when other boys had groped them I never found it even slightly erotic. Apparently, when it was welcomed and done properly, my breasts wanted to be fondled and made love to. Within about twenty minutes he had kissed his way down my neck via my ears (also more of a turn-on than I had ever imagined) and begun suckling my nipples. Soon thereafter I had my first orgasm of that day. Once again I came without anything touching my clit or pussy, just from the wonderful sensation of his mouth on one nipple as his hand deeply caressed the other. He pinched and sucked so hard it almost hurt until all of a sudden it didn’t and I started yelling and writhing as I convulsed into orgasm.
Marty didn’t even pause, just kissed and licked his way down my belly until he found my pussy. Within ten minutes I was coming hard a second time as he held my ass-cheeks in his strong, wiry hands. Then he kept licking my clit as he slipped a finger inside my vagina. He held his palm inverted so the finger pointed towards his nose by the feel of it. His questing finger found a spot in there that sent an electric jolt straight to my clit and nipples. In a dozen minutes or so I was coming again, this time even more wildly. I was shocked at the hoarse noises coming out of my mouth as my body writhed uncontrollably under his hands and mouth for what seemed like a sweet eternity until the spasms passed.
At that point, I expected him to fuck me again, and was quite looking forward to it. But he threw me another curve. Marty said: “Time to turn you over, Olivia, so I can have a chance to play with that gorgeous ass of yours.” I groaned in mortification at the thought of anyone seeing, let alone touching, my fat buttocks. However, I was so spent from coming three times like a madwoman in the past half hour that I couldn’t muster an objection. So he gently rolled me over and spread my legs, with me blushing like crazy at the embarrassment of him seeing my bare bottom. He sat down between my splayed legs. Soon my distress increased as he began gently stroking my ass cheeks. He murmured: “So beautiful and perfectly feminine…They have just the right amount of padding, these delicious moons…So much sexier and more womanly than those other track girls. Except for that black sprinter Kaisha, whose butt is the only one nearly as spectacular as my dear Olivia’s…”
His touch felt wonderful, like nothing that part of me had ever experienced except when my Mother stroked my bottom after spanking it. But I was almost squirming with discomfort at how much I hated anybody looking at my butt, let alone fondling it and talking about it. But as usual my submissiveness carried the day. So I just lay there and took it for God-knows how many minutes. Then it got even worse. Marty began covering the same territory his hands had just navigated, only this time with his mouth. He was honest-to-God kissing and gently licking every bit of my massive buttocks. So this new outrage was going on, which mortified me even more. Then one of his hands had begun massaging my clit while the other had gone back inside me with a couple of fingers to find that amazing spot on the front side of my vagina. Before he had even finished kissing one of my buttocks I came like a freight train. Then I orgasmed a second time just as his lips and tongue reached the very bottom crease of my other ass cheek. Then, worst of all, he kept fingering my pussy inside and out as his tongue made its way down my ass crack, and he actually began licking my bottom hole. It felt amazingly good and sexy, but I was so grossed out by the thought of it that I could hardly contain myself. Then it got even worse as he began actually fucking me there with his tongue. Suddenly I came again, even harder. My whole hips convulsing wildly around him as I screamed into the mattress for a long, long time before I collapsed.
When I came back to my senses, I heard him murmuring: “That’s how a gorgeous womanly ass like Olivia’s ought to be treated! And I’m going to do it every day, whether she likes it or not…” I was mystified as to why he would possibly feel that way or want to do that. But the nice thing about being a submissive is that I didn’t even imagine I could have an objection. Marty said: “I have to fuck you now, I’m just too turned on to wait any longer!” I heard the sounds of his track suit coming off and the condom being ripped open and put on. Soon I felt his cock head rubbing my twat just like it had the day before. I wanted it in my so bad, and it felt different from behind, especially knowing his hips were touching my gross butt, but it was still wonderful. He pulled me up onto my hands and knees as we were fucking. Soon one of his hands found my clit while the other started playing with my repulsive breasts. They dangled loose in that position, grossing me out with how big and fat they were. But I couldn’t hold on to my disgust for long in the face of how good the things he was doing to me felt. Soon I was coming again, howling like an frenzied animal. This time, he joined me, his own hoarse cries of pleasure sounding surprisingly like my own freaky noises. Finally we both collapsed onto the mattress, truly spent.
For three months, that was pretty much how it went with me and Marty. He would wait outside the girls’ gym for me and guide me to his van and we would drive to the hidden spot. First he would make love to my breasts, pussy, and ass with his hands and mouth. Then he would fuck me once until we both came a final time. After which we would get our clothes on and he would drive me home. We didn’t communicate aside from these trysts. He never asked me out on a date, and on the weekends I never saw him. Somehow word got out such that other guys stopped pestering me, though I never knew how. But I was as grateful for that as I was for the mind-blowing sex I had with him five times a week for over four months. After the last time, the day before his graduation, he held me naked once we had both come and talked to me:
“Olivia, I know you are a shy girl, and that you hate your body, regardless of what I say or feel about it. I just want you to hold on to the memory that I think you are the most beautiful girl I have ever been with. You have a wonderful, strong, responsive body, with beautiful breasts and buttocks that deserve to be cherished the way I have. We won’t be seeing each other again. But I want you to remember that the way I have treated you sexually is the way you deserve to be made love to. You shouldn’t be with guys who don’t realize that.”
With that said, he drove me home and gave me one last kiss. I never saw or heard from him again to this day. I still feel eternally grateful to Marty. Though I do often wonder whether he had any sense of how much deeper my submissiveness went than he ever plumbed. His example and admonitions did seem to empower me in a different way through the rest of high school. I was able to say ‘no’ to guys who didn’t approach me sensitively. So many fewer of them hit on me after he was gone that I still wonder if he made some sort of threat that scared them off. But I suppose I’ll never know the answer to that one. In any case, from the end of my sophomore year through graduation I managed to avoid having to have sex, except with myself. My masturbations always focused on what Marty had done to me. Though as time went on, as I neared orgasm, an older fantasy would intervene. My mind would always jump to the scene of my Mother holding my wrists as my Stepfather took down my panties and paddled my bare ass bent over the dinner table. I could hardly allow myself to know that this persistent fantasy was an indicator of where my erotic life probably needed to head.
CHAPTER FOUR
So my experiences with Marty somehow empowered me to avoid the sexual minefields awaiting a girl as submissive as me in a world of horny single-minded guys. The rest of the way through high school, I did my schoolwork and ran cross country and track like a demon. I got baby sitting jobs to keep me busy on weekend nights and save money, and kept my profile as low as I could as far as boys were concerned. I missed the killer sex Marty had taught me to enjoy. But I had no illusions that normal high school boys were at all likely to afford me what he had introduced me to. So I kept them at arm’s length without regret. College admissions time rolled around, and my Mother was still giving me the cold shoulder. So I went ahead and made my plans without her input or any expectation of her support. My good grades and test scores combined with all-State honors in cross country and track to garner scholarship offers from many top schools. I intentionally selected the best offer from the furthest school away from my home town. I left home for good on a full scholarship with close to ten thousand dollars in the bank. When she dropped me off at the airport, my Mother said: “I guess you’re on your own now…” I looked her square in the eye and replied: “I’m used to it. I hope you’re happier when I’m gone.” She surprised me by looking actually tearful, and almost whispered: “I’m sorry I couldn’t do better…” I shocked myself even more when I responded: “I am too, but maybe you weren’t cut out for it. I’ll be fine now, so go ahead and live your own life.” As far as I know she has. I heard through the grapevine that my Stepfather moved back in shortly after I left. I’ve never even called or heard from them since.
So I found myself at a hoary ivied prestigious liberal arts college in the Northeast, suddenly plunged into student life knowing not a single soul. My dormitory suite-mates were all prep-school debutante types. They didn’t quite know what to make of the quiet California girl who kept her nose in her books and her body on the running trails and track. I made a few friends, all outliers like myself and continued to get all A’s while maintaining a low profile in classes. But I absolutely fell in love with the amazing educational opportunities. I ended up double-majoring in English Literature and Psychology. In the midst of my Junior year I wrote a paper that sent my life down a fascinating new direction.
My sex life had continued to be exclusively auto-erotic. But over time the fantasy of being spanked as my sine qua non for getting off became steadily more compelling. It caused me to investigate the world of BDSM erotica. Soon I had begun to accumulate a hidden stash of paperbacks in which submissive girls were getting their bottoms bared and chastised in all manner of creative ways. Then the combination of creative writing and psychology caused me to take a truly audacious risk. This paid off in ways I suspect I might have hoped for, but only unconsciously. I had been researching the psychology of sexual submission, and decided to use what I had learned to write a faux-memoir short story for an English professor whom I really admired. Dr. Davidson was a fortyish blonde woman whom I knew to be married to one of my Psychology professors. They were a very fit, attractive couple whom I had seen working out at the gym and holding hands at the weekly art-films the campus provided. In fact, one time when the crowd had been dispersing after a particularly sensuous Italian film, I had seen them with their arms around each other’s waists and each with a hand clearly enjoying a feel of the other’s ass. I will confess to entertaining a fantasy of them making love, wondering if they did the sort of things that Marty had taught me to enjoy.
So I wrote this story, and you probably won’t be surprised that it was about a teenage girl whose parents punished her for not eating by bending her over the dinner table for bare-bottom spankings. I even included the part about her beating off afterward every time while listening to her Mother and Stepfather fucking noisily in the room next door. Some of the other students in the class had written some pretty daring stories dealing frankly with sex. So I decided to throw caution to the winds and follow the advice given to all new authors to write what you know best. My paper got an A. Though I did note that I was not asked to read it aloud to my fellow students, much to my relief. What did happen was that Dr. Davidson attached a post-it-note asking me to meet with her in her office that evening at five to discuss what I had written.
When I tapped on her door, my heart was racing with apprehension, not having any idea what to expect. Was she going to probe me to find out if the story was real and recommend that I get into counseling again? Did she think I was a secret whack-job? We had never spoken privately, and I had no idea whether she was aware that I had something of a crush on both her and her dishy husband. She opened the door and greeted me with a warm smile and a firm handshake. Then she beckoned me to sit on the small couch in her book-lined office, closing and locking the door behind me. She offered me some herbal tea and took some herself, and sat down with me on the couch. We both sipped the warm comforting beverage as she inspected me curiously with her wide-cornflower-blue-eyed gaze. Finally she got to the point: “Olivia, your paper was very interesting to me. Can you tell me something about how it came to pass?” I felt totally disarmed by her friendly demeanor, and impulsively decided to simply tell her the truth. She drew me out skillfully, not only eliciting the story I had retold. She also found out about my relationships before and including Marty, and my complete lack of subsequent sexual activity in the four years since.
An hour had passed before I realized it, and my tea had grown cold when I finally stopped. I was appalled at how much I had revealed to her sympathetic gaze and gentle inquiry. She reached out a comforting hand to pat my arm, and said: “You are an amazing young woman, Olivia. I think you might benefit from an introduction to a very discreet society here on campus that is expert in how to appreciate people like yourself. My husband and I belong, as do several other faculty couples and local professionals. We meet at our homes from time to time to provide submissive naughty girls, myself included, with the kind of attention they most need but are frightened to actively seek out.” My heart literally soared at this implied invitation. But my innate caution caused me to temporize: “What kind of attention do you mean, Dr. Davidson?” She smiled conspiratorially, as if to acknowledge my gambit. My professor responded: “I suspect you would find it very arousing to be in a group of bad girls having their skirts raised and panties lowered in front of an audience of appreciative men and women. You could then either watch, or join them in being bent over and have your bottoms quite thoroughly spanked. After which you would all be brought to orgasm many times in a variety of ways by the men and women who had enjoyed delivering or watching your spankings. If I am correct in my estimation of you, your pussy should be sopping wet right now at just hearing my description of what would happen to your naked rear end in such an activity. Am I not right?”
As submissive as I was, I seemed to access a bit of pure audacity. I simply held her gaze and took her hand and guided it under my skirt to my crotch so she could feel for herself. Her touch almost made me swoon. She sighed and leaned in and kissed me, and it was so delicious I thought I was going to pass out. Her other hand found my tits, and soon we were making out right there on her office couch. My very first lesbian experience seemed to be taking place. Only minutes thereafter, I found myself having the best orgasm I had felt since Marty. Dr. Davidson fondled my clit while massaging my tits, stifling my sounds of pleasure with her fierce kiss. Once my spasms had passed, she frantically stripped off her clothes and mine. Then I was treated to the novel sight of her blonde pussy descending over my face as she straddled my head with her thighs on the couch while burying her face in my crotch. I loved the smell and taste of her, and simply followed what she did to my own pussy as my tongue circled her clit. My fingers probed her vagina, hunting for that spot that Marty had taught me about. In a few minutes we were both coming like crazy. A little corner of my mind hoping nobody was walking by her office, since I’m sure our sounds of passion would have been audible. She kept right on eating me, though a bit more languidly, and I followed her lead. About half an hour later we both orgasmed again, and I was truly spent.
She sighed and got up, pulling me into an embrace as she said somewhat ruefully: “Well, I suppose I’ve gone and violated the faculty ethical code yet again. And I can only plead how lovely you are and how impossibly attracted I am to you. So I gather from this interlude that you would be interested in attending our little naughty soiree some future Saturday night at my house?” I nodded my assent, and she replied: “Well, good! Let’s get you dressed and I’m afraid I will have to phone my husband and confess what’s happened here. I’m sure he will enjoy you just as much as I have. But I’ll leave the two of you to work that out between you, though I always tell him everything about my little peccadilloes. As you might suspect, that will likely mean my own bottom will be in for a good deal of painful attention later tonight, but that’s his department.” I actually hadn’t given this a thought. But the knowledge that she got spanked as well certainly whetted my appetite for further contact with this couple that had so intrigued me.
Professor Davidson (I still didn’t know her first name) took out her cell phone and hit a speed dial number. She said: “Hi, love. Sorry to bother you, but I’ve had a bit of a lapse here, and knew you would want to be informed as soon as possible…No, it involves that student who wrote the fascinating memoir about being spanked…Yes, Olivia is her name, and she and I got into a discussion about it, and about her possibly auditing our little BDSM cabal, and one thing led to another…Yes, I’m afraid we ended up naked on my office couch, eating each other to a couple of killer orgasms…I see…well, I’ll ask her.” She turned to me, her Scandinavian complexion blushing red and said: “He wants me to inform you that I am to come home immediately to receive a severe spanking. He feels that as the victim of my lapse you should be invited to observe my punishment. Will you join us?”
I was fascinated at this prospect. So I responded: “Well, I hardly feel assaulted, since I put your hand on my crotch in the first place. But I would be very interested to participate in whatever he has in mind.” She smiled knowingly and said softly: “Be careful what you ask for, Olivia...but I will pass on your assent.” She took up the cell phone and went on: “She says she would be very interested to participate in whatever you have in mind…Okay, dear, we’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” She hung up the phone and sighed as she pulled on her coat: “Olivia, you may as well call me Daphne. After all, you are shortly going to be seeing me in the most undignified position I can imagine. We’ll take my car, since our house is a few miles away up in the hills.”
My heart was pounding as I accompanied her down several flights of stairs and into the parking lot. There she let me into an appropriately eco-friendly Prius for a liberal arts faculty member. She chatted amiably as we drove, explaining that her husband’s family was quite wealthy for generations. So I should not be surprised that her house was not the typical modest faculty dwelling. Indeed, we arrived at an honest-to-God mansion on top of a small knoll. She triggered an automatic gate and we drove up a gently curving driveway to park in a huge bottom-floor garage along with another Prius, a Land Rover, and what I think was an Aston-Martin V12 Vanquish. I realized that she was not exaggerating. I had entered the world of old money. We used a key card to let ourselves into a small elevator. It took us up two floors and opened into a marble-floored foyer. There my to-die-for psychology professor awaited us.
I had known him as Doctor Davidson as well. But he smiled warmly and shook my hand, saying: “Olivia, you may call me Eric. Welcome to our home, though I suspect the circumstances of your visit may seem a bit odd…Please come with me into my study, where we can all sort this unfortunate situation out. Daphne, can you please fetch us all something to drink and join us there?” She offered me some sherry, which I accepted. Then she poured glasses for herself and her husband as well from a well-stocked bar in the foyer. We all trooped down a well-lit wood paneled hallway and through a mahogany door into an amazing room. The ceilings must have been twelve feet tall, with bookshelves covering every inch of wall space and library ladders on rollers to reach the thousands of obviously well-read volumes. A fire crackled warmly in a large hearth in front of a comfortable couch flanked by two easy chairs with ottomans all covered in the same soft brown leather. The lighting was warm and subtle, and the whole atmosphere was one of quiet elegance and comfort.
Eric motioned us to sit on the sofa, as he took one of the deeply cushioned chairs. I thrilled inwardly at the scent and buttery softness of the leather as we sat down. Clearly, this was a different world of material luxury than anything I had ever experienced. He then spoke to his wife: “Daphne, my naughty girl, why don’t you tell us exactly what happened with our young friend Olivia this afternoon in your office.” She took a slug of the sherry, which was a nutty amontillado that I was quite enjoying myself. Then she told the story pretty much exactly as I remembered it. He interrupted her once to clarify: “So, let me see if I’ve got this right. You made that rather suggestive reference to Olivia’s pussy and its predicted state of arousal. Then she took your hand and placed it there to confirm your prescience. And the rest, as they say, was history (or, to put it more exactly, reproductive biology, at least of a lesbian sort).”
We both nodded our assent, each feeling somewhat ashamed to hear it recounted in his ironic fashion. His warm green-eyed gaze rested on us with clear devilish delight at the situation. Eric went on: “So, dear wife, what do you think should be your consequences for this rather major transgression of professional ethics?” She knocked back the rest of her sherry, squared up her shoulders and addressed him almost defiantly. “I should be stripped and bent and my bare bottom given the paddling of its life, followed by your usual compensation for disciplinary services. All of this while Olivia is watching me receive my just desserts, since she was the victim of my loss of control.” He nodded and replied: “Very well, Daphne. Select the instrument of your chastisement and ready yourself. I will do my best to discipline you as you require.”
My English professor stood, looking radiant with her short blonde hair in a halo around her flushed face. She proceeded to unbutton and remove her matronly white silk blouse, followed by her preppy muted plaid skirt and practical pumps. Next came her panty hose, leaving her firm but overtly feminine body clad only in a scant black brassiere and matching thong. She undid the bra, releasing breasts every bit as big as my own. Her thong went last, revealing the damp blonde pussy I had eaten twice less than an hour earlier. Once she was naked, she turned and walked to a four-foot wide double-doored cabinet against a wall. It opened to reveal neatly ordered racks of implements for punishing naughty bottoms. She selected a black leather paddle whose business end was the size of a large man’s hand, and which had a six inch round leather handle.
As Daphne was walking away from us to the cabinet, I realized that her butt was at least as big as mine, perhaps even a little bigger. What’s more, it was slightly jiggly (unlike my own, since I worked like hell to keep mine firm even if it was fat). This was in spite of all the exercise I had seen her giving it at the gym on the Stairmaster. I was shocked that her own tits and ass were just as fat as mine, and not nearly as tightly toned. And yet she seemed kind of proud to be strutting around naked in front of both of us. A glance at Eric showed me he was totally approving of the sight of his nude wife, as the rather large bulge in his pants clearly indicated. She handed him the paddle with a partly-amused, partly fearful, and partly smoldering look in her face. Then Daphne positioned an ottoman right in front of where he sat before the fire. She knelt on one end of it and placed her knees as far apart as they would go, and bent over to rest her breasts on the soft leather. At last she lay her cheek down on the cushion facing him, and placing her hands on the muted Oriental carpet.
This position put Daphne’s ass cheeks in the most flagrantly displayed state I had ever seen. Each of them was a perfectly spherical white moon, and they were stretched tautly by the position such that all the jiggle was taken out of them. Her lightly-furred blonde pussy was totally prominent (and moist with arousal). As well, her deep ass crack, he smooth white inner thighs, and even her little brown anus, were flagrantly on display. Eric sat forward on the front edge of his chair, his knees touching the ottoman, and ran his right hand lasciviously over her quivering cheeks. He murmured: “Such lovely sensitive buttocks, and now they must be made to suffer long and hard for the malfeasances of their owner. You are to play with your pussy while I spank you. Your punishment will go on until you come twice, which I for one hope takes a very, very long time.”
The bent and naked blonde moaned in mortification as she snaked her right hand between her legs. There I could clearly see everything that went on as she masturbated right out where Eric and I could witness even tiniest movement of her self-pleasuring. He turned to me and said conspiratorially: “She actually likes to be made to play with herself while she is taking her medicine, especially if other women are watching. My wife is more than a bit of an exhibitionist, as you can see…” Another moan escaped her lips as she said: “Eric, please…” His paddle descended with a shockingly loud crack on her right ass cheek as she yelped and writhed. He said fiercely: “Oh, it will please me a great deal to give this wicked rear end exactly what it deserves, my naughty, naughty wife!” He then proceeded to paddle the daylights out of her spacious bottom cheeks, which rapidly darkened from their original ivory through lighter pink shades toward red.
I was absolutely enthralled by this spectacle. My English professor’s large round buttocks danced and quivered involuntarily to the tune of his paddle, which worked its way out from the centers of her writhing cheeks. By the fiftieth spank, which I was unconsciously counting, her soprano cries of pain gave way to the shouts of orgasm. Eric spanked lustily away through her last spasm before taking a breather. He stroked her now-quite-red bottom cheeks with his right hand while his left caressed her tear-stained facial cheeks. Her husband murmured: “Such a naughty girl, but she is taking her punishment so bravely. Too bad she has even more to endure. Why, I predict it could take another hour for her to get herself off again. After all, my little slut of a wife has already having come twice with her student before we even began. But perhaps Olivia would be willing to help out and shorten our poor Daphne’s plight?”
I was surprised to be addressed directly. I was lost in my own erotic reverie of savoring her spanking while inwardly imagining myself in her place. I stammered out: “Of course I’ll help…what would you like me to do?” Eric replied: “Well, we could have our miscreant girl go up on hands and knees. Then you could sit next to her on the opposite side from me, and play with her lovely titties with one hand and her pussy with the other. I suspect she’d come a lot more quickly that way than if we left her to diddle herself. I can tell my randy little bisexual wife is quite taken with you. So your participation will undoubtedly sweeten the pot for her and allow her to cash in her chips a good deal earlier, as it were.” I was happy to oblige, and seated myself on the floor. My own crossed knees were against the bottom of the ottoman, and Daphne’s naked torso was directly in front of my head. She had raised her shoulders up to assume the position her husband suggested. Her generous C-cup breasts dangled freely, looking quite seductive to me. I started by using both hands on them, trying to remember what Marty had done with mine. I savored their heft as they hung free from her slender chest, their nipples flagrantly erect. Then I slipped my left hand in between her legs and found her clit. I tried to remember the strokes and tempo I had seen her use on herself, since every girl knows her own body best in that way. She felt slippery with the juices of her arousal, and I could smell the rich scent of them as I fingered her and felt her hips move to the rhythm of my erotic massage.
Daphne started to moan and writhe as her husband looked on approvingly. Then he took up his paddle again and resumed her spanking. I could feel each blow transmitted by her involuntary reaction to it, and started timing my caresses of her crotch and nipples to the paddling. She yelled with each blow, her soprano: “Aahh!” filling the room above the crackling of the fire. Tears were soon streaming down her flushed face once again. I tried to sharply pinch one of her nipples each time a spank fell on her bottom. This tactic was based on reasoning that the sensation would counteract the pain of her spanking. I remembered how much I had enjoyed it when Marty was rough like that with my own tits so many years before. Apparently, whatever I was doing worked, since she came again in less than a hundred swats of the paddle. This time Daphne was yelling and writhing so hard she almost fell off the ottoman before she was quiet at last.
I was fascinated by my teacher’s sweat-soaked body, which I caressed as she caught her breath. Her flushed and aroused husband subjected her flaming bottom cheeks to a similar soothing stroking. He murmured: “There, now, sweet Daphne, all is forgiven. Your only remaining trial is to give me my just reward for laboring so hard on behalf of your proper discipline.” She sighed and said: “Very well, dear, where would you like me?” He replied: “I think bent over with your hands holding the edge of the library table. Your legs should be spread so Olivia can continue ministering to your breasts and crotch while I bugger you. It seems she is quite adept in that role, don’t you think?” The voluptuous blonde had stood up by then and smiled at me warmly through her remnant tears. She responded: “Oh, God yes, she’s clearly a natural at it. Especially since I don’t think she’s ever made love to a woman before, am I right, dear?” I assured her she was, and she gave me an appreciative little hug. Then we made our way over to the table in question. It was a massive oak antique with a broadly rolled edge that she could easily grasp.
Once her legs were spread as wide as they could, Daphne made an ungodly sexy vision. Her bright red spanked ass was thrust out, and her blonde pussy still glistened with her arousal. This time I was positioned sitting cross-legged under her body, with her pendulous boobs just at my head height. Eric suggested I use my mouth on them as well as a hand, with the other hand reserved for her clit. So I happily began suckling the soft white mounds as their owner moaned at the sensation. I discovered that I could put two fingers inside her vagina and use my thumb on her clit and reach her G spot. That was how she had named it to me when I found it while we were doing our sixty-nine in her office. Marty had used mine to get me off more powerfully but never talked about it. I heard Eric uncapping a jar of lubricant, and craned my neck to watch. He lowered his Levis and underpants and took out his cock, which was quite a bit bigger than Marty’s had been. It would certainly have scared me if it were going up my ass. He got it all slick and shiny, and then worked a dollop of the Vaseline into his wife’s butt hole. Then my Psych prof positioned himself with his legs spread and his cock in position to plunder my English prof’s back door.
I couldn’t see what was happening from my spot under her torso. But I could feel Daphne’s body tighten and her mouth emit a rising groan as he pushed inside her. In a minute she was making little shouting gasps as he drove inside her bottom, his big strong hands gripping her inflamed buttocks relentlessly. He moaned: “God, this feels so hot and tight and delicious. And I so love the feel of your burning ass against my thighs, my darling…” He proceeded to fuck her ass without pause, roaring with pleasure on each thrust. Within a few minutes it became clear that this was a major turn on for her too. She started coming far more wildly than any of the other four times I had experienced with her. This seemed to push him over his own edge as well. His rhythmic cries turned into one long howl as he emptied his balls into her quivering backside before slumping over her sweat-beaded back.
I slipped from beneath them and sat back down on the couch, feeling more than a bit dazed by the intensity of what I had just experienced. I was also aware that I was as turned on as I had ever been in my entire life. Eric sighed contentedly as he withdrew his cock from his wife’s backside. Then he slipped his underpants and Levis back on before turning to me. He said: “And now we come to our guest, the lovely Olivia. I wonder what she thinks should happen now?” Daphne had stood up and embraced her husband, her voluptuous feminine nakedness contrasting with his clothed masculinity. She looked at me quizzically before asking: “Yes, dear Olivia, what is your desire as to which direction to head from here? I could take you back to your dorm, or we could find some other way of entertaining you…”
My moment of truth had arrived. And my state of arousal told me that there was only one answer to their implied question. So I took a deep breath before I finished the last of my sherry. Then I looked them both in the eyes and said: “I think I was equally guilty about what happened in Daphne’s office. So shouldn’t I receive exactly the same punishment as she did?” I felt almost faint at the thought of what I had just volunteered for. But the surge of lubrication that flooded my pussy told me I had made the proper choice, at least as far as that part of me was concerned. The approving looks on both of their faces told me I had said just the right thing to their lights as well. Daphne came over to me and offered me a hand to stand up. She stroked my face and said: “Very well, lovely Olivia. I think that is wonderfully courageous of you to prescribe such a through punishment for your first sexual spanking. We will do our best to make it just the experience you know you need. Let’s get you out of these clothes and give Eric a look at what he has to work with. I’m quite confident he won’t be disappointed.”
I felt as though I was in a trance as for the second time that day she helped me pull off my sweater and tee shirt and unzipped my long warm skirt. My bra and panties were next, and last my knee socks. There I stood, mortified to be naked in front of their friendly, hungry eyes. But I was also totally turned on at what was about to happen. Eric sighed and said: “My God, Daph, you’re right…she couldn’t be more lovely! The perfect combination of taut firmness and gorgeous female breasts and buttocks. You’ve brought me a masterpiece to work on!” I felt amazingly pleased by his compliments, though the eating disorder part of me totally thought he was just buttering me up. But then again, he seemed to appreciate his wife’s body a lot, and mine was certainly no worse. I decided to accept his approval for the time being, and allowed Daphne to guide me to the ottoman.
She positioned my knees spread as wide as the leather surface would accommodate. I felt more exposed than I had ever been in my life, my drooling pussy sticking right out there for anyone to see just how much of a little slut I was. My predecessor on the ottoman noted my reaction to this, and taunted me gently: “Oh, look, Eric! She’s just as wet as she could be at the thought of what’s about to happen to her naughty little tushy, come feel!” Soon I was even more embarrassed to feel his fingers in my twat, which he then sucked. After which he murmured: “You’re right, and doesn’t she taste and smell delicious…I can see why you had to eat her out twice before you had enough, my randy little vixen of a wife! But let’s get her in position. Make sure she remembers that she has to play with herself until she comes in order for her first spanking to end.”
Daphne guided me by my shoulders to lower them to the ottoman, whose delicious leathery smell filled my nostrils. I turned my head toward Eric, who had sat back down on his chair. He spoke: “Now let’s put that right hand between your legs, dear, so we can all see how you play with yourself. Has anyone ever watched you masturbate before?” I wonder if you can imagine how embarrassed I felt as I shook my head miserably, flushing as red as Daphne’s bottom had just looked. He picked up on this, of course, and decided with what I later discovered to be his usual playful sadism to capitalize on my extreme mortification. The handsome psychology professor on whom I had developed at least as much of a crush as I had on his wife went on. “Dear wife, I think a slight change of plans is in order. Our little firecracker here is likely to come in a second judging by the state of her naughty little pussy. I think you should pick out a paddle to match mine. Then we should start out by each using a hand to stroke and get to know each of these perfectly spectacular moons until she orgasms from playing with herself. That way she will know that we both have seen exactly what a little submissive slut she is without the distraction of spanking her quite yet. As a bonus, both of her spankings should then take considerably longer! So I thought we could deliver the first one together to share the experience of delivering the very first erotic punishment for such delightful buttocks.”
I could not suppress a moan of total embarrassment at hearing this. But I was a good little submissive and reached my right hand between my legs to comply. Soon, I felt each of their hands on my butt cheeks. His seemed harder and calloused, and hers softer and lighter in its touch. To tell the truth, they both felt delicious. The sensation took me back to the ass-worship that Marty had done back there five nights a week for four months four years earlier. The instant I thought about that precious history, I started coming like a little demon for what seemed like forever as their gentle hands continued exploring every nerve ending of my buttocks. I was sure it must look absolutely enormous with my legs spread so far and my torso completely bent forward. At last, my spasms died down, and Eric spoke: “Doesn’t she come nicely, Daph? I can’t wait to make her do it in front of our entire cabal as soon as possible. They would all love to see what a responsive little slut she is, especially when she touches her own pussy. But now, the fun is over, at least for her. You and I can get to work giving this perfect ass just the medicine it knows it needs.”
This was all impossibly sexy for me. Especially so because they were so emphasizing my sexuality on display whether I liked it or not. This seemed to unlock some storeroom of erotic energy inside me. Being made to touch myself, being made to totally expose my disgustingly large ass and have it commented on and stroked and complimented, being made to bring myself to orgasm in front of them…all of these turned me on more than I could ever have imagined possible. But that was to pale compared to what happened next. My first real sexual spanking began. The first blow was struck by Eric, from his seat perched on the front of the big comfortable chair. First I felt his left hand come gently to rest on the small of my back, as if to steady himself, or me perhaps. But it felt warm and somehow comforting. The next thing I felt whooshed me back to all the times I was bent over the dining table. A loud smack accompanied a fierce pain in the center of my left buttock.
It was the same, but it was totally different. Since this time if I was being exploited it was with my fervent consent, and in the midst of the sexiest experience I had ever had in my life to that point. I gasped but didn’t cry out at first. I mean, the actual pain was minor compared to what I was accustomed to every day during my runs. Daphne’s right hand joined her husband’s on the opposite side of my waistline. Then her own paddle kissed my right bottom cheek with just as much force as her much larger husband had brought to bear on my sensitized ass. That time, I found a sound escaping my lips, just a small exhalation of “Oww!” I suspect it was much like I had probably vocalized when my mother spanked me when I was really small. They both stopped after one spank and put down their paddles to trace the marks they had made on my nearly-decade-long-unspanked bottom cheeks. They were no doubt totally white when the spanking started. Eric murmured: “They couldn’t be more lovely, could they! And now we get to make them dance for a very long time and turn them a very bright red!”
This appreciative little taunt brought me back to the reality of my current circumstance. Which was that I had to frig myself to an orgasm in order to end the first bout of punishment I had been promised. I got industriously to work with my right hand on my clit. I wished I could reach inside to my G-spot like I had with Daphne, since I knew that would speed matters along. But as it turned out, that wasn’t such a big deal at all. I guess being spanked in this way by these two gorgeous people on whom I already had such a big crush was an unforeseeable turn-on. The pain was intense, but seemed to send electrical jolts right to my clitoris. I found myself making different sorts of involuntary sounds. They were much more along the lines of the noises I used to make when Marty was wringing killer orgasms out of my passive body in his van. The heat built in my rear end, which was throbbing with every beat of my racing heart. My ass was feeling more and more enormous as it swelled under the fierce kisses of their paddles. Arousal seemed to build in me right along with my bottom’s inflammation. I doubt if fifty spanks had fallen on each of my butt cheeks before I was howling and writhing with my orgasm. I dimly sensed it required both of their hands to hold me on the ottoman until my passion was spent.
I was floating on a pleasure cloud of endorphins while my breath began to calm and my heart rate slowed. Daphne said, almost reverentially: “My God, Eric, she has to be the most natural bottom I’ve ever seen or heard of! I’ve never seen anyone get off on being spanked like that before, have you? And that ass of hers, dancing so charmingly but so strong and toned that it never even jiggled! I could punish it again just for putting mine to shame!” His hands joined hers in stroking my burning buttocks, feeling deliciously cool against my throbbing skin. He replied: “You’re right, dear, she’s a miracle. I think I understand why you found her so irresistible. Though that doesn’t make me take back any of what your own lush rear end just underwent. But now, let’s get her up on her hands and knees so you can play with her titties and pussy. We’ll see if she is as turned on by her second dose of punishment as she was by the first.”
I was frankly enthusiastic for this new torment to begin. The first had turned out to be a delightful revelation that my bottom was likely to be an erotic asset, regardless of how much I hated it for being so fat and feminine. I wanted Daphne’s hands on me, especially my tits. And I realized that I was already looking forward to taking his cock up my ass. That was even though no one had ever put anything more challenging than Marty’s tongue or my Mother’s rectal thermometer up there before. So it wasn’t long before I was writhing as her hands put my dangling boobs into play. Then Eric once again surprised me by leaning in to take my pussy in his mouth. This was an amazing turn on, and I was coming again within minutes. He showed just as much skill at going down on me as either Marty or Daphne had ever demonstrated. Only then did he sigh and say: “God, she is just so seductive! I had to take a little snack! But now the disciplinarian has to be more disciplined about punishing this naughty student properly.”
His wife worked her tousled short blonde-curled head under my tits to take one nipple in her mouth. Then her left hand toyed with my other boob while her right found my pussy in the same grip I had used on hers. Soon her thumb was circling my clit as two fingers fucked my G-spot, already warming up again. Then my second spanking commenced. Just having had three climaxes meant that even though I was as turned on as I thought humanly possible, it took many minutes for me to find my eventual release by coming a fourth time. I suspect Eric may have had a good half hour to spank my quivering buttocks. He took his time, clearly savoring every frisson of my rear end’s reactions to each of his paddle’s painful kisses until it was quiet before delivering the next. He said he kept count, and that I took over two hundred spanks to each side. I believe him, since I was sore for days and lightly bruised for almost a week. But at last I found myself screaming in pleasure as Daphne mercilessly attacked my nipples, one with her mouth and the other her hand. I came and came, the hardest yet until I thought I would pass out from the sheer pleasure of it.
They both pulled me into a cuddle on the couch, which felt delicious. The combination of her nakedness and his polo shirt and Levis was a fascinating contrast against my own nude skin. Then he got up and stripped, and I feasted my eyes on his body. It was muscular and perfectly toned, with a sexy hairy chest below his short salt-and-pepper beard and dark hair. His cock was rampant again, and once again I quailed at the thought of taking it up my virginal bottom hole. But I was determined to undergo every single thing I had seen her take on. So I simply got up, walked to the library table, and bent over into the same position as she had. There I was with my breasts hanging down and my legs spread as wide as possible, offering myself to them.
Eric said: “Well, dear, I suppose we should take a hint and get on with her sodomization, don’t you agree?” She did, and soon had taken her place beneath me. There her mouth could reach my tits without encumbrance, and her hands went to work on my pussy, one from inside, and one from without. I heard the Vaseline jar opening again and soon felt his finger on my butt-hole. He spread the lubricant as I groaned at the intrusion of his large digit in my previously unfingered anus. But as strange and invasive as that felt, it was nothing compared to what was coming. Soon I felt his massive cock-head nosing against my tight little virginal back passage. He murmured: “Try to relax, dear Olivia, since I am going to fuck the bejasus out of your bottom whether you like it or not…”
And that was exactly what he did. At first, I thought it was going to split me open. The terrifying stretch panicked me and made the strangest gasping screams come out of my mouth once his dick-head was all the way inside me. He stopped there and gave me time to accommodate to him. I thought this pause was out of consideration on his part until he moaned: “God, Daph, the way she is spasming around my cock head has to be the most amazing sensation since the first time I fucked your own sweet little tight ass…I’m going to stay right here and enjoy it until she calms down…” That must have taken several minutes, during which his wife was having her way with my boobs and pussy. Soon I was no longer freaked and instead rapidly heating up to the sexiness of my first butt-fucking. Once my hips were writhing in clear pleasure, Eric took that as his signal and pushed the rest of the way inside me. Once he was in to the hilt, I could feel the cool of his hairy thighs against the throbbing heat of my inflamed ass cheeks. From then on it was one long miracle of submissive joy. I lost count of how many times I came during the next half an hour. At last, he leaned forward to reach around and begin mauling my tenderized breasts with both hands. Meanwhile Daphne used both hands on my vagina and clit. Some minutes passed and I surged into one final shuddering orgasm. Only then did my dishy Psych prof roar his pleasure as he spewed into my newly violated rear end. At last he collapsed on top of me, both of us sticky with sweat in the warm room in front of the crackling fire.
We all disentangled, and we collapsed into a friendly naked cuddle on the couch. Eric cracked us both up by intoning: “I hope you naughty girls will let that be a lesson to you about the consequences of violating teacher-student boundaries…” Once we had all recovered our senses, I was helped into my clothes and given a ride back to the dorm. They departed with a final hug and a firm invitation to join them and their Cabal for further naughty BDSM fun and games a couple of weeks hence. Soon I was back in my single dorm room, laying on my stomach. I savored the delicious throbbing of my ass both inside and out, for the first time feeling it as totally loving. Then I masturbated myself to sleep just as I had when I was an abused teenager. This time, however, there was not a hint of the unhappiness of that girl, in spite of the similarities of the circumstance. I had been treated with the utmost of consideration and carefulness. And I knew damned well I was falling totally in love with both of them, which was just fine by me.
CHAPTER FIVE
So my new adult life as a self-recognized submissive got well and truly under way. I found myself obsessing about Daphne and Eric, to the extent that my usual iron-willed concentration on my schoolwork was suffering. My class with her wasn’t until Friday. By Wednesday, relief seemed too far out of sight. Who knew exactly when the kinky soiree to which I had been promised an invitation was going to happen? So I decided to take some action. I knew Eric was giving a lecture about his clinical research to an evening seminar that night. I attended, slipping in just before he began and sitting in the back so as not to seem too stalkerish. The talk was fascinating, detailing his investigations into the treatment of complex early-life trauma. By the end I was even more enthralled with him than I had been entering the lecture hall. The fact that his topic was essentially my own life story no doubt had something to do with the wave of attraction I felt to him. My stomach was full of butterflies as I waited silently for the audience to leave and the late questioners to disperse.
At last, we were alone in the large room. He was calmly packing up his notes and computer when he called up to me. “Olivia, please come down here so I can speak to you.” His tone was complex: slightly teasing, and slightly ominous. His calm brown eyes glinted with ironic energy as I approached the podium. He spoke: “I noticed you in the back immediately, and had a hard time concentrating on my talk knowing you were here. I wonder if you might be stalking me a bit?” I flushed crimson at the clean bust of my real intent. Words rushed out of my mouth in a jumble: “I know it’s way out of line! But I am a psych major and your talk was very interesting to me, especially since I think I meet the criteria for the disorder you were discussing. And you’re right that what I really wanted was to see you and talk to you and…” There I broke down and froze, since the remainder of that sentence involved confessing more than I felt I could possibly voice.
Eric held me in his calm, sardonic gaze, and replied: “I think I can guess the rest of that statement. So why don’t you come with me to my office and we can discuss your consequences for such audacious and presumptuous behavior.” My pussy immediately flooded as I realized that I was going to get exactly what I had been hoping for. I was in a happy daze as I followed his trim, muscular ass up the stairs. No doubt I was hoping I would get to see it without his regulation faculty khakis quite soon. Once we reached the hallway, he said in a matter-of-fact tone: “My office is on the top floor, and the building will be empty now, since the custodians come in the early morning. So we will have complete privacy to discuss your actions and what sort of consequences should most appropriately follow from them.” As we waited for the elevator, he went on: “You’ve been on my and Daphne’s minds all week. I’m glad you took the initiative to make contact. Though that is not going to spare that perfect ass of yours one bit of what is has coming for your presumption.”
During the ride up I was almost swooning with arousal. I adored sensing his powerful masculine presence right next to me, smelling his clean, manly scent, and imagining what was coming for my soon-to-be-naked rear end. Meanwhile, he got on his cell phone and called his wife: “Hi Daph…yes, it went great…but a little complication has arisen. Our naughty little Olivia decided to stalk me. So I’ll be administering her consequences in my office for the next hour or two. You can look for me sometime before midnight…Okay, I’ll pass that on to her…Love you too.” He turned to me as we left the elevator and said: “Daphne wants you to call her tomorrow. She says she’s interested in going on a run with you sometime this week.” I felt almost overwhelmed at the sudden prospect of extended contact with both of them as I entered her number into my cell phone once he dictated it to me. Then we had arrived at our destination.
I hadn’t realized he was the chairman of the psychology department, but that seemed by the placard on his door to be the case. We entered an outer office where he said the departmental secretary worked during the days. He locked the outer office door behind him, and unlocked his inner office door to let me in, following which that too was locked behind us. Clearly, we were to have complete privacy for whatever he had in mind for me. And I was literally swooning with arousal at the thought. Eric turned on a green-shaded desk lamp, which cast the book-infested and comfortably messy office into a pleasant glow. He drew the dark velvet drapes on the two windows of the no-doubt very desirable corner office whose daytime views of the New England countryside must have been spectacular. Then he turned on a small space heater, as the room was somewhat chilly. He remarked: “I only want you to be uncomfortable in the very specific ways I intend. So let’s chat a bit while it warms up in here before we get you out of those clothes and take care of your punishment.”
He beckoned me to sit in the small leather loveseat where he clearly did his reading. Then he took off his requisite leather-patched tweed jacket and unbuttoned and rolled up his shirtsleeves. That exposed those deliciously muscly forearms whose power I well remembered from the previous weekend. Eric then proceeded to question me about my reactions to our erotic interlude the past Friday. He elicited in detail every reaction I had to my first erotic spanking. These included all the times I masturbated to the memory of it and exactly what I thought about as I was coming each time. By the time my entire sordid story had been told, the room was almost toasty, and I was downright hot, so to speak. My Psych prof said: “Time to give our naughty Olivia exactly what she has bargained for. Please stand and remove your clothes, and bend over the desk for your first spanking.”
I was in a froth of arousal as I complied. My jacket, sweater, blouse, skirt, shoes, knee socks, bra, and thong soon piled on the love seat. Meanwhile he had cleared the books and papers off his desk to leave a clean surface for my spanking. Eric then took a slight detour, pulling me to him as he embraced me. He gave me a long, searching, delicious kiss as his hands roamed over my back side. They finally focusing on fondling my ass cheeks until I thought I’d die of anticipation. He broke loose and looked into my eyes up close, murmuring: “You are so unimaginably lovely and responsive, and I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time. But now your bottom must face the music for your presumption, don’t you agree?” I mutely nodded my assent and waited while he got up off the edge of the desk and guided me to bend over it. He instructed: “You are to hold the opposite edge of the desktop with your hands spread as wide as possible. Your legs are also to be splayed as much as you can. This will enable me to reach every morsel of that spectacular ass of yours when I spank it.” I complied, and he sighed and said: “God, you are just too beautiful like that to resist…”
I soon found out what he meant. His hands once again found my ass cheeks and began caressing them while his mouth engaged my sopping pussy. His tongue licked its way from my clit to my vaginal opening, and then made its delicious passage back down. He then sucked my vulva into his trimly bearded mouth, and circled my clit with his tongue until I vaulted into orgasm. My soft cries of pleasure filling the book-lined room for a minute or two before I fell silent. He stood back up with a satisfied sigh and remarked: “I guess I needed a snack to tide me over through your hand spanking. So now I am fortified to get to work on this onerous disciplinary task ahead of me. Let’s get started now, since we have a long ordeal ahead of us before you’re properly chastised.”
It’s hard for me to describe how sexy all this was for me. It still is, I guess; since as I retell it the story is giving me a totally wet pussy while I sit here and type. To be talked about the way he and she did, knowing that they were saying these unGodly sexy words and phrases about me, my body, its effect on them, and what they planned to do with it. They did it all specifically in order to turn me on, and it was the ultimate psych job to inflame my submissive little heart. Some subs tell me they thrive on being kept totally in the dark and just having things happen to them, even when blindfolded or wrapped in latex. But not me. I thrill to having my true erotic nature rubbed in my face verbally, and then physically as well. My most intimate, vulnerable places need to be treated to carefully administered excruciating attention, always with an accompanying play-by-play. I love a dominant’s carefully chosen words, and the tone and humor with which they’re spoken. The dialogue seems to galvanize my mind with what’s happening to my body. Eric and Daphne seemed to sense this from the start. I’m sure that’s a big part of why and how I fell so hopelessly in love with them.
So there I was, in my post-orgasmic state of bliss, bent over his table just as I had been by my Mother and Stepfather. I was feeling his large warm powerful right hand casually stroking every bit of my splayed ass cheeks. I knew from the previous spankings that he was preparing them. Eric was coaxing every nerve ending to its maximum sensitivity in order to fully appreciate the pain he was about to inflict. He would claim that he was just enjoying what he drove me crazy by insisting was the most gorgeous ass in the world, in spite of its obvious fatness. But he would have that glint in his eye that always meant he was messing with me, at least in part. He kept the caresses up until I was both purring from pleasure and almost nuts with anticipation of the coming pain. But I didn’t beg him that time, like he would make me do many times later. I just waited and took whatever he cared to administer to me, content in my submissive heaven to let his timing rule my fate.
He must have sensed my surrender, because that was when he struck. His hard powerful hand stung the center of my right buttock just as fiercely as the paddle had the night before. I yelped a little, and he stopped. He said: “There is an off chance the night watchman might make his rounds earlier than usual. So I think we’d better give you something to bite down on to bear the pain and stifle whatever noises you have to make.” He then went to the couch and picked up my black silk thong. This he carefully folded into a tight wad with the inside of its crotch turned outward. When he placed it in my mouth, I could taste the secretions of my arousal from all of the tantalization I’d had that whole evening, just as he intended. He stroked my cheek as he watched my face register what he had done. Then Eric murmured: “Can’t you understand why I just had to eat that pussy, given how delicious its juice is?”
Then the spanking resumed for good. He went at it with enthusiasm, moving his blows back and forth between my ass cheeks and distributing them such that the pain and inflammation built evenly around my disgustingly big nether moons. As he went along, they felt like they were getting even more gigantic with each throb of my racing heart. What surprised me was that each of those pulse-beats also seemed to engorge my pussy even more. This was especially so when he began ending each spank with a long caress extending down to fondle my crotch. By the time I had taken a hundred to each buttock, when his hand reached my clit I powered into orgasm. My cries of joy were muffled by the thong clamped between my teeth until I finally relaxed, feeling as though every muscle in my body had been wrung out.
I heard his zipper, and then felt his cock head rubbing up and down my pussy as he gathered my moisture on it. He leaned forward and whispered in my ear: “I’m going to fuck that sweet cunt of yours right now, Olivia. But you needn’t worry about me riding bareback. I’ve had a vasectomy and Daphne and I get routinely tested for STDs.” Frankly, I was in such a state of submissive bliss, that the thought of any sexual unsafety in what I absolutely wanted to have happen next hadn’t crossed my mind. I simply nodded my assent, thinking: “For God’s sake, fuck me!” He seemed to understand this, because he simply pushed that lovely large cock of his right inside me to the hilt, which felt like pure heaven. At first he held my hips roughly, seeming to savor their inflammation as he drove in and out of me for several minutes. All the while he groaned and murmured: “God, your pussy feels just as delicious as your ass! But I’ll have to do a side-by-side comparison after your second spanking, just to be safe…” I thrilled at the promise of even more naughty fun ahead. Even the thought of it, coupled with the residual pain of his manhandling of my well-spanked moons, pushed me over my edge again. I came even harder, and was secretly thrilled to hear and feel him get pulled along with me. My Psych prof at last pumped his load into the place that was actually designed to receive it for the first time.
Once he was done, Eric sighed. He murmured: “You are endlessly fuckable, sweet Olivia. But now I must get to the more serious phase of your spanking before I get to revisit that perfect ass of yours with my dick.” He then pulled out of me, leaving a surprising sense of void in that cavity that hadn’t been filled by a man’s phallus in almost four years. I heard him tucking his cock away and zipping up. Then he walked around to the desk in front of me and opened its center drawer between where my hands had left sweaty imprints. He rummaged a bit and took out a daunting-looking heavy old-fashioned wooden ruler an inch wide, a quarter inch thick, and eighteen inches long. He held it up for me to look at and said conversationally: “I use this on Daphne whenever I spank her here. She says she hates it the most, though it also makes her come the hardest. We’ll see if it works as well on your own wonderful bottom cheeks. They are just as big and gloriously feminine as hers but much firmer and more elastic. And I suspect your Mother and Stepfather never thought to spank the backs and insides of your thighs. Those regions are delightfully sensitive and responsive, as you will soon find out!”
Indeed I did. Eric laid into my whole backside with a vengeance over the next half hour. He started with my ass, which twitched and jumped as I felt increasingly frantic at the intense bands of searing pain laid down by the ruler that cracked so mercilessly against my unprotected bottom cheeks. But then I felt the same severe pain in the delicate hollow behind my right knee. That was the secret place which Marty had taught me to appreciate pleasurably so many years before. He worked his way methodically up the backs of my thighs. Then he produced even more frantic wriggling and muffled shouts from me as he found the angle to spank my inner thighs right up to the crease next to my pussy. After at least a hundred spanks, Eric changed tactics. He sat down on the floor between my spread legs, and started swinging vertically in contrast to the horizontal spanks he had delivered to that point. I got even more frantic and had to hold on tight to the edge of the desk in order not to give in to the impulse to protect my seared rear end. But clearly something else was going on as well. He reached up to begin finger fucking my pussy with his left forefingers as his thumb began encircling my clit. Immediately I started coming like a freight train for a good several minutes as he finished off my second spanking.
Eric walked back around to replace the ruler in the desk drawer. He took out a small tube of Vaseline, saying: “Guess whose bottom hole this has lubricated many passages of? And now you get to follow in Daphne’s footsteps, my lucky naughty girl. I want you to slip you right hand between your legs and play with yourself while I sodomize you. That way I can focus fully on enjoying that marvelous ass of yours without worrying about getting you off.” Of course I complied, and hardly unwillingly. Soon my back passage was getting its second fucking. It was much less scary even at first, and within a few minutes I was totally digging it. I loved the sheer submissive mind set of having my freshly spanked throbbing ass fucked by this gorgeous older man who had just eaten and pillaged my pussy. He took a long time to come, which meant I diddled myself to several orgasms before my last one seemed to provide the necessary extra stimulation to get him over the top one last time.
He collapsed on top of me, his shirt no doubt getting dampened by my sweaty back. He murmured in my ear: “You are perfect, sweet Olivia, and I could play with you like this for ever and ever. But it’s time to get us both home. Let’s get you dressed and I’ll drop you by your dorm.” That’s exactly what happened, and I slept even better than I had after our first scene. I drifted off fantasizing about what amazing things must be in store for me with this fascinating couple that I had stumbled across.
CHAPTER SIX
The next day, as soon as it was late enough not to seem too eager I called the number Eric had entered in my cell. Daphne picked up immediately. Her well-educated upper class voice responded: “This is Dr. Anderson.” I stammered into my phone: “Uh, hi, Dr. Anderson, this is Olivia…uh, Eric, I mean the other Dr. Anderson said I should give you a call about going for a run…” She laughed richly and said with conspiratorial warmth: “Don’t be silly, dear. After what we’ve shared, I think we are all entitled to be on a first name basis. It looks to be a gorgeous warm late fall day, and the leaves are spectacular. So I though this afternoon we could go for a run in the woods together, say about three o’clock?” My cross-country workout had already happened in the morning that day. I was fairly confident that my level of fitness was such that a second run with an older woman would not tax me. So I brightly assented, and we agreed to meet in our running clothes outside the gym.
Usually at this time of year it was most comfortable to run in sweats. But the temperature was pushing eighty degrees by that afternoon, most unseasonable for a New England October. So I showed up in shorts and a singlet over my sports bra and thong. Daphne was similarly attired, her short white-blonde hair floating in a halo around her classically beautiful Scandinavian face. She greeted me with a warm hug and a big smile. As we embraced, she murmured: ‘I’m so glad you and Eric hooked up last night…I’m afraid you are making my husband fall in love with you at least a little, just as I am. It is spicing our life together up quite delightfully. He must have fucked me for an hour and several killer orgasms after he got home from disciplining you, and I give you all the credit!”
I smiled a bit ruefully and replied: “I’m so glad you aren’t jealous…He is such a hunk, and it could be hard to share him...” She grinned back a bit wickedly and retorted: “Oh, I wouldn’t say I’m not jealous. But we will be handling that a bit later during our run. I thought we could take the ten K loop out past Flaming Hill. I know a little wooden bench next to a hidden spring out there where we can get a drink and take a breather.” My pussy immediately began to drool at the realization that something challenging was likely in store for my rear end. I smiled right back at her and said: “Whatever you think best for my proper instruction, Professor…”
So off we went, running easily and chatting as we loped along together. I was impressed at her fitness--she didn’t seem to be any more taxed than I was by the middling pace through the brilliantly leaved autumn forest. The air was warm and perfect, and in places the trail narrowed and I let her go ahead. I enjoyed the bounce and jiggle of her firm but robustly feminine ass in front of me. As we neared the maple-crowned knoll that gave the route its name, she motioned us off onto a barely visible track I had never noticed. She gestured me to run ahead while saying: “You already got a good ogle of my ass. Now I want to whet my appetite by watching yours, my sexy little submissive dream!” I could feel her eyes on my butt as I ran, and actually overcame my disgust about how fat it was enough to get turned on by her salacious gaze. Then we came into a small clearing and there was the bench and spring she had described. It was at least half a mile off the main track and nestled down into a hidden dell where no one was likely to find us, or even to hear anything that went on.
We stopped, both panting slightly, and drank from the spring. The water was deliciously cool and fresh. Then Daphne pulled me into her arms and engaged me in the most succulent, tender kiss. It went on for several minutes as her hands explored my back and buttocks. At last she broke free and looked at me up close with those intense cornflower-blue eyes of hers. She said: “You are so infinitely ravishable, dear Olivia. Now I have you right where I want you, alone in the woods where no one can hear us. Let’s get both of us out of these clothes and let me have my way with that amazing body of yours. You are barely breathing hard, and I’ve already had quite a workout, but I bet I can think of some ways to get your pulse up…” I had no doubt she could. And I totally wanted her to do anything she liked with me, since I was so in love with both her and her husband.
The warm fall air felt naughty and delicious against my skin once she had stripped me. Her pale nakedness looked so beautiful against the blazing autumn foliage surrounding us as she pulled me to sit with her on the little bench. Soon we were kissing passionately and her hands were devouring my tits and ass. Then she was pushing me to lie on my back on the bench. Once again I was treated to the erotic vision of her blonde pussy vaulting over my head to be lowered onto my face, and the simultaneous pleasure of her own skillful mouth descending on my erotic core. I loved the sweaty redolence of her, and ate and finger-fucked her pussy enthusiastically just as she was me until we both came like a couple of banshees. Soon the quiet of the wilderness descended on us. Our heart rates and breathing slowed while we inhaled each other’s heady musk.
At last Daphne pushed herself off of me and got a drink from the spring. After which she returned and sat down beside me and embraced me. She said: “I’m afraid you were not exactly right about me not being jealous of how much my husband likes your perfect young body, Olivia. You’re going to have to be punished now for being such a seductive little slut, I suspect you have realized.” I had in fact surmised that some painful attention to my rear end was very likely on the menu for the afternoon. I was quite excited to find out what it would be like to be punished outdoors in the beautiful woods. There was enough of a breeze that I didn’t think the sounds of my chastisement would carry to the trail. But the thought that someone might see my bottom getting tanned was as much of a turn-on as it was a terror. I simply looked her straight in the eyes and replied: “Tell me how you want my bottom so it can take what we both know it has coming to it.”
My beautiful professor looked at me with pure affection in her eyes and murmured: “You are such a treasure, dear girl, to so willingly offer yourself up to this wicked old woman to take out her envy on your perfect young body! We’ll start with you over my lap for a hand-spanking and diddling until you come again. Then I have an idea about something considerably more challenging that ought to properly chastise the parts of you that have so shamelessly seduced my wayward husband.” The thought of some unknown torment to come had me even hotter than the prospect of her hand warming my buttocks. I squirmed my way over her lap and settled in, resting my head on the bench facing toward her so we could see each other’s faces.
Daphne’s left hand snuck around my trim waist to find my pussy. There it settled in with a grip that enabled her index finger to reach my G spot while her thumb caressed my clit. This position caused her to lean forward enough that her tits grazed my lower back, which felt very sexy to me. Then her small feminine right hand began stroking my ass cheeks. They were still somewhat sore from their encounter with Eric’s ruler the night before. After getting a thorough feel of her target, she began lustily spanking away. This caused immediate heat and pain to rise in my already tender rear end. Her hand was so tiny, and my butt so huge, that even after a hundred spanks she had barely covered them a couple of times. Then I exploded into orgasm, writhing away on her lap. She spanked right on through it until she could feel the very last contraction inside my vagina. My English prof finally stopped, saying: “That’s your first lesson, you naughty little girl, but it is only a patch on what you have coming to you.”
My pussy predictably flooded even more at this ominous threat, even though I had literally just had a killer orgasm. It was beginning to seem my submissiveness knew no bounds, as future events were to demonstrate without a shred of doubt. Daphne cuddled and stroked me over her lap for a few minutes. Then she helped me to my feet and said: “I need to investigate the woods around us for the right spot and implements, and then I’ll come get you for the rest of your punishment.” I next was treated to the lovely vision of her naked body, clad as mine was only in running shoes, disappearing amidst the blazing foliage for several minutes. When she returned, she was wearing a wicked smile and carrying two rather ominous looking switches that she had broken off some bush she had encountered. She ordered: “Come with me, you naughty little slut, and we’ll see to your real punishment!” We made our way through some sparse undergrowth and she led me to one of the rare pine trees in the deciduous forest. It was an otherwise healthy tree that had suffered some mishap years before and was denuded up to head height on one side. In this gap in its foliage it had one protruding dead branch about two inches thick and five feet long, extending straight out about four feet off the ground.
Daphne said: “Your switching is going to be too challenging to expect you to hold position unrestrained, so take off your shoes and remove the shoelaces.” I complied, actually trembling slightly in fear of the ordeal I had in store for me. But predictably my cunt was literally dripping onto the pine needles in submissive arousal at the thought of new limits of erotic pain about to be tested. As I was unthreading the laces, she was looking around on the forest floor until she found a piece of deadwood that suited her purpose. Then she led me to the solitary branch, whose bark had been worn away by many New England winters to leave it quite smooth. My hips were pushed up against the wood, which felt comfortable against my naked skin, and I was ordered to bend over it and grab my ankles. The sturdy branch took my weight without even bending much, and the position was quite comfortable. I was glad my hamstrings were well stretched from years of careful pre-run warm up exercises.
Daphne then ordered me to spread my legs as wide as possible, which turned out to be nearly five feet. She next placed the long windfall stick stretching between them and extending another half a foot past them on either end. I then watched from my inverted perspective as her luscious naked body knelt in its running shoes. She then used one of my shoelaces on either end of the stick to bind my ankle and wrist together and attach them to the stick. As she was efficiently accomplishing this, she commented matter-of-factly: “In the BDSM world, they have equipment for this, called a spreader bar. It is used to keep submissive legs held far apart to give dominants the access they require to all of those wonderfully sensitive parts revealed in this position. As you are about to find out, even the most totally masochistic people cannot be expected to hold themselves this open while being stimulated as strongly as I intend in their most vulnerable parts. I think my clever little improvisation should relieve you of any worry that you’ll be tempted to protect the places I’ll be tormenting at great length with my wicked switches.”
So there I was, naked in the warm fall air except for my short Thor-lo running socks, completely bent double over the smooth pine-tree branch. I was tied into the widest spread imaginable of my arms and legs as I awaited what was bound to be the most painful experience of my life to that point. As you who have gotten to know me by reading this far will predict, I was also more turned on than I had ever been in my short time on the planet. Daphne could hardly miss the liquid evidence of this as she watched my pussy juices literally drip onto the carpet of dry pine needles beneath me. Of course she could certainly not resist taunting me about it. I moaned as she fingered my oozing cunt and remarked: “Such a little pain slut we have here...It hardly seems like punishment to be giving her what she so clearly wants. But I’m a woman of my word…Though perhaps a little snack is in order since I do find this splayed bottom awfully seductive…” With that, she knelt and engulfed my pussy in her beautiful generous mouth as she finger fucked me with her index and middle digits while her other hand played with me inverted boobs. Within a few minutes I was coming again like the totally willing little sex toy I so obviously was.
Once she was done once again demonstrating her complete ownership of my sexuality, she smacked her lips sardonically. Then my beautiful blonde professor exclaimed: “Well, as refreshing as that was, it’s time to get to the oh-so-onerous chore of inflicting proper discipline on an extremely naughty girl’s most naughty parts. I believe we’ll keep her from screaming too loudly by having her mouth hold a spare switch (which I picked in case one broke before I was finished). That will also give her something to bite down on to help her bear the pain she has coming to her.” I docilely opened my mouth to accept the three-foot long green branch whose leaves had been stripped, and which tasted slightly bitter between my teeth. Then she took up the other one and went to stand by my left side with her left hand resting on my sharply bent tail-bone to steady herself. I heard a loud swoosh as my first switching began.
Indeed, I frankly screamed through gritted teeth from the very first kiss of that awful instrument. I came to hate it more than any other implement used to punish me. The initial superficial electric swath of sting was bad enough. But a second or two after that pain would come a second, deeper ache as the force of the blow filtered down to underlying tissues and nerves. She meticulously targeted not only my disgustingly large ass cheeks, but the backs and insides of my thighs as well. Worse, she eventually focused on the most sensitive creases between my ass and thighs and alongside my pussy. No matter how hard I tried, a muffled scream escaped my clenched mouth after every single spank. I could also understand why the restraints were necessary. My whole body bucked wildly against my bonds with each stroke. If I had not been tied there was no way I could have held my exposed position. I just got more and more frantic as her intricate tracery of pain was laid down. It marked every bit of my backside and inner thighs from just below my waistline to the sensitive hollows behind my knees.
I was lost in a sea of erotic agony, my entire rear end screaming at the fierce chastisement. This far exceeded even my previous high water mark for bottom pain, the ruler spanking Eric had delivered the night before. Then suddenly it stopped. After God only knows how many frantic minutes of every fiber of my being wanting to stop what was happening to my splayed backside. And with each fruitless writhe being reminded that I was powerless to prevent a single stroke until my tormentress was good and ready for my ordeal to end. When she had enough, she cast down the switch. Then Daphne dropped her singlet on the ground to sit her naked bottom down without impregnating her pussy with pine needles. I could see her beautiful flushed face, clearly totally excited and turned on, and feel her soft hands tracing the myriad welts she had left. She murmured: “So beautiful and tempestuous, and the worst part of her spanking is yet to come, poor thing…”
I was terrified to know what she meant. Then she provided the answer by breaking her switch in half, and taking the whippy short end. She smiled evilly and said: “Dear Olivia, I’m afraid your perfect young breasts are just as guilty for seducing my wayward dog of a husband as your spectacular bottom has been…So since I’m a firm believer that the punishment should fit the crime, these delightful tits must be switched as well…” For the first time, I actually wanted to beg for mercy. But my mouth was stopped by the switch between my teeth, though I am sure I was broadcasting my plea for clemency quite clearly from my inverted face. No such lenience was to be forthcoming. Soon I was shrieking and writhing as the little switch began its fierce kissing of my dangling upside-down breasts.
The position in which I was tied put them in their most vulnerable position, with their tender undersides directly accessible to my seated sadistic professor. She was in no hurry, measuring each spank carefully and savoring my frantic response until I quieted after each swipe of the switch. The pain was exquisite, a crystalline distillation of the most intense imaginable sensation. It was not only a superficial sting followed by the deeper ache that the switch had imparted to my backside. There also followed on a hormonal rush, especially when she switched my nipples. I cannot tell you how strongly motivated I was to mobilize my arms and legs to protect my totally vulnerable boobs, no matter how much I hated them for being so fat. But the shoestrings held and I had no alternative but to suffer my allotted punishment until Daphne decided my tits had been sufficiently chastised. As she had throughout the switching, she kept up a murmured monologue. She described how deserving these parts were of their plight for being so seductive to Eric and her as well. I also am ashamed to admit that, as with her depredations of my backside, no matter how much she hurt my breasts, by the end I was even more turned on than ever. In this midst of my frenzy, a part of my mind wondered if there was any limit at all to the amount of erotic pain I could find arousing?
So by the end of my first breast punishment ever, my tits were ablaze with pain and my pussy was absolutely dripping with arousal. The implacable woman seated between my legs could not fail to observe this, and remarked: “Such a wonderful little pain slut you are, sweet Olivia, with your drooling pussy even when her poor little titties are being spanked! Let’s give you your reward for taking your punishment so bravely!” With that, she leaned in to engulf my genitals once again in her generous mouth. Her hands found my throbbing boobs and began mercilessly stimulating them, re-evoking the fires she had stoked and just begun to let cool. Predictably, I was coming like a madwoman in seconds, even harder than I ever had before. My orgasm went on for what felt like a blessed eternity, just as the switching had been a damned one.
And then, once my climax had subsided, she sighed and said in a faux-regretful tone: “There’s one more secret place that hasn’t yet been punished for seducing my husband, poor Olivia. That naughty little place that he has had to fuck twice now must pay for its brazen seductiveness. So I’m afraid your oh-so-sensitive hidden bottom cleavage must take its switching as well…” This time I actually pleaded through the switch clamped between my teeth. But my tormentress was implacable, responding in a faux-sympathetic voice: “I know how hard it is, dear Olivia, believe me. I have been switched many times in all those same tender places. But we naughty girls must be brave and endure the just consequences of our seductiveness, which poor weak men just cannot resist…”
And so, she took up the half-switch she had used on my tits, and I heard that terrifying whoosh before it impacted my bottom cleavage. I truly shrieked, and I could feel my butt cheeks frantically trying to contract to protect their tender contents. But my self-defensive efforts were to no avail, as I was splayed too widely for even the fiercest clench to draw them together, as fat as they were. The searing pain was at least as terrible as when she had spanked my breasts. But the fact that it was being delivered to an even more private realm made it seem worse, at least while it was being administered. I suspect several dozen spanks fell on this most private area yet to be chastised. All I could do was take it and writhe in my bonds, and frantically weep until she decided I had enough, and the switch at last was cast down for good. Then Daphne leaned forward and began tonguing my backside as one hand put my sodden pussy back in play while the other assaulted my tenderized well-spanked nipples. Predictably, I came again in a few minutes. But she kept right on going, her tongue finding my inflamed and desperately throbbing ass crack. By the time she had worked her way to my bottom hole, I was turned on again. Soon I was being tongue-fucked there, just as Marty had done so many times all those years ago. In truth, the inflammation from the switching seemed to add to the deliciousness of the tongue-bath to those hidden parts. In minutes I was coming again even harder, my whole body writhing for several minutes just as intensely in pleasure as it had in agony when she was spanking all of those same delicate parts.
At last, Daphne untied me and took me in her arms. I wept in relief while babbling inanely about how wonderful and terrible it all was, and how I couldn’t wait to do it all again sometime. She guided me back to the spring and took off my short socks. After which she had me immerse my inflamed body in the cold water for twenty minutes to take down the swelling. When I emerged, the marks were hardly visible on my ass and tits, and the pain was almost completely gone. She said: “I can think of a way to entertain ourselves while you air-dry off a bit…” My beloved English prof pulled me into a sixty-nine on the bench again, this time with her on the bottom. We languidly ate each other until she came twice more, my own sated pussy only able to manage a single orgasm. At last, we donned our running clothes, and headed on back to finish our run. We kept a slower pace and savored the warm fall day until we returned to campus and bade each other farewell for the time being. I walked away wondering at what might be my next searingly erotic encounter with this incredibly attractive couple I felt so blessed to have stumbled across.
CHAPTER SEVEN
For the next week and a half I didn’t hear anything from either Eric or Daphne. I just saw her in class each Friday, where she would greet me warmly but sent no signal for me to make contact. I have to confess that I started to feel hurt and rejected, going from two such amazingly intense encounters to no contact at all. Finally, I got my courage up and texted her: “Is everything ok? I miss u guys!” What I got in response was an email: “Dear Olivia, Both Eric and I started feeling like we were both falling a little too in love with you. So we decided to back off a bit and focus on each other. We hope this didn’t hurt you too much, but we are still hoping you will be our guest and star attraction for the meeting of the Cabal at our house next Saturday night. If you decide to accept this invitation, you will want to take special care with your toilette that evening. That should include giving yourself a thorough warm soap-and-water enema, since if you wish your bottom will be on display and is likely to be thoroughly enjoyed by all present in every possible way. In either case, please let us know. If you decide to join us, we will come pick you up that evening around seven. With love and apologies for dropping out of contact, Daphne.”
Relief flooded through me so powerfully that I felt light-headed. They hadn’t dismissed me like some rejected child, sent off to play with other grubby youngsters because she had been displeasing! I typed back: “Of course I will come on Saturday, and will prepare as you have requested. I miss you both so much it hurts, perhaps even more than being with you…;-). But I would like to understand better why you had to withdraw, and what you two have been up to in order to compensate for ‘falling a little too in love with me’. O.” Daphne must have been glued to her computer as I was to mine, because her reply came back instantaneously: “We had to go back to our roots as a couple in this kinky world we so adore. What form that took is for me to undergo what we call daily reparative discipline. It would start in the mornings, when I would be awakened early and treated to a hot soapy enema during which my bottom would receive a brisk wake-up hairbrush spanking. After my insides were clean, I would be fucked in the shower before we both headed to work. At lunch, while Eric’s secretary was out I would be bent over his desk and my ass spanked with the ruler, following which it would be fucked until we both came. At night, after I cooked and served dinner in the nude, I would be paddled over the dinner table in honor of your childhood, and sodomized again until I orgasmed. Then before sleeping a final touch-up of my rear end and breasts with the switch (in memory of my depredations of you in the woods) would precede a final goodnight bout of regular intercourse. After ten days of this routine, with some more intense variations on the weekends, my ass is really sore but we are totally besotted with each other. I will go unspanked until the weekend so my body will be ready for the show on Saturday. That’s my story, and I’m sticking to it! Love, D.”
Now this was all pretty fascinating to me, to say the least. I was reassured that I had affected them both so strongly. But I was also strangely touched that Daphne had been punished daily in ways intentionally of particular relevance to me. My pussy absolutely flooded while reading her account. I beat off twice imagining them doing those things together, and then to my own bound and helpless naked body. That very day I went out to a pharmacy and bought an enema apparatus, and actually used it daily to practice and get the hang of how it worked. It turned out to be quite a turn-on for me. This probably shouldn’t surprise you, given how predictably aroused I am by any sort of violation of my rear end. That arousal was probably helped along by imagining what sorts of activities this particular preparation of my bottom was designed to facilitate that coming Saturday. For the first two days I routinely came hard while frigging myself as the warm soapy waters flowed into my back passage.
By the time Saturday evening rolled around, I was trembling with excitement. I even nicked myself once while carefully shaving my legs so my bottom would be as perfect as I could make it. I had been instructed in a text not to masturbate for the past two days. So I was horny as hell by the time I dressed in warm clothing against the fall evening, which had turned cold and slightly snowy. Daphne texted me at six, saying she was on her way to fetch me. Five minutes later we hugged fiercely as I slid into the passenger seat of her Prius. She asked if I had followed their directions, and I assured her I had. She replied: “Good, because those were Eric’s instructions to me as well. I suspect the other four women whom you are shortly to meet will be similarly cleaned out and sexually frustrated. The men like us that way for these little soirees. This is because we are the entertainment and we all give more lively performances if we haven’t gotten off for a few days.”
She went on to explain: “The Cabal consists of five couples, three of whom are on the faculty and two from the local community. The men are all dominants, and the wives either pure submissives or switches like me. We most often meet at Eric’s and my place, since our house is the most isolated and secure. There we are totally safe against anyone overhearing us or interrupting, since we lock the security gate after the last guests have arrived. We have never had a guest like you, so Eric has a different plan than usual. But you can look to see five naked wives sequentially bent over a clever spanking horse and tied in place. Once each of us is bound, two women will play with each victim’s tits and pussy through several orgasms while her bottom is being spanked and sodomized by her husband. Or the ravager could be another wife’s spouse, depending on the plan. I think Eric will have you watching the fun, after which you are intended to be the dessert for everyone to enjoy. How does this all sound to you?”
I looked at her with glowing infatuation in my eyes, and gushed: “It sounds wonderful, and I can hardly wait for it to start! I’m just so grateful you are including me. I promise to try my hardest be a really good submissive for whatever you have in mind, no matter how scary it is!” I felt so desperate to please that I sounded a bit pathetic even to me. Daphne stopped the car and stroked my cheek with a gentle hand, her eyes brimming with tears. She said: “Dear Olivia, you are totally precious, and I’m so sorry we left you feeling so insecure! You are a complete gem, and we are very lucky to have found you, and you have nothing to worry about. So just relax and go with the flow of the evening, and I promise you will have a very interesting and worthwhile experience. You can plan on spending the night with us, if you would like, since we should all be pretty tuckered out afterward.”
It would be impossible to overstate the intensity of my emotional tumult at that moment. On one hand, I was about to have a new sexual experience that promised to exceed anything I had known to that moment, at least in terms of sheer variety. And I was promised a starring role in front of my two new lovers and their no-doubt fascinating friends. On the other, it sounded as though my naked rear end was about to be the focus of a roomful of strangers. All of them had to be light years more sophisticated and mature than my twenty-year-old self. Further, the manner in which my bottom was likely to be treated was quite probably going to be painful, perhaps even excruciatingly so, as well as invasive. Daphne had been flawlessly good to her word to that point. So if what she promised came to pass, my own most private and vulnerable parts were going to be put on display and made to react in the most embarrassing manner possible. It all combined to make me as turned on as I had ever been in my life. We passed through the security gate and parked in the garage, passing half a dozen faculty-type cars parked in the guest area of the driveway. My heart was racing as my blonde writing professor guided me to the elevator with a friendly arm around my shoulders. Then she walked me into the next phase of my increasingly complex new erotic life.
The elevator door slid silently open to the stately foyer. Five attractive couples, along with Eric, turned as one to greet us with drinks in their hands and warm and curious expressions on their faces. They were a fascinating mix of ethnicities and body types. But all were clearly successful professional types who took care with their appearance and conditioning. My host provided me with a glass of sparkling water, joking that I was underage for drinking if not for any other activities. His glowing wife escorted me around to make introductions. The first couple was Alphonse and Mei Ling, both faculty members in the language departments. He appeared Algerian, short and trim and swarthy with smoldering dark eyes and a cute French accented English. She was tall for a Chinese woman, reed-thin, and simply gorgeous, with flawless slightly bronze skin. Mei spoke with a pure upper-class English accent that she had acquired in top-notch Hong Kong boarding schools. That had been followed by a stint at Oxford where she obtained her doctorate in comparative literature while meeting her husband who was a fellow graduate student.
The second couple were both Americans. The husband Ralph was a hunky blonde local physician with the body of someone who played linebacker in college (which he had at Harvard). His wife Alexia was a striking short slender black woman who had been his classmate in medical school at Yale and now worked as a plastic surgeon. The third man in this increasingly daunting lineup were Umberto, a classic tall brown-eyed Latino international lawyer from Mexico City, where he had grown up in the Jewish enclave. He had been introduced to his wife Naomi, a dark-eyed dark-skinned sabra beauty who was an Israeli businessman’s daughter, on his post-college trip to his people’s homeland. The fourth husband was Robbie, a massive redhead whose appearance and accent marked him as Scots to the core. He coached the college rugby team in addition to teaching in the Economics department. His wife was Bronwyn. She was a lush British beauty with piles of blonde hair, wide blue eyes, and a classic peaches and cream complexion. I recognized her as our campus health center’s chief administrator.
With our gorgeous host and hostess, they made up a truly intimidating group to a pharmacist’s daughter from the boonies of the West Coast. I could feel myself shrinking a bit as each was introduced until by the end I felt like a hopelessly young nonentity whose only possible contribution to such a gathering could be her youthful body. As I fell into this negative train of thought, I was surprised when another voice in me said: “Fair enough…if that’s what I bring to the party, then so be it. And I’ll give them the best show possible when my turn comes!” I decided to heed that new, what-the-fuck part of myself. So I squared my shoulders and marched right into the library with the rest of the crowd when Eric announced that the festivities were about to begin.
The room had been rearranged since my last visit there some weeks before, and it was now clearly set up for the viewing of a spectacle. The soft leather couch and chairs had been set at a converging angle toward the fireplace. Several more comfortable chairs had been added such that there were seats for four people on each side of the ‘vee’ that pointed away from the open space in front of the hearth. There a small fire burned against whatever remnant of the late-fall New England chill the house’s ventilation system missed. In the center of that space a peculiar piece of furniture had been bolted to the floor. It consisted of two converging legs on each side connected by a four foot long two-inch diameter dowel, all constructed of satiny-smooth polished mahogany. The central bar was three feet off the hardwood floor. The plush oriental carpet I remembered from my previous scene in this room had been removed in order to expose the countersunk attachment points for the new (at least to me) device.
I also noted that Eric’s inlaid cabinet containing his implements for attending to the punishment of naughty rear ends was cast wide open, revealing his daunting array of means to deliver erotic torment. He took over the proceedings after the library door was closed and the now-palpably-excited group turned to face him. Our host pronounced: “This is an exciting new chapter for our little Cabal, as for the first time we have invited a guest participant. Thus, Daphne and I have decided to introduce a few changes in our usual routine. The ladies whose bottoms will be the stars of our show will draw lots to determine the order in which they will be performing as always. However, we have decided to dispense with our usual ‘wife-tasting’. We will instead substitute inviting our lovely Olivia to perform the oral honors for each lady after she is stripped and prepared for her spanking. Then the men will draw lots to see who gets the use of each delectable rear end. The ladies can decide amongst themselves who will enjoy each victim’s breasts and pussy while her rear end is being attended to. Any questions?”
There were none, and each of the wives present took from her wrist a gold bracelet on which was inscribed her name. These were placed in a bowler Eric had removed from the hat rack near the door. Bronwyn’s name was drawn from the hat. The stately Brit stood up to affectionately mocking applause from the assemblage and took a sardonic bow. She was blushing furiously at her impending turn as the center of attraction, the high coloration a very appealing contrast to her blonde beauty. All of the other women rose up as one and clustered around her as I watched in fascination. Eric handed Daphne a cloth blindfold, which was firmly tied around Bronwyn’s head. He explained for my benefit. “Each of the wives will not be able to see who does what to her bound naked body. It is our way of adding to the piquancy of the experience for her. As well, it preserves some small measure of at least nominal deniability when we encounter each other socially in our rather small community. None of the wives can ever be quite certain which husband took exactly what liberties with her bound naked loveliness.”
Then the friendly, eager hands of the other wives quickly stripped the statuesque English beauty, revealing her lush naked peaches-and-cream loveliness for all to enjoy. She was then guided to the spanking horse, as Eric dubbed it, and helped to bend over the bar. After which her ankles were secured with Velcro closures outside the legs nearest the seated spectators and her wrists likewise attached to the legs toward the fireplace. In this position, Bronwyn was quite sharply bent double, her ample buttocks stretched tautly. Her large, creamy breasts with prominent pink aureoles and erect nipples were flagrantly displayed as they dangled between her splayed legs. Once the gorgeous blonde wife was in position, Eric asked her if she would prefer a leather bit to help her bear the pain of her spanking. She replied rather saucily: “No, thanks. I think you can all enjoy the full benefit of my verbal as well as physical responses. After all…in for a penny, in for a pound!”
I was so taken with the spectacle that I had quite forgotten my intended role. Daphne reminded me: “Before Olivia takes her place administering Bronwyn’s pre-spanking oral treat, let’s have the men draw lots to determine who gets his way with our dear resident Brit’s spectacular backside.” All of the men save the victim’s husband placed their own matching bracelets in the hat. Alphonse was the lucky winner, prompting applause but careful avoidance of revealing his identity. The small, lithe Moroccan gracefully rose and took his own bow. Then he walked over to peruse the racks of spanking implements as our hostess guided me to my place. She explained: “Eric and I thought it was best to compensate each wife in advance for the enjoyment her husband is going to take from Olivia’s bottom by having her service the pussy of the woman she will be cuckolding. We do not, however expect that this will prevent at least some of the vengeful wives from wanting to take a crack (so to speak) at our guest’s own lovely buttocks once they are made available as our final entertainment of the evening.”
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