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CHAPTER ONE

 


David Cannon signed the last in the sheaf of
papers feeling slightly disoriented, almost as though something
mildly traumatic had just happened. With that last signature, he
had closed the deal for the buyout of the startup he and his
partner had labored so ceaselessly to bring to success. They had
stubbornly refused to enlist the venture capitalists who had
circled like birds of prey around the growing success of their
unique on-line service brainchild. Instead, they chose to fund it
themselves as they went along, accepting the sleepless nights of
cash flow worries. As a result, when the major player in their
space made a preemptive offer of $200 million for full ownership,
the two men each walked away with over $60 million after taxes.
This was an amount that qualified as ‘drop dead money’ anywhere on
the planet. The thirty-five year old former fraternity brothers had
worked ceaselessly together on realizing their corporate dream
since finishing business school. Now they each intended to do
nothing but exactly what they wanted for the rest of their lives.
David's partner had already made plans to spend as much time as he
and his girlfriend wanted on every single beautiful tropical island
that crossed their fancy (and already had first class ticket for
later that day on a flight to the first one). But David had quite
different thoughts in mind. When he had realized that their hard
work was likely to buy him total freedom for the rest of his life,
the careful businessman thought long and hard about what sort of
liberation would be truly meaningful to him. His own mind seemed to
be running into dead ends and blind alleys of yet more selfless
(and, for him, at this moment soulless) dedication to philanthropy
as a replacement for his previous commitment to his company. The
entrepreneur knew enough to hire a consultant.

David asked around among friends and
colleagues and then did his usual painstaking on-line research. He
came up with the name of a senior local clinician who, based on his
exorbitant hourly fee, was highly enough valued by his clientele to
be a good first stab. Dr. Eisenman seemed competent and friendly on
the phone. When David knocked at the door of the pleasant detached
home office in a posh local suburb, he was greeted with a firm
handshake and a warm demeanor. The elderly psychiatrist was fit for
his age and dressed casually, and sported the requisite tidily
trimmed beard and high forehead above his warm brown eyes. They
took seats in two comfortable armchairs in the book-lined
consultation room with windows overlooking a quiet garden. The
psychiatrist opened the session by asking what he could be of help
with. David responded by giving a tight synopsis of his current
circumstance, and the dilemma he faced about what to do with the
rest of his life. The doctor responded by asking further questions,
expertly guiding his new patient to elaborate on his life to that
point. Within the first half hour David was helped to define what
had given his life meaning up to that point, and why that paradigm
seemed to have outlived its usefulness.

David began to realize he was in the company
of a skilled expert. He relaxed into the rhythm of the conversation
as Dr. Eisenman guided them into the realm of the entrepreneur’s
personal life. It gradually emerged that the striking success of
David’s business venture had not been echoed in his private realm.
His brisk, matter-of-fact speech pattern slowed and became much
more halting and vague when responding to queries about life away
from work. It turned out that the businessman had experienced
chronic relationship limitations since his freshman year at
Stanford. He easily wooed and bedded perfectly acceptable girls
with relative facility. But within months David became vaguely
bored and found pretexts to break up and begin the pattern anew.
The athletic six-foot young man had inherited his father’s good
looks and natural charm, so there was never any shortage of new
candidates for this cycle. As long as he never lacked for
companionship or sexual release, David saw no reason to question
this model of relationship. After all, he was unfailingly kind to
his partners throughout their brief bouts of limited closeness, and
worked hard to part with each of them on good terms. This was
especially true as his business life became more intensely
absorbing. The fact that his love life could be conveniently
compartmentalized alongside his daily workouts as necessary but
routine pieces of his self-care regimen seemed almost ideal. The
therapist gently probed this dismissive assessment. David admitted
that he had noticed some numinous sense that more might be possible
in his relationships, but figured it would naturally evolve once he
wasn’t so busy.

By the end of their first session, Dr.
Eisenman managed to bring his interesting new patient around to a
new idea. Perhaps this pattern in his love relationships might be
related to his sense of rootlessness as he prepared to leave work
behind as the central organizing principle of his life. Since David
felt some sense of urgency to get a better handle on this issue
before the sale of his company went through, he pressed the
psychiatrist for another session as soon as possible. They found a
time the next day, and the entrepreneur left the garden office
feeling an unusual sense of bewilderment for a man who had spent
over a decade convincing himself and everyone around him that he
was completely normal.

David had uncharacteristic problems
concentrating the remainder of that day. That night he slept
restlessly, awakening several times from tempestuous dreams. He
reported this to Dr. Eisenman the next morning when they met
shortly after sunrise. The psychiatrist asked him to report
anything he could recall about the content of his dreams. The
businessman answered, “Well, actually, the last one was about my
stepmother, whom I haven’t thought about in years…” The older man
responded, “Go on…” David colored in embarrassment, and replied,
“Well, it’s kind of sexual, the dream, I mean…” After some
hesitations, and accompanied by many fits and starts, the therapist
was able to elicit the narrative of the dream. It consisted of a
younger David being ordered to strip and lie across his
stepmother’s knee. Thereupon he received a long and severe spanking
on his bare behind, followed by a variety of intense erotic
experiences between his teenage self and the attractive older
woman.

When the entrepreneur had finished
recounting this disturbing dream, he became aware that he was
intensely sexually aroused, more so than he had been in as long as
he could remember. Dr. Eisenman noted the tension in the room, and
asked David what he was feeling. After some hesitation the younger
man bravely said, “I can’t believe how turned on I am…more than I
have felt in years with any of my partners…” There was a long
pause. After which the psychiatrist gently ventured, “Is it
possible that anything at all like your dream ever actually
transpired between you and your stepmother?” Another long and tense
silence ensued.

David flushed visibly and felt overwhelmed
with a stunning rush of memory. He finally spoke, “You know, I
haven’t thought of it since it happened. But I am beginning to
think that something a lot like my dream actually did take place…”
The session time was drawing to a close, and the psychiatrist noted
this and asked if he could check his schedule for a moment. He
discovered that the next two hours were free. The doctor decided on
the spot to abandon his own plans of going for a workout and offer
to continue the session, since they had suddenly opened up such a
difficult topic. He said, “It seems we are in the middle of
something very important and delicate. I would be willing to go on
for the next couple of hours and ‘make hay while the sun shines’ if
that works for you.” The flustered patient readily agreed. He got
on his Blackberry to cancel his morning appointments before
settling back down into his chair and closing his eyes as his mind
wandered back across almost two decades.

Dr. Eisenman guided David through a
painstaking journey through the incident that his dream had
triggered him to recall. By the end of the three hour session they
had constructed a highly detailed narrative. It seemed that it had
all started when David was in his mid-teens, away at the upscale
boarding school that male members of his family had attended for
generations. His father, an energetic trial lawyer, had
unexpectedly come to visit his only son at school. There he had
taken him out to dinner and announced that he was divorcing David’s
mother. This did not come as a surprise to the young man. He was
sensitive enough to detect the distinct lack of warmth between his
parents, including its exacerbation by his mother’s worsening
alcoholism. It was clear to him that his father wanted his
acceptance, if not his blessing, for this momentous decision. This
was an unnerving new experience for a son who had always found his
father to be bigger than life and not in need of anything from
anyone. David was able to rally himself to provide some comfort to
his dad. Though the irony of the role-reversal was far from lost on
him even as a teenager.

Over the next months, the situation between
David’s parents deteriorated. His mother became increasingly
irrational in her efforts to recruit her son into condemnation of
his father’s faithless abandonment of their marriage vows. This
finally came to a head when the young man was at home for the
winter holidays. The desperate woman made such a drunken scene that
her son stormed out into the night and called his father to come
get him. After this incident, David spent his school vacations with
his Dad, avoiding the misery of watching his mom drink herself into
oblivion. This created some uneasy complications. David’s father
wasted little time in compensating for years of a sexless marriage
by parading a succession of much younger women through his newly
decorated luxury condominium.

Further, the self-involved parent seemed to
see no reason to curtail his activities just because his teenage
son was temporarily at home. In fact, David's dad sometimes even
seemed to flaunt his masculine prowess. This exposure to adult
sexuality definitely had an impact on the young man. He became
quite curious about the beautiful young women his father ushered
into the commodious master suite after decorously introducing them
to his son, who was usually hanging out in the living room watching
sports on the large-screen monitor.

Things changed after a couple of years, in
the summer David was entering his senior year of high school. His
father’s home situation stabilized as a new stepmother was
introduced to the young man at the fancy dinner celebrating his
eighteenth birthday. Angelique was a lovely, stylish brunette
Frenchwoman who had emigrated to the United States as a teenager,
but still spoke with a delightful accent. She was warm, trim and
vivacious. Clearly the couple was quite in love, to the extent that
their intense erotic energy made David somewhat uncomfortable. His
disturbingly young new stepmother nonetheless made a visible effort
to befriend the young man. Over the months he became quite fond of
her, even confiding in her regarding his frustrations about not
finding a girlfriend. Shortly after he returned to his last year in
boarding school, the enamored couple married in a quick civil
ceremony attended by no one they knew, and jetted off on an
extended honeymoon. When David returned for Thanksgiving, they had
settled into what seemed like genuine matrimonial bliss. Both were
apparently unfazed by the fact that at 27 years of age, Angelique
was far closer to the son’s age than that of his father.

All seemed to be going ahead without a hitch
as the young man finished out his time at the boarding school and
was pleased to get into Stanford. This he thought would be a
welcome change from East coast winters. Just as he was settling
into his college life, everything changed once again just as he was
packing to head home for Winter break. The Resident Assistant at
his dorm, looking quite somber, came to find him. A call had come
from home, and his father had been found dead of an apparent heart
attack, according to his distraught stepmother. David caught a
redeye to the East Coast in stunned shock. The next week was spent
in a numbed daze as he went through the motions of helping
Angelique get through the interminable details connected with an
unexpected death. The funeral was ghastly, including a horrifying
scene as David’s intoxicated mother attempted to physically attack
the bereaved young stepmother. The drunken woman needed to be
escorted away, shrieking imprecations at every step, by security
personnel.

The final week of the Winter break was spent
trying to sort through his father’s affairs, which it turned out
were in a shambles. The worst news was that the flamboyant lawyer
had not gotten around to changing his will since the divorce. Every
penny of his considerable wealth (with the exception of his son’s
substantial college fund) was left to David’s mother. Angelique was
stunned and crushed. The bereaved son found himself in the awkward
position of comforting his gorgeous stepmother as she tried to
reconcile herself to beginning life again with no resources save
her own wits and determination. He was impressed with how rapidly
she pulled herself together. By his last night before returning to
school, she had actually rallied enough to prepare him a wonderful
going away dinner. This was the prelude to the seminal incident
that follows in the words David used to describe it:

 


“So, there we were, Angelique and me, alone
in the condo, eating this wonderful French meal accompanied by his
best French wines. After all, we both knew that my Mom was likely
to come after every drop left in his wine cellar once I was gone. I
wasn’t used to drinking. Pretty soon I was soused, which I suspect
was true of Angelique as well. The talk came around to what went on
between her and my father, and I suppose it was my fault for
asking. But I did finally press her to tell me what it was like
sexually between the two of them. She said he was the first man who
let her be truly what she was in bed and loved having done to him
the things she loved doing just as much as she did. I didn’t have a
clue what this meant, but the wine seemed to have evaporated my
inhibitions. So I asked her point blank what she meant. She stopped
me, and asked if I was sure I wanted to know. I said I did, because
it was another way to know my Dad, and right then I wanted to keep
as much of him as possible.

She took a deep breath, and said that he had
always fantasized about being spanked. They had met when he placed
an ad looking for a partner who enjoyed giving what he was hoping
to receive. I was shocked to think of him in that way, but my cock
told me I was a chip off the old block. Since I was suddenly as
turned on as I could ever remember being. She noticed this, which I
guess was pretty apparent. My stepmother said that it seemed like
these tastes were running in the family, which both embarrassed me
and turned me on even more. Suddenly, it dawned on me that
Angelique was pretty turned on herself. I couldn’t believe it when
my own mouth blatantly suggested to her that it would be fine with
me if she did the very same things to me that my father had loved
her to do to him, and that right now seemed like a perfect time. I
mean, this is from a guy who had never come on to a woman in his
life. And all of a sudden he’s openly propositioning his beautiful
widowed stepmother.

What was even more shocking was that she
looked me square in the face with those beautiful brown eyes. Then
she said in that charming French accent, “Very well, mon cher,
let’s get you to the bedroom and get those clothes off of you. Your
wicked stepmother will see to it that you get exactly what such
naughty boys as you deserve!” She stood up and beckoned me toward
the master suite, and I followed, with my cock making an enormous
bulge in my pants. We came into the room and she closed the door
firmly behind her, turning to face me, looking up at least six
inches, but clearly in command. She ordered me to strip, which I
did with much embarrassment. After all, I had not been naked in
front of any woman since I was a baby. Let alone my gorgeous
stepmother who stood calmly in her skimpy housedress and bare feet,
promising to spank my bare ass. My cock was rock hard, and she
laughed and stepped forward to take it casually in her hand. She
declared, “Ah, the enthusiastic little man, always thinking that
it’s all about him, standing up so expectantly! But he will have to
wait a long time while I pay some close attention to some of these
other naked parts before he gets his turn.”

Angelique then led me by her firm grip on my
erection over to the bed. There she released me while she climbed
up and seated herself in the center of the king-sized mattress,
with her back against the pillows piled at the top of the bed. She
instructed me to open the top drawer of the nightstand, and to hand
her the wooden hairbrush I found there. This she placed on the
spread beside her. She then ordered me to climb onto the bed and
lie across her lap. When I did, she opened her bare legs to entrap
my raging cock between her silky thighs. I lay on the bed with my
head spinning with alcohol and arousal, thinking I could come any
second just from the delicious pressure of her legs on my penis.
She calmly ordered me to spread my arms and legs, saying, “Your
father would hold this position every night while he took his
spanking. I loved how he would open his most tender parts to me and
never once try to protect himself no matter how much punishment he
needed on his poor bottom cheeks. He trusted me to do what was best
for him like a stern mommy giving a naughty boy the discipline he
knew he had coming. I want you to be just as brave as he was,
j’comprends?”

I said I would try. Then I spread myself out
as she commanded, opening my buttocks fully to whatever she had in
mind for them. I was painfully aware that she was looking at a part
of me no one had seen in this way since I was a baby having his
diapers changed. This feeling of exposure got even more pronounced
when Angelique began stroking my ass. Her sensual touch made me
twitch and jump at the contact, which also felt enormously arousing
and brought me even closer to coming between her legs. She crooned
in her lilting, sweet accent, “Such perfectly beautiful young
moons, so delightfully responsive to my touch! I can’t wait to see
them squirm and redden once they begin to be spanked...But then
again, since I’m in complete control of them, I guess I don’t have
to wait any longer than I want, now, do I? Have they ever been
punished before?” I muttered that they hadn’t, as my arousal seemed
to be nearing the breaking point with the combination of her sexy
monologue and her gentle hands on my ass. She responded with
enthusiasm, “Oh, tres magnifique! I love nothing more than
inaugurating a virgin ass with its first spanking! I promise to
make it a particularly long and memorable one!”

With that, my stepmother’s hand descended to
land smartly on the center of my left cheek with a resounding
smack. It shocked me out of the wine-soaked reverie she had induced
with her soothing, salacious words and her gentle stroking. Her
small hand produced a surprising sting. Soon a matching blow
descended on my right cheek, and my spanking truly commenced. She
methodically covered every inch of my trembling buttocks, which
rapidly warmed to their unfamiliar assault. The pain was intense,
though bearable. As the inflammation mounted, I also reconnected
with my entrapped penis. It was getting powerful stimulation by the
compression of her firm thighs as my hips involuntarily plunged to
the rhythm of the punishment. I felt a growing sense of panic as I
realized my arousal had gone beyond the point of no return.
Angelique seemed to sense this and increased the tempo and strength
of her assault on my bottom cheeks. She also focused her painful
attention on the very bottom curves of my buttocks, which seemed to
have more of a sexual charge attached to it. Soon I was bucking and
shouting as she spanked lustily away while I spent an
embarrassingly huge gout of semen between her thighs and onto my
stepmother’s fancy bedspread.

Angelique stopped her assault on my
now-throbbing buttocks once the last spasms of my climax subsided.
She resumed her delicious stroking, along with her hypnotic
dialogue, “My goodness, what a naughty boy you are, making such a
nasty mess between my thighs, just like your father used to. I’m
afraid that has earned your poor bottom cheeks a long, painful
chance to get acquainted with the back of my hairbrush. This is
going to hurt much more than my silly little hand. I expect you to
cry out and weep or I won’t think I am making an impression.
However, you are not allowed to plead for mercy. After all, that
would imply you don’t trust me to know what’s good for you, so your
punishment will be doubled if you do. Do you understand, my sweet
boy?” I murmured that I did, feeling afloat on a cloud of
endorphin-induced euphoria (in addition to the unaccustomed wine I
had consumed and the glow of my first non-self-induced orgasm). I
was more than willing to endure anything in order to remain in the
hands of this beautiful, masterful older woman who had granted me
such an erotic, unexpected reprieve from my grief.

I settled back down across her lap. My cock
was already beginning to harden up again as my stepmother resumed
her stroking of my already throbbing ass cheeks. This time it was
with the smooth, cool wooden back of the hairbrush. Suddenly the
pleasant sensation stopped and the first blow from the brush
descended. It jolted me with its intense sting as I cried out
loudly for the first time. Angelique was implacable, spanking
intently away at my burning bottom as I shouted with each blow,
squirming uncontrollably on her lap. As she spanked, she resumed
her crooning monologue, “Oh, look at how the pretty white moons
have turned darker and darker pink, and now almost red! Isn’t it
lovely how they tremble and squirm to try to escape their
punishment. But their wicked stepmother knows what’s best for them,
even if they don’t. I’m just going to spank and spank them until my
arm gets tired, because they move so charmingly in their sweet
little dance!” Soon, I burst into tears, sobbing out how sorry I
was for being bad. It seemed like I was actually apologizing to my
Dad somehow, or even crying about his death the way I hadn’t seemed
able to at his funeral. That apology seemed to trigger something in
my stepmother, and she stopped my spanking. She just resumed her
stroking of my red-hot cheeks as I calmed down.

Angelique leaned over to retrieve something
from the nightstand. Soon I felt a wonderful cooling sensation as
she spread a soothing lotion on my throbbing ass-cheeks, almost
immediately easing most of their discomfort. As the pain subsided,
I became aware of my once-again raging cock, still trapped between
her thighs (which were slickened by my previous orgasm). She
remarked on this, “Oh, you young ones are all alike, ready to go
again almost immediately! However, before we let this insistent
little man have his way with me, I think it’s time for Angelique to
be compensated for her hard work on behalf of your proper
discipline. That would be accomplished by a visit of your handsome
young mouth to her pussy!” I had certainly read about and seen some
pornographic depictions of cunnilingus. But I’d never had a chance
to perform it, and told her so. She said, “How delightful, another
aspect of your virginity I can take tonight! I will teach you, and
I guarantee all your future partners will thank me. that is because
being eaten is most women’s favorite thing!”

With that, she helped me off her lap. My
erection bobbed expectantly, and I watched with delight as she
stood and calmly pulled her housedress over her head. This
revealing her taut, tanned body clothed only in black silk
underwear. She suggestively removed her bra, freeing her firm,
smallish breasts like white peach halves topped with firmly erect
dark pink nipples. My stepmother then smiled saucily at me as she
eased her bikini panties down and off. I gasped to see a live
beautiful naked woman for the first time in my life. Her pubic bush
was trimmed to a neat triangle above her genitals, which were a
brownish pink and clearly visible through the close-trimmed pubes.
They seemed swollen and glistening with the juices of her arousal.
She raised her arms and did a slow pirouette, showing off her firm
but feminine ass, as stark-white as her breasts inside her bikini
lines. I murmured how lovely she was, and she laughed
appreciatively, “Why thank you, sweet David! You are quite lovely
yourself as well, you know!” I was inordinately pleased at the
compliment. And I was even more delighted when she gracefully
climbed onto the bed and pulled me into a full embrace on top of
her, gradually engaging me in a searching kiss.

I savored the feel of her lovely nakedness
beneath me as she guided my inexperienced mouth through a careful,
gentle introduction to the art of kissing. By example she was
teaching me how to be responsive and not overwhelming. After about
ten minutes of this delightful interlude, she instructed me to kiss
my way down to her breasts. I was then to make love to them gently
at first with my hands and mouth. Of course I was delighted to do
this. Soon I found my hands and face enjoying the firm mounds,
especially the responsive nipples. These she taught me to suckle
gently at first, and then to stimulate progressively more
intensely. Finally, when I was deeply sucking one nipple while
firmly squeezing and massaging the other, she cried, “Enough!” Then
my wicked stepmother ordered me to make my way down to her
pussy.

I kissed her sculpted abdomen along the way
down. After that I followed Angelique’s directions to carefully
navigate the sensitive creases between her thighs and torso as she
spread her legs to expose her crotch for my attentions. The musky
odor of her arousal was intoxicating to me as I spread her vaginal
lips and saw the soft, moistly pink tissues within. She instructed
me to lave her vulva with a broad tongue from bottom to top as she
moaned in satisfaction. My stepmother then introduced me to her
clitoris, and guided me in encircling it with my tongue as her
passion increased. She then left me to my own devices and settled
back to enjoy herself. I enthusiastically buried my sensorium in
the smells and tastes of her pussy. Within minutes, she exploded
into a shouting, writhing orgasm as she held my head firmly against
her while she rode out her spasms for over a minute. After a
wonderful eternity, she collapsed limply on the bed while I rested
my head on her belly, inhaling her scent and savoring the
moment.

“Mon cher, you are a natural love-maker, and
women will flock to you, I promise!”, she sighed. We rested like
this for several minutes, my cock still throbbing away, and then my
stepmother said, “Lie down on your back, David, and I will ride you
like the young stallion you are!” I was quite content to do this.
Soon I was treated to the unimaginably voluptuous sight of
Angelique straddling me as she took my erection in her hand and
guided it into her pussy. It soon became a heavenly sheath of
liquid warmth around my cock. I reached up to play with her breasts
as she rode me, controlling the pace of our fucking to suit herself
and to manage my arousal. She must have come three times in this
position, playing with her own clitoris while she fucked me as my
hands continued to enjoy her tits (also a first for me). When she
had had enough of me, she milked my cock to come inside her tight
sexual core. That first vaginal orgasm of my life felt even better
than I had ever imagined it could. She then collapsed on top of me,
and we cuddled and chatted as my cock slowly subsided inside her
and our sweat dried.

My stepmother finally climbed off of me and
lay by my side, stroking my body and complimenting me on my
physique and sexual prowess. Such words were ambrosia to my ears,
as my family had been notoriously stinting of praise throughout my
life. She asked if I’d had sex before, and I admitted that I had
not. Whereupon she said, “So many virginities to lose in one night
to such a wicked old woman! I think there are a couple more to take
from you! I have just the idea to accomplish both at the same time
and get me off once more in the bargain!” My immediately resurgent
cock communicated my enthusiastic acquiescence. Angelique arose to
bring us each a bottle of chilled water to replenish our fluids,
after which we each visited the bathroom to relieve our bladders. I
was instructed to lay on my back on the now-thoroughly sullied
bedspread, and Angelique kneeled over me as she described her final
plan for our encounter, “My sweet young man, I am now going to
introduce you to the wonderful French tradition of the soixante
neuf. In English, it is called the sixty-nine, where I will
straddle your head with my legs so that you can eat my pussy while
I perform the same service for your cock. I intend to add one
little variation, by taking the virginity of your sweet little
bottom hole by giving it a good finger-fucking as well! Do you have
any complaints?”

I assured her that I was completely in her
hands. Then I lay back to watch her delightful trim tanned thighs
and roundly feminine, firm white buttocks descending over my face.
I buried my mouth in her pussy, tasting my own semen as well as the
juices of her own multiple arousals and releases. Shortly I was
distracted from this compelling immersion in my stepmother’s
sexuality by the amazing sensation of her beautiful lips engulfing
the head of my cock. At first she circled it with her tongue and
then took it deeper into her throat. Angelique accompanied this
wonderful new sensation with a sensual massaging of my balls with
her skilled hands. The combination made it difficult to focus on my
own task at hand with her luscious pussy draped over my face. I
persevered nonetheless, and we seemed to find a rhythm as we each
orally worshipped the other’s genitalia while my arousal mounted
yet again. Then my stepmother introduced yet another twist. I felt
her saliva-moistened finger circling my anus, and then pressing
inexorably inside.

Angelique’s probing finger produced intense
and disturbing, yet quite exciting sensations in my bottom. I had
barely adjusted to these when she thrust deeper inside me and
touched something that sent a jolt of electricity to my cock and
balls. I moaned and bucked at this intense new sensation. Within a
couple of minutes spasmed my way into yet another orgasm, emptying
my youthful semen into her lovely throat. My climax seemed to
trigger her own. Soon I was clasping her plunging hips as she
ground out her pleasure against my face before collapsing onto me
as I lay inhaling her scent.

We dozed there for many minutes, each of us
with our face immersed in the other’s sexuality before my
stepmother finally stirred and rolled off of me to nestle in my
arms. I was surprised to feel her shoulders starting to shake, and
realized that Angelique was silently weeping. My instinct was to
hold her, which I did. After several minutes of quiet sobbing, she
finally spoke, “Oh my God, I am so ashamed! I can’t believe I did
this to you, that I took advantage of your grief and drunkenness to
use you in this way for my own comfort. I have felt so despairing
about losing your Dad and him having made no provisions for me in
case he died. So tonight once we started drinking, you somehow
seemed so like him, and I just lost myself. I am so sorry about
this! You must promise me to forget that this ever happened, as
will I!”

Angelique seemed frightening to me in the
intensity of her regret (just as she had overpowered me in every
other way that evening). I stammered out that I would do whatever
she wanted. She reiterated that we would never speak of this again,
and would go back to our own beds for the night. Tomorrow morning
she would take me to the airport and I would return to my life at
Stanford, and neither of us would even recall that it had happened,
or tell a soul. She even made me promise to forget what had
happened between us, and to behave just as though it had never
occurred, and I solemnly swore to this. And you know what, I think
I have actually kept that promise pretty well, since today is the
first time I have even thought about that night since that very
moment.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Once his incident with his stepmother had
been fully revived in his memory, David continued to push to meet
almost every day with Dr. Eisenman as they processed the
consequences of this revelation. When Angelique had driven the
hung-over young man to the airport the next morning and hugged him
a chaste good-bye, that was the last contact he had with her. She
elected to disappear completely from his life (and from the planet,
as far as he could tell). David’s mother took over his father’s
assets, including the condominium where the young man had been
spending his school vacations. This left him with no home base when
not at school (since contact with his mother was unpleasant to the
extreme, and he flatly refused it). He finished out his
undergraduate years at Stanford by filling his vacations with study
or work or staying with his friends’ families, describing himself
somewhat ironically as an ‘elective orphan’. Business school
followed immediately. He elected to stay at Stanford, since his
best friend and future business partner was also staying on (though
at the computer science department). By the time David got his MBA,
the two fraternity brothers had already incorporated and opened up
their first office. They used the last of David’s educational fund
as their seed capital, and success soon followed.

While all of this educational and
occupational progress seemed unaffected by the events in David’s
private life, his relationships with women were quite another
story. The psychiatrist theorized that the entrepreneur was
probably quite subject to hypnotic suggestion. They even tested
this with a standard measure for rating hypnotizability, and found
he was off the charts. So the combination of intoxication and
Angelique’s strong insistence that he forget actually worked quite
well in suppressing the memory. He did not ever recall thinking
about the incident. But as he now thought back on his life at that
time, his stepmother’s seduction of him radically changed his
relationships to women. Before, he had been diffident enough that
even in the promiscuous world of undergraduate raging hormones he
had still not lost his virginity. After, he plunged headlong into
the pool of available young women. He delighted in using his charm
and good looks to secure sexual partners every weekend from among
the scores of willing coeds. Angelique’s training of him ensured
that he would be a skilled and desirable partner (especially given
his enjoyment of cunnilingus). The word rapidly got around that he
was a man who insisted on showing his partners a good time before
taking his own pleasure. So there was no shortage of bidders for
his company.

Dr. Eisenman wondered aloud where the
hostility that he must have felt toward his mother and stepmother
might have shown up in David’s behavior with women. The only angle
they were able to develop in this regard was a subtle one. The
young man never would allow himself to behave unkindly toward a
woman, but he ended up disappointing all of them. His intelligence,
charm, good looks, and sexual competence meant that he looked like
an ideal candidate for long-term relationship to any new lover in
the first blush of infatuation. However, as soon as the excitement
of novelty had worn off in bed, he would find the sex increasingly
tepid, and would begin to lose his desire. Inevitably, within a few
months he would have subtly withdrawn his emotions until the
bewildered girl would finally give up and move on. If they asked,
he would always be reassuring that it was not them, but him.
Ironically, that is exactly what he and Dr. Eisenman came to
believe was the actual truth.

In the course of their explorations, the
psychiatrist matter-of-factly inquired as to whether David had ever
tried any sexual activities along the BDSM continuum with any of
his partners. The younger man said that the thought had crossed his
mind several times (though since he had shelved the memory of the
fateful night with his stepmother, he hadn’t known why). However,
when he had broached the matter indirectly, his partners seemed to
send a message that it was too weird, so he didn’t pursue it. Since
he continued to have fantasies in that realm on occasion, he
actually went so far as to research and hire a dominatrix to spank
him once. It had been moderately arousing, but had seemed somehow
perfunctory and ultimately unsatisfying. So he hadn’t been
motivated to look further in that direction.

The therapist and his patient were both
stymied at that point, aware that something was blocking David in
his ability to make a deeper connection to a woman. They both knew
that issues around his mother and stepmother were likely at the
core of the block, but were unclear on how to break through it.
Then David came in one day for an early morning session just having
awoken from a dream, which he promptly described: “I dreamt I was
living with a woman, I think my wife, and we both were entirely
committed to a married life completely centered around just the
kind of sex I had with my stepmother. I mean each of us would take
turns being the one to give or receive all manner of punishments
and erotic violations…and I was completely, totally fulfilled and
in love. I awoke feeling more aroused than I can ever remember,
maybe since that night with Angelique, and I can’t get the concept
out of my mind.”

Dr. Eisenman immediately moved to explore
this dream. He interpreted it as a wish-fulfillment fantasy, to
which David readily assented. Then the therapist simply asked, “Why
would such a relationship not be possible for you?” His patient
felt stunned, saying, “My God, I don’t think I’ve ever allowed
myself to consider it. Do you think there could be anyone like that
out there who could possibly be interested in such a thing?” The
psychiatrist responded, “According to the best statistics I’ve
seen, over 30% of people in America have experimented with BDSM,
and a somewhat higher percentage in Europe. Most data on sexual
fantasies confirm a frequency at least that great in people’s inner
lives as well. Given this high rate of prevalence, I’d say that if
you approached a search as carefully as you do everything else, I’d
consider it quite likely that you could find such a person who
would be interested in trying out what you have in mind.”

David felt a surge of excitement, as though
someone had opened a door to a future possibility that seemed as
vividly colored as Oz compared to Dorothy’s black-and-white Kansas.
Somehow, he had never imagined that someone like his psychiatrist
could even tolerate his darker sexual side (which he had barely
been able to allow into his own awareness). Let alone encourage him
to try to bring it to life in reality. He said all of this, and
Eisenman responded, “It’s not my business or desire to prescribe
what should be the right kind of intimacy for my patients. In my
experience, whatever floats each person’s boat in that realm is so
individual that no outsider could presume to dictate the right
erotic formula for someone else. I am here to help you realize your
own pathway to the right sort of life for you, not anyone
else.”

The entrepreneur felt a flood of relief as
he gazed into the calm, warm eyes of the older man. David wondered
if the good doctor had any of his own kinks that might have helped
him to become so tolerant of his patients’ sexual peculiarities.
Then his agile mind leapt to beginning the planning process of how
to conduct his search. But when he started strategizing aloud about
this, Eisenman brought him up short. The older man said, “Whatever
you end up doing about this, I do think it’s a good idea for
you to have a pretty clear understanding of what you’re looking for
and why.” And so began an exploration that took several sessions
over the next week. Finally, they seemed to arrive at some
conclusions that resonated soundly for both patient and
therapist.

David summed their insights up: “So Dad’s
preoccupation with his work made him a scarce, and therefore
desirable commodity to me. He was someone I identified with
strongly and was powerfully moved to emulate. Mom was depressed,
and lost in her alcoholic fog more and more over time, especially
after Dad left and she saw me heading into puberty. So I was driven
into withdrawal from her as well, as she became more suspicious and
demanding of me. First I got to see the gratification of Dad’s
playboy phase. But then Angelique came on the scene, and he seemed
to settle into something really solid and satisfying to him for the
first time. Then he died, and I found out exactly what was so
galvanizing to him. I directly experienced his brand of BDSM in a
mind-blowing first sexual experience. Then I was ordered to forget
it all. This I was only too happy to do since I felt terribly
guilty myself over having sex with his wife in his own bed right
after he died. I spent the rest of my romantic life until today
being dissatisfied with vanilla sex, which couldn’t possibly
measure up to what I experienced and repressed. Non-vanilla sex for
pay doesn’t work for me. That's because it lacks the deep
connectedness of sex with someone who really cares about me, which
I believed Angelique did. So the ultimate answer is to find someone
whom I can really love and be loved by who also would really enjoy
spending at least some of their time playing naughty sexual games
with me.”

Dr. Eisenman agreed that this was a coherent
summary that seemed to fit all the information they had. David
spoke, “I think I’d like to take it from here on my own, at least
for awhile. I’ll call you if I get into any trouble or need some
advice, but for now, I’d like to see how I do left to my own
devices.” The psychiatrist agreed, assuring the entrepreneur that
he would always be welcome back, and a final large check was
written out. They shook hands warmly and David almost bounded out
of the office as he headed off to begin his quest for the ideal
partner for the steamy erotic future he was hoping to create. He
went home and forced himself to do his regular daily workout in his
elaborate home gym before settling down at his computer to get
started on his search.

David used his internet skills to rapidly
apprise himself of the surprisingly large BDSM network on the web.
He discovered a plethora of rather raunchy and unappealing sites,
many of which seemed mainly oriented toward pay-for-play. After a
time, he found several chat rooms where he asked members to advise
him on where he might most effectively post an ad seeking the kind
of serious partnership he had in mind. He got several promising
leads. After reading what was posted in each of the sites he was
considering, he thought long and hard before composing a posting
that might fit the bill.

Hours later, David finally arrived at
something he thought was a good first attempt:

 


“I am a 35 year old businessman, newly
retired after selling a company. This good fortune has given me a
chance to create a new life with no material limits on what I can
do with my time and energy. My new primary goal is to seek a unique
life-partner to accompany me on the journey of relationship. I am
considered attractive and take good care of my body (including no
addictions), and would only be interested in someone who is similar
in those regards. After doing some hard thinking and work in
therapy, I have realized that I wish to find a woman who has a rare
combination of attributes, most of which I would like to think I
share. She should be within ten years of my age, intelligent and
well-educated, self-reflective, generous of spirit (but able to
enjoy receiving), possessed of a robust sense of humor and given to
frequent laughter, and accomplished enough that I don’t represent a
sugar daddy (even though I intend to support us both in comfort for
life). I am interested in an equal partner with a lively mind of
her own, and a great curiosity about the world, but who can join me
in making our relationship the primary focus of both of our
attentions. The right woman for me will be interested in making our
sexual connection a central theme in our daily lives, and will
share my fascination with the erotic theater of power. She will be
excited to find true erotic fulfillment in both giving and
receiving intense pleasure and carefully administered pain on a
daily basis. If you did not experience the same surge of arousal
reading this last sentence as I did writing it, please don’t
respond to this posting.

 


Signed,

 


DAVID8983”

 


David felt both satisfied and quite
vulnerable having laid out what he wanted so literally. He
surprised himself by including his frank description of his own
emotional and physical response to his clear statement of what he
was hoping for. As he had learned in years of on-line business, he
let the posting rest for a day before revisiting it for a final
editorial pass. Then he went ahead in both excitement and, to be
honest, a little fear, and placed it in the ten most likely sites
he had discovered in his search. He then sat back to wait.

 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


Amanda Adamson was frustrated and bored. And
there was no easy remedy for it, at least as far as she could
determine. This was not a usual situation for the thirty-seven year
old divorced literature professor. She had always regarded herself
as an independent adult who had total responsibility for her own
life. Indeed, when it came to her work or her leisure activities,
she had never encountered any difficulties in finding interesting
challenges to keep her restless mind and soul occupied. The rub
always seemed to come in her love life. And that was the source of
her current dissatisfaction. The previous weekend she had broken up
with her most recent boyfriend, a seemingly ideal man who was
handsome, attentive, accomplished, and kind. He had ended up
suggesting that she seek therapy when she finally gave in to his
long-standing wish to describe for him her sexual fantasy life.
After telling him exactly what he could do with himself and the
horse he rode in on, she stormed off in anger. The striking blonde
was once again convinced that her erotic peculiarities made it
hopeless for her to find a partner with whom she could truly be
herself, especially in bed.

Attracting men had never been a problem for
Amanda. She was tall, slender, and athletic, and blessed with
classic blonde blue-eyed Nordic good looks. And she enjoyed a
variety of forms of exercise that kept her naturally fit and
shapely. Further, she was bright and articulate, having found a
true love in European literature as an undergraduate, and happily
pursuing that interest through an Ivy League doctorate. Eventually,
her writing earned her a tenured faculty job at a top-notch
undergraduate liberal arts college in the Northwest. There she
enjoyed the challenge of a select student body at first. But
teaching, even of students of high caliber, had begun to feel a bit
stale after several years of repeating the same courses. It was her
love life that seemed to be the fly in the ointment. Amanda
alternated between two polarities. First, there were the nice men
who ended up boring her (as this most recent beau was likely to do
if she hadn’t spoiled things by being honest with him). Then she
would turn to brilliant narcissists who kept her interest (at least
for awhile) in bed but were a disaster everywhere else.

Amanda was no fool, and after a few cycles
of alternating between these extremes, she had gotten a course of
psychotherapy where she had come to understand some things about
this pattern. She had met her therapist while doing a postdoctoral
fellowship at Columbia, and the stylish older woman had been a
perfect match, representing to Amanda exactly the sort of woman she
hoped to become when she reached middle age. They had clicked
immediately, and soon the postdoc found herself pouring out her
life story. The only child of an academic couple, she had watched
her brilliant but philandering father reduce her introverted
Swedish emigre mother to a ball of insecurities with his
tempestuous comings and goings. Finally, they had separated,
followed almost immediately by a nervous breakdown for Amanda’s
mother. It all ended with the bewildered sixteen-year old being
sent away to a Catholic boarding school for the last two years of
her high school. The origins of her tendency to attach to
charismatic narcissists were not hard to understand. Nor was her
countervailing insistence on being independent and self-reliant,
and never subjecting herself to any man.

Some other peculiarities of Amanda’s
psychosexual makeup were not so easy to get a handle on. This was
in part becuase the lovely postdoc found them so embarrassing that
she took months before she could begin to bring them up. After yet
another breakup with a nice young man with whom she became
predictably bored, her therapist made a pivotal move. She gently
suggested that the content of the young woman’s sexual fantasy life
might provide some clues to what had been missing in what seemed to
be an otherwise perfectly acceptable relationship. Amanda gulped
hard, and finally spoke up, “Well, every time I’ve told anyone
about this (which is just one girlfriend and one guy I was dating),
it has freaked them out. But I’m guessing as a professional you
won’t follow that pattern, so here goes. Since I’ve been a
teenager, I don’t think I’ve had a single climax, either alone or
with a partner, without imagining giving or receiving a spanking on
the bare bottom.” The therapist remained calm, and simply asked,
“Do you have any idea of the origins of this preoccupation?” Amanda
steeled herself, and then said that she did, though she had never
spoken of it to anyone before. She went on to tell the following
story.

 


“So Dad was as Irish as could be. This meant
in part that we were a Catholic family, among other things. We were
never seriously observant until Mom’s breakdown. Then I was sent
away so Dad wouldn’t have to be bothered with me. Starting a new
school as a junior knowing no one was not easy. But I was a pretty
resilient kid, and being athletic immediately got me connected on
sports teams and in the dance classes. The school seemed very
religious, requiring attendance at Mass seven days a week. The
first Saturday we were required to go to confession, which I hadn’t
attended in years. The priest seemed a bit put off when I told him
I hadn’t attended confessed for eons. He proceeded to conduct a
more detailed inventory of my sins than I had ever experienced. The
holy Father seemed particularly interested in my sex life, quizzing
me about boys and masturbation. For some insane reason I decided to
tell him the truth about both. When he found I had lost my
virginity over a year earlier and got myself off almost every day,
he freaked. My angry confessor said that I was going to have to
report to Sister Mathilde for a special penance in the nuns’
quarters after dinner that night.

I was nervous as hell about whatever this
penance was that I had coming. But it wasn't like I had any options
since the school was in the middle of nowhere and I couldn’t
exactly call my Dad to come rescue me. So I showed up as ordered.
Sister Mathilde was a slim, tall woman in her thirties whom I
suspected would have been quite pretty in normal clothing. She
seemed quite forbiddingly stern when she came to answer the bell at
the nuns’ entrance. She took me firmly by the arm and led me into
her simple room, locking the door behind us. The furnishings
consisted of a single bed, a desk with one bookshelf above it, a
chair, and a prie dieu with a padded bench for private devotions
before a statue of the Virgin Mary in one corner. She told me that
Father had informed her of the nature of my sins. Sexual
transgressions of that magnitude required severe physical penance,
which she was in charge of administering. She then instructed me to
remove my clothing. When I balked, she explained that part of my
penance was to experience the humiliation of being completely naked
during its course.

I still protested having to be nude. But she
assured me that if I resisted, she would summon other sisters to
compel me. Then my punishment would be doubled as well as having
even more witnesses for my humiliation. I stripped reluctantly,
finally standing naked before her. Then she told me to lie down on
the bed on my back. I complied, puzzled. The stern Sister then
instructed me to demonstrate to her how I masturbated, which of
course I rebelled against. Once again, she asserted her will. She
threatened me that if I did not comply, she would double the
punishment she was going to deliver to my bottom. Finally I gave up
and decided to do what she wanted. I had never been watched while
playing with myself before, and felt quite embarrassed. But I was
also a little bit turned on by all of the proceedings to that
point. Especially, as I now suspect, by her obvious interest in my
naked body and my sexuality. I closed my eyes and began touching
myself between my legs. She asked me if that was how I did it on my
own. I said yes, but she persisted in inquiring whether I played
with my breasts too. I admitted that I did, and she made me do that
as well. All the while as I was beating off, she kept telling me
what a bad girl I was, and how much she was going to have to punish
my bottom for my naughtiness. To tell you the truth, this all
turned me on quite a bit. I climaxed quite easily with my eyes
clamped shut, and Sister Mathilde looking on with her intense
blue-eyed gaze from her seat on her desk chair.

Once I was done, the nun helped me up from
the bed, and led me over to the prie dieu. This little prayer bench
had a leather padded top about three feet high where the person
praying would rest their arms while kneeling on the low padded knee
rest. She bent me over the top so my head reached almost to the
floor and my bottom was completely exposed. Then Sister Mathilde
used a cord attached to the outside of the base of the prie dieu to
tie my left wrist and ankle together. She did the same to my right
wrist and ankle. The now clearly excited nun explained that for
penance this painful we naughty girls could not be expected to hold
their position. It seemed we needed to be tied so our movements
wouldn’t interfere with our punishment. By this point I was truly
scared. I knew that my bottom was in for an ordeal and that I had
no recourse whatsoever except to endure whatever she had planned
for me. My helplessness was completed when she made me open my
mouth and inserted a leather bit which she tied in place behind my
head. She told me I could bite down on it to help me bear the pain,
and that it would also keep my screams from disturbing the other
nuns at their devotions.

So there I was, stark naked and completely
bent double. My arms and legs were tied four or five feet apart so
that my bottom was completely exposed, and my mouth gagged to
prevent me from even protesting effectively. Sister Mathilde then
stood where I could see her and reached down to remove the leather
slipper from her right foot. It was held by the heel to make a
paddle. She then significantly slapped against her left palm with a
loud smack, indicating what was in store for my buttocks. The
triumphant nun stepped behind me where I couldn’t see her at all,
and my spanking commenced. I had never been hit even once in my
life. So the pain of the leather slipper on my bare bottom was
shocking. I screamed into the gag, which permitted me to emit only
a muffled squeak. The stinging soon graduated into a diffuse
burning pain as the implacable nun systematically worked her way
around each of my squirming bottom cheeks. I could not help from
clenching them like mad to try to avoid or at least mitigate some
of the pain. All the while she spanked away at my burning moons,
she kept up a chiding monologue, describing how bad I’d been, and
how much my naughty bottom deserved what it was getting.

It seemed like my spanking went on for an
hour, though I have no idea how much it lasted in real time. When
she finally stopped, I was frantically weeping, feeling truly
contrite, and wordlessly begging for forgiveness into the gag.
After the blows ceased, I suddenly felt a wonderful cooling
sensation as Sister Mathilde spread a mentholated lotion on my
throbbing cheeks. She gently rubbing it into the inflamed tissues
with surprisingly kind hands. Then my adolescent world was rocked
again as I suddenly felt her mouth on my exposed vagina. The
salacious nun was gently licking and sucking as I convulsed
fruitlessly against my bonds at this sudden turn of events. I soon
realized I could no more resist her forced cunnilingus than I could
the spanking. After a few minutes, I frankly didn’t want to. Her
clearly expert attention to my pussy worked its magic. In not too
many minutes after I had stopped crying out in pain and contrition,
I was once again shouting into the gag. This time it was in
pleasure as I had the most intense orgasm of my young life to that
point.

After a moment’s respite, the wicked nun
untied my gag and released my bonds. She helped me up and into my
school uniform without a word about what had just taken place.
Mathilde looked flushed with excitement, but managed to keep a
straight face as she led me back to my dorm room. There I slept on
my stomach that night to avoid my sore bottom. But I also
masturbated at least twice before drifting off to the memory of
what had just happened to me. All the next week I wondered what to
do about confession. Finally I decided to lie about the
masturbation to see if I could avoid another session with Sister
Mathilde. When I tried this, the priest said, “But my child, Sister
Mathilde witnessed you masturbating after your last confession. So
that can’t possibly be true. I’m afraid we’ll have to double your
penance for lying…I hope that poor bottom of yours will be able to
sit in Mass tomorrow once she’s had her way with it!” My heart
sank, as I realized their system was airtight. One way or another I
was going to put on a sexual show for the good Sister every
Saturday as long as I was at the school. And that is exactly what
happened. I must say that by the end, I was looking forward to my
pre-Sabbath spanking and cunnilingus more than anything else in my
week.

This tale of enforced eroticization of
punishment made it abundantly clear to Amanda and her therapist why
spanking fantasies dominated her inner sexual life. What puzzled
both of them was why her efforts to enact these fantasies with
partners in real life had never worked out. Each time she’d tried
it, something had gone wrong. Either the spanker was half-hearted,
or too enthusiastic, or immediately apologetic when he hurt her as
much as she needed. She had even recruited a lesbian dominant with
the thought that maybe the gender was the key. But it still hadn’t
worked out. Unfortunately, Amanda’s postdoc was complete and she
took her job in the Northwest before she and her therapist could
figure this out. So the mystery still remained on the fateful
weekend when she finally met her match.

 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


So here was another weekend like so many in
the intervals between Amanda’s boyfriends for the past twenty
years. She could throw herself as usual into reading, exercising,
writing, or seeking out friends. But the truth was that she was
horny with no obvious candidates to help relieve her sexual ennui.
The tall blonde literature professor logged on to the internet and
checked her email. This only had a few plaintive notes from
students disappointed by their grades on the papers she’d graded
the weekend before. So she began cruising around. The frustrated
blonde was still stinging a bit from her latest boyfriend fiasco,
and damned if she was going to accept the characterization of her
sexual peculiarity as the symptom of an illness. So she defiantly
googled BDSM matchmaking sites. There she began to idly sort
through the postings of men seeking women her age. Most of what she
saw was singularly unappealing: stern daddies seeking bad girls,
married men looking for something spicy on the side, or insecure
guys in need of a mommy to warm their bottoms. But suddenly an
unusual advertisement popped out and captured her attention.

What first caught the English teacher’s eye
was its articulateness. Here was a man of education who could write
clearly and effectively, and who seemed to have a very coherent
idea of who he was and whom he was looking for. His description of
his ideal partner fit her uncannily well. Even more, his
characterization of himself (both factually and implicitly) sounded
quite attractive to her. The casual picture he had posted of
himself obviously on vacation somewhere tropical piqued her
interest further. But the most gripping aspect of the posting was
its last sentence. Therein he carefully characterized the way in
which he wanted eroticism to occupy his life, and asked the reader
to respond only if her own body reacted as his did. Amanda felt
exactly the surge of sexual excitement that he described. Before
she could even think about it too long, she began composing her
response:

 


“Dear DAVID8983,

 


My screen name is AMANDAJAHB (Amanda is my
name, and JAHB are the initials of one of my favorite books; bonus
points for figuring it out). I am a 37 year-old literature
professor who responded the way you specified to your last
sentence. I imagine myself to be reasonably accurately
characterized by the criteria you described for the life partner
you are seeking. If the picture of myself I have attached catches
your eye, I'd look forward to hearing back form you. I chose a
bicycling snap because I do a lot of that, and biking clothes hide
few flaws in a woman’s body. That way you’ll get a clear picture of
what you’re signing up for if we move further into this
exploration). If I'm not your cup of tea, no worries, and good luck
in your search.

 


Sincerely, Amanda”

 


When David received Amanda’s email, he was
immediately charmed by her breezy tone. But he was downright
smitten by her photograph, which depicted a lovely tall blonde with
a delightful trim figure. He only had to think for a few moments
before sitting down at his computer and banging out his reply,

 


“Dear Amanda,

 


And I do mean dear, since I found your
picture quite charming! If I understand the answer to your riddle
correctly, we have a lot in common. Thomas Mann has always been one
of my favorite authors, and Joseph and His Brothers is
easily on my all-time top ten list. I have always been a sucker for
narcissistic-punk-grows-up-after-being-thoroughly-humbled
literature and film. I wonder if you enjoyed Kurosawa’s Samurai
Trilogy as much as I did, since it is in the same vein. I would
like to know a lot more about you, and am willing to answer any
questions you have about me. But so far, you are head-and-shoulders
above any of the other respondents to my posting. Most of whom
seemed to be more interested in the lifestyle I am offering than
the life I want to create together. I am in no rush, so take your
time responding. But I really look forward to continuing our
dialogue.

 


Warmly,

 


David.”

 


Amanda felt a thrill of excitement when she
received such a quick response to her email, and was even more
excited by its content. The fact that David had recognized the
initials of her favorite book, and even had an intelligent take on
its central theme, seemed too good to be true. She looked back at
the Hawaiian-shirted picture he had included in his original
posting, and enlarged it for a closer look at him. She pored past
his generic handsomeness to the clear intelligence in his ironic
blue eyes for the first time. On this second glance, his body also
proved quite interesting to the sexually frustrated blonde. It
showed a dedication to conditioning even through the loose-fitting
shirt and baggy shorts. She allowed herself to fantasize for a
moment about having unlimited access to that body for her erotic
pleasure. Her imaginings drifted toward the spicier games she had
longed for but never been able to realize in adulthood, and she
felt immediately aroused. It was in this state of hopeful
excitement that she responded within minutes,

 


“Dear David,

 


You definitely earn the extra points for
recognizing my favorite book, and even more for understanding it! I
loved the Kurosawa trilogy, and here in Portland we have a couple
of venues that regularly show classic cinema. So I’ve even seen
them recently on a big screen. I am a professor of literature here,
mainly teaching European novels to smart undergraduates at a
private college. I still publish my own stories from time to time
(no great American novel in the works as of yet). I own a home in
the faculty ghetto on the bluff overlooking the river near campus,
and enjoy the beautiful environment here when it’s not raining.
I’ve frankly never come close to marrying, simply never having
encountered someone interesting enough to imagine spending a
lifetime with. So far, you sound like you could be a happy
exception to that rule. Since we met through a sexually-oriented
website, I suppose we had better develop the capacity to discuss
erotic issues openly, so here goes. My sexual fantasy life revolves
around spanking, primarily on the receiving end, though not
infrequently giving as well. In my fantasies, both genders appear,
though I am primarily heterosexual in actual practice to this
point. I have tried to live out these fantasies in real life with
both men and women. So far my efforts have proven moderately
exciting at best, and quite disappointing at worst. Your idea of
making a life focused around this realm fascinates me, as I’ve
never even considered such a thing, but I’m definitely
interested.

 


Well, enough for this installment,

 


Amanda.”

 


When David heard the chime indicating a new
email, he found himself rushing to the computer in hopes that it
was Amanda. He felt inordinately pleased to find out it was. The
content of her email only deepened this pleasure. She was turning
out to be even more than he would have allowed himself to hope for,
at least based on the limited contact he’d had with her. He found
his usual cautiousness blithely overridden by his excitement, as he
sat down immediately to type a reply,

 


“Dear Amanda,

 


My goodness, we are almost neighbors. I live
in San Francisco, where the internet business I just sold was
located. My background is Stanford undergraduate and MBA, followed
by an intense ten year immersion in the startup world. I labored
exclusively with the company I founded with my oldest and best
friend. He just took off with his girlfriend to squander his
fortune on tropical island paradises until they tire of them. I
suppose I let my passion for my company subsume my life away from
work (with the exception of keeping in shape, which has always been
a priority). This may be part of why I also haven’t come close to
marrying. Some recent illuminating discussions with a therapist
have indicated that some other issues regarding my family of origin
have also played a role in my unhappy patterns in relationships.
One way this has shown up is that I have tended to lose interest in
women after a few months. As well, these issues figure in the
origins of my own preoccupation with spanking (which I have tried
out once with a professional dominatrix, and found only moderately
arousing). So far, you seem like you would be impossible to lose
interest in! I would like to meet you. Since my time is totally my
own now, I would be happy to travel to Portland if you’re
comfortable with that.

 


I look forward to hearing from you!

 


Warmly,

 


David.”

 


Amanda was embarrassed to be actually
staring at the screen of her laptop when David’s response came.
Though, she thought, it was a silly emotion since it wasn’t like
anyone was there to observe how pathetically hopeful she had
become. She actually emitted a fist-pumping, “Yess!”, startling her
sleepy cat. With a long weekend looming ahead, she couldn’t think
of anything she’d rather do than get to know this fascinating new
man. Of course her dating instincts told her she should be playing
things a whole lot cooler at this stage. She also had to fight an
impulse to delay her response for similar strategic reasons,
rationalizing that her new flame hadn’t hesitated at all before his
last email back to her. In the end, she totally cast caution to the
wind, and wrote,

 


“Dear David,

 


As it happens, I broke up with my boyfriend
last weekend, and have no plans at all before Tuesday. You are
welcome to fly up any time, and I would be happy to pick you up at
the airport if you send me your flight information and your cell
phone number so we can connect if we miss each other. I am
interested enough that I suspect we will more efficiently figure
out if we’re a match in person. So I look forward to meeting you in
the flesh as soon as is convenient for you.

 


With barely guarded excitement,

 


Amanda.”

 


David had also been waiting by his laptop
when the response bell chimed, and had been investigating flights
to Portland. It turned out that he could just make a 7:30PM flight
that very evening, and he immediately booked a first class ticket
and then responded:

 


“My dear Amanda,

 


I will be arriving at 9PM tonight, and will
meet you at the curb outside the United terminal as soon as my
flight lands. My cell phone # is 415-537-8275. Look for the hopeful
man with the large bouquet.

 


With even less guarded excitement,

 


David.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Amanda dressed carefully before jumping into
her car to head to the airport in the rainy evening after the
flurry of emails had so radically changed her mood and weekend
plans. She had spent he rest of Friday afternoon in a frantic pass
through her home, straightening and making ready for a visitor the
minor chaos that had accumulated in the usually tidy space after a
week of post-breakup blues. A quick trip to the grocer’s
replenished her larder for whatever possibilities she could imagine
for a weekend of unpredictable eating in or out. Of course her
complete lack of knowledge of David’s food preferences left her
largely shooting in the dark. Final stops at the dry cleaner’s and
florist’s on the way home left her with fresh flowers to enhance
the serene beauty of her modest remodeled classic Portland
bungalow, as well as her full selection of clothes to wear for any
occasion she could imagine.

The tall blonde found herself shaving
carefully before showering. She laughed ruefully at the implication
that she was hoping to be seen unclothed by a man whom she had
never met, or even known of prior to the last few hours.
Nonetheless, as she selected her sexiest and most flattering
underwear, she had to acknowledge that, foolish or not, she had
decided to go for it with David. Caution was cast to the winds as
she would just see where this uncharacteristic abandonment of her
long-cultivated wariness might lead. She donned a longish wool
skirt that she knew showed off her long legs and trim hips and
waist, a vibrant fuchsia silk blouse, pearl earrings and necklace,
and blow-dried her mane of ash-blonde hair in a style that
accentuated her graceful neck and shoulders. A light application of
makeup and a stylish overcoat completed the ensemble. When she
looked in the hall-tree mirror next to the front door on her way
out to the car, she liked the flush of arousal in her cheeks and
sparkle of excitement in her eyes.

David had felt his own parallel version of
anxious excitement as he shaved, showered, and dressed for his
impulsive trip north. He kept his clothing business casual, opting
for khakis, a long-sleeved blue shirt, and a cashmere blazer (since
he knew the Portland weather was likely to be characteristically
iffy). His briefcase was usually stuffed with papers and a computer
when he traveled on business. Now it was lightly packed with
several pairs of fresh underpants, three extra pairs of socks, some
pajama bottoms and tee shirts, and bare-bones toiletries for a
quick trip. He threw in his Kindle reading device to distract him
from his racing mind on the flight up. Last, he consciously left
out his laptop, deciding that it was time for a break from the
high-tech absorption that had ruled his life for long enough. The
cabby took his instructions to heart by rushing fearlessly for the
airport. His Clear Pass enabled him to jump the daunting security
line, and the excited former entrepreneur slid into his first class
seat with several minutes to spare.

On landing in Portland, David saw the steady
rain and realized that at least for awhile the new couple was
likely to be spending their time primarily indoors. This both
excited him and made him nervous. After deplaning, he stopped in
the airport mall to buy an umbrella and then found a florist. There
he covered his bases by buying a dozen each of red, salmon, and
white roses before heading out the automatic doors to the
glistening wet curbside. He glanced around and took a deep breath
of the cool, moisture laden evening air. Then he settled in to wait
to be recognized by the driver of one of the rain-spattered cars
inching their way past. He was surprised to find his normally slow
paced heart racing. The anxious entrepreneur smiled wryly to
himself that he was glad it was so cool outside, which saved him
from being in a nervous sweat.

Amanda felt her own heartbeat pounding as
she sat is the Friday evening snarl of impatient motorists at the
airport. She put on some soothing music to try to calm herself as
she made her way through the grudging traffic. Once she reached the
curb, she looked through the windshield wipers to see a tall man
holding a briefcase and an unseemly amount of flowers. She realized
she was seeing David for the first time. The tall blonde took a
moment to take him in and felt a rush of pleasure as he appeared
even more appealing in person than he had in his picture. She
especially felt relieved that he was tall. There had been no
mention of height in their exchanges, and at five feet ten inches
herself, she felt ungainly and even unfeminine with men smaller
than her. After a final deep breath, she opened her door and walked
around the car to greet him.

David was delighted at the statuesque blonde
beauty that emerged from the stylish pearl grey 5 series BMW and
caught his eye with a tentative wave. He called out, “You must be
Amanda..." She smiled prettily and replied, “Hello, David. I’ve
been nervous as hell about this!” He laughed heartily, and said,
“Me too!”, and placed his briefcase on the ground to extend his
right hand to greet her. She responded with a firm clasp and an
appraising look right into his eyes. She said, “It’s a pleasure!”
David felt a surge of attraction and abandoned his promise to
himself to be restrained. He leaned forward to plant a gentle kiss
full on her generous lips. He was surprised when Amanda responded
by taking the chaste gesture a measured step into a more erotic
realm. She relaxed her mouth and lingered a second, actually
savoring him, and making it clear that she liked what she
tasted.

When she finally disengaged, feeling a
head-rush of pleasant disorientation, David said wryly, “I would
say that the pleasure was all mine, but unless I am mistaken, we
both enjoyed that way too much!” Amanda burst into laughter, and
David handed her the three-dozen roses. He explained, “Since I
didn’t know what color you’d prefer, I decided to play it safe…”
She murmured that they were lovely while inhaling their bouquet.
Then she opened the back door of her car to place them on the seat
along with David’s briefcase and umbrella. Once they were both back
inside the car, David recognized the music she had playing
immediately. He patted his suit pocket and saying, “I have that
album right here on my iPod, and was playing it within the past
week. Miles Davis and Gil Evans, it just doesn’t get much better
than that!” They chatted about music as they inched their way out
into traffic. Then David spoke, “May I take you to dinner? I took
the liberty of getting online and booking a table at Park Kitchen,
which I have enjoyed on previous trips here.” Amanda said that
would be delightful. Soon they made their way into the neighborhood
where the restaurant was located and dashed inside through the
rain.

After they had sorted out their umbrellas
and Amanda’s coat, they were seated at a secluded corner table.
That has not been hard to come by even on a Friday since it was
almost ten PM. Then they both sat back to catch their breath and
get to know each other. David was so far completely taken with the
beauty and charm of this fascinating new woman. His reaction was
not one iota less than she had to his own attractiveness and
obvious intelligence and wit. The fact that they were both aware of
a strong and mutually acknowledged shared interest in the spicy end
of the erotic spectrum only sharpened their enjoyment of the
intricate minuet of mutual exploration. They quickly determined
that they were both only children from strikingly dysfunctional
families. They shared a rueful laugh about how such circumstances
could create people who ran into difficulties in trying to figure
out their love lives. David asked Amanda if she’d like some wine,
and she agreed. But she said, “Only a glass, since I really want to
keep my wits about me this evening, and any more than that tends to
dull them.” They each ordered some Chardonnay, and settled in to
select from the enticing menu of local fare. After which they
ordered and resumed their excited conversation.

The topics flowed seamlessly as they
explored their differences and similarities. They found eerily more
matches than mismatches in their tastes in cinema, books, music,
art, and theater. When Amanda mentioned her passion for opera,
David wrinkled his nose and said, “Perhaps if I’m taken by the hand
by an aficionado, I’ll have better luck than I have so far in
enjoying that particular medium…” She likewise couldn’t echo his
delight in classic rock. She confessed to having been a hopeless
bookish nerd as a young woman and disdaining her peers’ swooning
over the pop stars of that era. Neither of them had much enjoyment
of spectator sports or golf. Amanda burst into laughter when David
said, “It is in my living will that if I ever tee up a golf ball,
the doctors are to disconnect my life-support.” The meal progressed
as smoothly as the conversation, with much mutual savoring of what
they were eating as well as what they were learning about each
other. It became clear that one thing they definitely had in common
was an open enthusiasm about enjoying life. Finally, the wait-staff
was hopefully glancing at them since all the other diners had left
and midnight was looming. David paid the bill with a hefty tip and
they headed back out, glad to note that the rain had stopped.

When they reached the car, David said, “I’ve
made reservations at a hotel I know. I didn’t want to put you in an
awkward position by presuming anything about where I’d be staying…”
Amanda surprised even herself when she responded, “That was
certainly thoughtful of you. So far you’ve been nothing but careful
of me in every way, which I really appreciate. But the truth is,
there is nothing I’d like to do more right now in the whole world
than to get you home and get your clothes off and fuck your brains
out!” David burst into laughter and said, “My goodness, woman, you
don’t dilly-dally around a bit, now, do you?” She joined in his
laughter, and said, “May I take that as an assent?” He responded
that she most certainly could. He reached out to lay a hand on her
thigh and said, “I’ve been wondering about how you look in the nude
since the moment I saw your picture in those bicycling tights. I
can’t wait to find out!”

They drove the short distance to her
bungalow in companionable silence as David lightly caressed
Amanda’s firm thigh. The avid couple barely got inside the front
door when they flew into a passionate embrace and mind-blowing
kiss. Their hands were hungrily devouring each others’ bodies as
their lips and tongues were engaging in the delightful mirror dance
of a first deep kiss for several minutes before they broke free.
Amanda exclaimed, “Wow! Before we get any further, I’d better get
these flowers in some water, since it would be a shame to let them
wilt. I’ve laid a fire. So if you’d be so good as to start it with
one of the matches on the mantelpiece, I’ll join you in the living
room in just a second.” The truth was that Amanda couldn’t have
cared less about the flowers (at least compared to how much she
cared about getting naked with this intensely desirable man). But
she was unaccustomed to being as ruled by her passions as she felt
at that moment, and needed a respite to center herself. She
retrieved the flowers from where they had fallen to the front
hallway floor and made a smiling exit to the kitchen. There she
found a large cut glass vase to hold them, and returned to the
living room to place the lovely arrangement on the coffee
table.

David had lit the fire, which rapidly caught
and was sending a warm light into the comfortably casual room.
Amanda put some vintage Keith Jarrett on the sound system and took
David’s blazer to hang in the coat closet with her overcoat (which
had also been cast aside in a heap in their impulsive embrace). She
then lit a pair of large candles on the side tables flanking the
large, soft, ecru leather couch facing the fire. Finally his
hostess sat down in its center, and patted the cushion beside her.
She admitted with a rueful smile, “All right, I’ve recovered my
composure, at least for the moment, so let’s take our time and do
this properly.” Her bemused guest laughed and sat beside her. He
took her elegant body in his arms as they resumed their kiss. This
time it was a more leisurely immersion of themselves in each
other's mouths. Amanda’s hands began to unbutton David’s shirt,
first the sleeves and then the front. Once his lightly brown-furred
chest was exposed, she ran her fingers over its well-defined
musculature with a pleased murmur. She disengaged from their kiss
long enough to say, “It looks like someone’s been keeping in shape!
I like that in a man!”

Her new suitor enjoyed the compliment, and
the touch of her cool fingers on his torso even more. He responded,
“I’m glad you find me pleasing, and I’d like to do a whole lot more
to please you as soon as possible. May I remove your blouse?”
Amanda responded, “You have my permission to do anything you want
with my clothing as well as the rest of me. So please feel free to
help yourself to whatever you fancy. Of course, only as long as you
grant me the same privileges with you. I am, after all, a firm
believer in equal opportunity seduction.” David solemnly responded,
“I am totally yours, at least for tonight, so consider yourself
granted full laissez-faire.” With that, they resumed their
delicious kissing. Meanwhile their hands continued to wander over
each other's clothing, undoing a button here and a snap there, a
belt here and a zipper there. At last they were both in their
underwear.

At that point, David pulled back from their
langorous exploration of the world of kissing. He announced, “This
body of yours is too spectacular for me to divide my attention on
my first encounter with it. So with your permission I’d like you to
relax while I focus on this marvelous new territory I get to
explore.” Amanda sighed and said, “If you insist…” Then she lay
back on the couch while her new lover paid exquisite attention to
her pale beauty. He stroked and kissed every inch of her
long-limbed frame while she sighed and moaned in enjoyment. He
murmured, “I’m not the only one who has paid the right kind of
attention to personal maintenance, my dear. And believe me when I
say it is appreciated.” Only when he had lingered over every part
of her front not covered by her lacy black bra and scant matching
thong did David reach for the clasp. He released her firm, smallish
breasts with a sigh, saying, “My God, they’re perfect!” Amanda
moaned in delight as he stroked and nuzzled the firm B-cup orbs,
each the size of a ripe peach half. She cried out as much in relief
as pleasure when he took the small, firm nipples successively in
his mouth, gently suckling them as he felt them harden under his
tongue. He then kissed his way down her taut abdomen, enjoying the
involuntary twitches his light touch produced. His patient fingers,
lips, and tongue proceeded to explore the tender areas surrounding
her thong, which was already drenched with the musky scented
evidence of her arousal.

“I want to see how you come, so I’m going to
slip this off and allow my hungry mouth to have what it longs
for...” he murmured hoarsely. Amanda raised her hips in silent
assent while he slipped off her remaining garment, exposing her
lightly furred blonde pussy. David sighed in appreciation,
commenting, “How lovely!” Then he lowered his mouth to drink in the
erotic juices as he laved her vagina slowly from bottom to top. He
evoked a loud moan as he languidly circled her clitoris with a
broadened tongue. Meanwhile, his hands moved around to cup her trim
ass cheeks, raising her core to his lips as though he were sipping
sacred wine from a chalice. He savored not only the liquid he was
drinking in, but also the succulent firmness of the buttocks he was
grasping so hungrily. He thought, “This is the bottom that needs to
be spanked by me!”, which added even more to the flames of his
arousal. Amanda turned out to be thinking the very same thing, and
it took her promptly over her threshold to the best orgasm she had
had in as long as she could remember. She clutched David’s head to
her crotch and bucked and plunged between his hands and face while
shouting out her pleasure for at least a minute. Finally, she
collapsed limply in his grasp with a final sigh of contentment.

David raised up his head and caught Amanda’s
gaze with an amused expression. He said, “I must say I like
how you come!” His sated partner burst into laughter, saying,
“Well, at least in your hands, I must say I like how I come at
least as much as you do!” They cuddled for awhile in pleasant
respite. At last Amanda spoke up, “Now I think it’s my turn to do
the very same sort of investigation of you as you just so admirably
did of me. Please lie back and let me have my way with you now!”
David happily complied. He lay back on the comfortable couch with
legs extended as Amanda ran her hands over his muscular legs and
arms, complimenting him on their strength and manliness. She then
caressed his sculpted stomach, once again approving of the results
of his fitness efforts. Following which she slid her fingers
teasingly under the waistband of his blue silk briefs. She
announced, “Time to get these out of the way and check out what
looks to be an impressive piece of equipment inside!”

When Amanda lowered his briefs just beneath
his genitals, David’s erection sprang out. It was energized by
hours of anticipation and the extremely erotic experience of
stripping this gorgeous woman and eating her out. The tall blonde
felt thrilled, since she appreciated a substantial cock. She was
pleasantly surprised to encounter one significantly bigger than
average, perhaps eight inches long and an inch and a half in
diameter. This made it perhaps the biggest she’d ever had sex with.
She spoke, “Aren’t you a treasure trove—all these wonderful
attributes and an enormous and rock-hard cock to boot! Well I know
just what to do with this. It’s only fair that I get to enjoy
eating you just as much as you did me.” David groaned as her lovely
mouth descended to engulf the head of his erection. She circled it
lazily with her tongue while he sighed with pleasure. She then
began a slow, careful fucking movement of her head, taking him deep
in her mouth, and then spitting him completely out. The lovely
blonde continued repeating the process as he looked on, his eyes
glazed with lust at the sight and feeling of this fascinating new
woman sucking him so expertly. Her hands got busy caressing and
massaging his balls, evoking even more emphatic groans of pleasure.
Within less than ten minutes of this highly skilled blow job, David
found himself crying out his release. His hips thrust violently and
he spent himself copiously in her mouth while. Amanda swallowed
convulsively, not wanting to miss a drop of this first ejaculation
of her promising new lover.

After his paroxysms had passed, David opened
his eyes and met Amanda’s amused, friendly gaze. She continued to
hold his organ in her mouth as it gradually deflated. He thanked
her for her careful attention to his pleasure, to which she
responded, “I’ve always believed that one good turn deserves
another. When it comes to oral sex, you are certainly no slouch.
What do you say we take a bathroom and hydration break and
reconvene in my bedroom for some further mutual investigations?”
Her companion readily agreed to this plan. They had both emptied
their bladders in the guest bathroom off the front hallway and
downed a bottle of chilled water in the small but up-to-date
kitchen. Then Amanda led the way to the back of her house.

The master bedroom suite was dominated by a
picture-window view of the Columbia River and the downtown skyline.
The rainscrubbed nighttime vista appeared magical in the post
deluge clarity of the air. The room was pleasantly warm, and the
massive four-poster canopied queen-sized bed was positioned against
the wall opposite the view. It was sited such that its occupants
could enjoy the uncurtained spectacle without fear of being
observed (since the house was on the edge of the river bluff). The
bed itself was a masterpiece of contemporary Northwest woodworking.
It featured a striking burl headboard and a smooth round foot rail
perhaps four inches in diameter, with equally sturdy posts
supporting the canopy. David’s immediate thought was a series of
erotic tableaux involving Amanda tied in various extremely exposing
poses. He boldly ventured to admit what he was thinking, “I just
imagined a whole raft of possible ways to tie you up using all
those convenient posts. I think that could enable me to do all
sorts of terrible, wonderful things to your helplessly bound
body…”

Amanda’s response was a surge of erotic
heat, which she acted out by virtually springing into David’s arms
and fiercely kissed his pleasantly surprised mouth. He felt his own
arousal spring to life. Soon their completely nude bodies were
locked in passionate embrace. When Amanda felt his resurgent
erection, she hooked a leg around his hip. Then with her arms
around his neck she raised herself up until she was poised directly
above the head of his once again rampant cock. Finally she lowered
herself onto his insistent phallus with a throaty cry of “Yess!” as
he groaned his approval. They stood kissing for awhile with her
impaled deliciously and him once again cupping her delightful firm
feminine ass in his hands. Then he began raising and lowering her
as he savored complete immersion in her sultry wetness. She in turn
got lost in the thrill of being completely entered and taken by his
potent manhood. Although he was in superb shape, completely
supporting the weight of a strong, rangy woman in this position
began to tire his legs after ten minutes. So he backed up to the
edge of the bed and lay down on his back. Then he pushed backwards
until he was completely supine with her lovely body riding him.

At that point, he relaxed and let her take
over the work. She posted on his cock like an elegant erotic
horsewoman while he savored the view of her breasts wobbling
fetchingly with each movement. After a few minutes of this
delectable combination of stimulation to his cock and eyes, David
gave in to the temptation presented by Amanda’s available breasts.
He took one in each hand to massage and stroke. After thoroughly
exploring their texture and contours, he focused on the small,
sensitive nipples, beginning with gentle stimulation, and gradually
increasing the intensity. Soon he was pinching them quite roughly,
as their owner writhed and moaned. He murmured, “These are so
lovely and sensitive, I wonder if they have ever been punished the
way I intend to?” This thought excited and frightened Amanda so
much that she immediately broke through into orgasm. The tall
blonde writhed seductively on David’s cock for an even more intense
climax than her first before collapsing onto his chest.

“God, I don’t know how you manage to hit the
right notes so consistently with me, but I sure as hell appreciate
it!” Amanda sighed into his chest as he stroked her slightly sweaty
back and bottom while she caught her breath. He smiled and rolled
her over onto her back and commenced fucking her again. Now he was
hungry for his own release. He held himself up on his extended arms
and gazed affectionately at the lovely face of his new paramour.
She returned his smile, and reached up with her hands to take his
own nipples between thumb and forefinger. Then she began pinching
them just as aggressively as he had been assaulting hers. He felt a
jolt of electricity through his groin and into his cock head. His
intrepid new lover smiled and said, “Painful, delightful things are
going to happen to the most sensitive, vulnerable parts of your
helpless body when it’s my turn too, you know…” She then reached
around to cup his flexing bottom cheeks as he increased the pace of
his penetration of her. She pulled him powerfully into her as she
said, “Especially this ass, which is so gorgeous that it reminds me
of Michelangelo’s David...Except we’ll call you Amanda’s David! I
have many challenging plans for these sweet buns!” This thought had
its intended effect. Her enchanted partner erupted into a second
mind-blowing climax. He arched his body in a shouting rictus as he
emptied his loins into her while she held his hips against her in a
powerful grip.

The spent couple lay happily entangled on
the bed, sweetly kissing and caressing while their sweat dried and
heart rates slowed. Amanda suggested a shower, and David happily
followed her into the Italian-tiled bathroom. There they piled into
the large walk-in shower which also had a picture window out onto
the spectacular river view from their perch on the bluff’s edge. He
teased her about being an exhibitionist. She responded, “Anyone
willing to work hard enough to look through this window, which I
think would require a helicopter or a massive telephoto lens, is
welcome to look all they want!” They happily soaped each others’
sleek bodies, paying special attentions to breasts, bottoms, and
crotches. Then they dried each other with plush bath sheets before
donning matching blue silk kimono-style robes that Amanda produced
from hooks behind the bathroom door. David went off to find his
briefcase and retrieve his pajama bottoms and toothbrush while
Amanda completed her own nighttime toilette, and he returned to
finish freshening up. They were both fully spent after their
long-eventful day. So the sated couple climbed into the bed to
cuddle amiably before drifting off into a blissful sleep.

 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


David awoke first the next morning. He
enjoyed the misty light from the rain-streaked windows as he
marveled at how rapidly his life seemed to have changed in the past
twenty-four hours. The happy entrepreneur breathed in the sleepy
smell of his softly snoring bed-partner, scenting the remnants of
their previous night’s passion as well. He wondered if this was to
be the odor he would come to associate with his first true love.
After easing out of the bed so as not to awaken Amanda, he padded
softly into the bathroom to relieve his bladder and brushed his
teeth to freshen his mouth. Then he returned to stand savoring the
North view across the river, barely visible in the misty rain. The
bungalow had seemed so unassuming from the street when they arrived
the night before. It turned out to be a spectacular view-home,
perched right on the edge of the river bluff. As seemed to have
been the case for most matters of taste, his resonance to Amanda’s
choices in her place to live, her music, her clothes, even her
interior decorating seemed uncanny. The possibility that someone
this suited to him, this compatible in bed, and this attractive to
him, could also share his interest in the darker, spicier side of
eroticism seemed unimaginably lucky. Yet here he was looking out
her bedroom window after some of the best sex of his life, and they
hadn’t even tried anything experimental yet. He could not recall
ever feeling so excited about anything before. He realized with
some surprise that no previous success could remotely match the
possibility he could sense here.

He glanced at the clock, surprised to find
it nearly noon. Then David retrieved his borrowed kimono from where
it had fallen to the floor the night before, and headed into the
rest of the house. The bungalow had clearly been redone. What
looked from the street to be a simple structure turned out to have
two ell-shaped wings projecting out onto stilts above the bluff.
One of them was occupied by the bedroom he’d just left. The other
containing the kitchen and dining area. The two wings were
connected by the living room, and all of the walls facing the river
were solid glass and uncurtained. This virtually compelled the
visitor’s gaze to the ever-changing panorama of the view. In the
hallway toward the living room he passed on his left a bedroom
converted into a workout space, and another that had been turned
into a home office and library. Then he passed through the living
room, which still smelled pleasantly of the fire from their
previous evening. At last he wandered into the kitchen and found
the refrigerator, retrieving some milk and coaxing the espresso
machine into action. As he drank his cappuccino, he browsed through
the refrigerator and removed the ingredients for an omelet. Within
fifteen minutes the hungry man had shiitake mushrooms and shallots
browning in oil as he whisked up a batter. After which he rapidly
assembled a hearty breakfast for two with the savory simple
omelets, buttered local whole grain bread, and slices of fresh
apple on the side. Once he had prepared another two cups of
cappuccino, he tracked down a tray and loaded the meal up. Then he
carried it back into the bedroom, where Amanda still slept.

David placed the food down on the bed and
walked around to Amanda’s side. There he sat gently down and
stroked her short mane of blonde hair away from her face, and
kissed her gently on the eyes. She murmured a sleepy good morning,
and he responded with a soft kiss on the mouth. Then he said, “I
hope you’re hungry, since I’ve taken the liberty of robbing your
pantry to prepare us some breakfast, though technically, we should
probably call it brunch.” She sniffed in the savory smell of the
shallots and said, “Why aren’t you a dear! Let me run to the
bathroom, and I’ll be right back with a ferocious appetite!” He
appreciated the view of her lovely rear end as she dashed into the
bathroom. He noticed and liked that she gave an extra wiggle for
his delectation in her acknowledgement of his gaze (and her
appreciation of it). As she returned she snagged her own kimono
from the floor. Soon she and David were digging into their omelets,
about which she complimented him profusely. “You continue to be too
good to be true; My God, a sexy man who can cook!” He responded,
“I’ve always loved it, though my own tastes tend toward the spicy.
I had to restrain myself from adding some of the fresh jalapenos I
saw in your vegetable bin.” She responded, “Never hold back on the
spice on my account, buster, ‘cause I can devour the hot stuff with
the best of them!”

David decided that Amanda had just provided
him with the perfect segue. He responded, “Speaking of the hot
stuff, to my mind we had some of the best sex of my life last night
while keeping things relatively vanilla. But I suppose we ought to
begin discussing our mutual fascination with the spicier condiments
in the bedroom. After all, that was the original basis for our
decision to meet.” She laughed around a mouthful of omelet and
toast. Then she washed it down with some cappuccino before
responding, “You’re even good with the words, too, and I’m supposed
to be the literature prof! Yes indeed, I will confess that I am
feeling a lovely combination of excitement and dread about how we
are going to begin exploring our darker sides in bed. It seems
clear to me that we both have some energy around both giving and
receiving more intense stimuli than we’ve tried so far. So I
suppose what we need to do is start exploring what each of us
imagines might be fun to try.” David thought for awhile as they
finished up their omelets and snacked on the apple slices to clear
their palates.

Finally, he spoke, “I know in my case my
interest in this area of sexuality is the result of an experience
that I had as a young man. I think the best thing I could
contribute is to tell you that story. Then if you have any similar
background about the origins of your own inclinations toward BDSM,
I’d be very interested to hear all about that. I have no attachment
at all to who should go first. So I’ll defer that decision to you,
since I have already taken liberties by invading your kitchen
without permission.” Amanda smiled and said, “Dear sweet man, I so
appreciate your carefulness with me. But I hope very soon you can
get to know me well enough to take some much more major liberties
and not worry about me. I am quite willing to object if something
untoward is going on. I do indeed have a story that most definitely
bears on my being wired to that particular theater of sexual power.
I would be glad to tell it to you in as much detail as you’d like.
Let’s do one round of ‘scissors-paper-stone’, and the loser will
have the first opportunity to play Sheherezade.”

David laughed at Amanda’s spirited,
intelligent response. This was what he was beginning to expect as
he got to know this unusual woman better, and he liked her even
more with each interaction. He held out a fist to bump against
hers, and they counted down and flashed their signs. His scissors
were blunted by her stone, provoking her to a peal of pleased
laughter as she said, “Oh, goodie, you get to do all the work for
the first pass!” She then settled her long limbs comfortably as she
sat back against the pillows piled in front of the headboard. The
tall blonde waited patiently while David organized his thoughts
before speaking. He told her his family history leading up to his
parents’ divorce and the introduction of his stepmother into his
life. Then he gave a vivid and detailed description of the events
that fateful night when his underlying submissive nature was first
revealed to him. He then went on to describe how he had come to
understand the consequences of that experience had played out in
his subsequent love life, including his unsatisfying attempts to
act out his interest in spanking. This tale went on for a good
hour. When it had finally wound down, Amanda spoke at last, “I so
appreciate your thoughtfulness in general, and about this topic
even more. It is hard to face these issues, as you will see I very
well know. I can see by the bulge in your crotch that telling me
this has no doubt turned you on, and I want you to know my pussy is
sopping. So our responses indicate we both resonate erotically to
your story. Before I tell you my story, I’ll just leave you with my
assurance that I would love to take down your pants and treat your
bottom to just as much careful attention as your stepmother
did.”

David leaned forward and planted a lingering
kiss of appreciation on Amanda’s lips. During which he reached
inside her kimono to verify the state of her pussy, which indeed
was fully aroused. She returned the favor by squeezing his
rock-hard erection appreciatively, and then they settled back down
for her to take her turn. The tall blonde followed the same format
as had her new lover. She began with enough family history to
provide a sensible explanation for the events leading up to her
stay at the convent school. Then she gave a quite specific account
of her first encounter with Sister Mathilde, as well as a summary
of how those weekly sessions evolved over the two years she was
there. Amanda also detailed her own unsatisfying efforts to inject
elements of her resulting fascination with BDSM into her sex life.
She then upped the ante a bit by admitting that David’s verbal and
physical forays into that realm the night before had really rung
her chimes. Her rapt listener responded with his own version of
deep appreciation, ending with, “I would be honored to be the one
to tie you down and spank your delightful moons until they turn
bright pink whenever you want me to. Then I promise to fuck the
Bejaisus out of you immediately after, if that is your wish as
well!”

The two new lovers were both so aroused
after their mutual exploration of their pasts and psychosexual
origins that they fell immediately into each other's arms. Lips and
tongues devoured each other hungrily as their hands tugged away the
kimonos to enable their bodies to cleave as completely as possible.
David rolled onto his back and pulled Amanda on top of him. Then he
said, “I would love to get a long look at that ass of yours, so how
about lowering your pussy onto my face while facing the other
direction? I’ll do a little multitasking here and eat you out while
I’m taking in the view, and you can amuse yourself with whatever
pops up.” She laughingly complied, and he was treated to the
delectable sight of her lean pale thighs lowering her blonde-furred
vagina onto his mouth. This left his eyes and hands to feast
themselves on her firm, muscular bottom that had featured so
excitingly in her tale. He savored the heft and texture of her
buttocks, imagining how they would feel as he spanked them soon,
and relishing their small movements as her hips reacted to his
mouth’s attentions to her pussy.

Meanwhile, Amanda had untied David’s pajama
bottoms and pulled the smooth silk easily off to leave him naked
before her own eyes, hands and mouth. Soon her lips encased his
phallus. Meanwhile her hands enjoyed free play over his balls,
perineum, ass, and thighs. She moved his legs further apart and
moistened a finger with her saliva. This she then circled around
his small, puckered anus, enjoying the instinctive flinching that
hidden orifice did in response to this new attention. She gradually
pressed inside as he moaned at the invasion. His hips began to
convulse even more powerfully when her finger quested deeper to
encounter his prostate, sending a shocking jolt of sexual
electricity straight to his balls and cock. Amanda noticed this and
massaged the almond-sized ball of tissue even more vigorously. Soon
she had her reward as her mouth was filled with semen. She happily
rode the strong, bucking body beneath her while the excited
entrepreneur convulsed his way through a very different sort of
climax than he’d ever experienced.

Once David’s spasms had subsided, Amanda
released his shrinking cock from her mouth and relaxed down onto
his torso. He resumed his attentions to her pussy, which had been
completely neglected the instant her finger had invaded his
virginal bottom hole. She murmured while her hands played
suggestively with his buttocks, “What a naughty boy to lose focus
on such an important task just because of a little distraction! I
believe that would be a spanking offense. These cute little bottom
cheeks of yours had better be prepared for a long and painful
consequence quite soon!” David interrupted his oral labors to
retort, “Why, I was just having the very same thought regarding how
your own beautiful ass was in for severe consequences for the
audacity of that nasty little finger of yours invading such a
private place without invitation! So I guess we’re going to have to
negotiate a way to decide whose bottom gets the first chance to
meet its painful destiny!”

As David returned to his delicious labors,
Amanda continued her erotic banter, “Of course, if you think
that was a violation, you ain’t seen (or felt) nothing yet.
I have all sorts of plans for that cute little asshole of yours,
once I get you tied down and helpless!” Her amused and already once
again aroused partner could not resist disengaging his mouth to
reply, “Well, don’t imagine that your own sweet little brown
rosette here is one iota less likely to deal with its own rather
challenging invasions of many sorts. One of the most likely
instrument of its violation has just gotten all hot and bothered
right next to your face at the very thought of all these threats!”
Sure enough, David’s cock was fully rampant once again. They both
laughed uproariously at this exchange before he inserted a finger
into her vagina to find her G spot and resumed his cunnilingus.
This soon resulted in a now-characteristic intense climax in just a
few minutes.

Once they had both caught their breath, the
couple flipped back around and resumed their cuddling as the misty
daylight waned toward twilight. Amanda said as they dozed
peacefully, “I am so turned on by what we were teasing each other
about, both directions…I really want you to test the limits of my
ass, both inside and out. Though I am also scared about it, since
no cock has ever been inside there, let alone one as big as
yours…And I really want to do the same to your own tight little
anus too, maybe even buy a strap on dildo and try fucking you like
you were a submissive boy after I have reddened that ass until it
is completely mine…” David’s cock seemed to leap as his beautiful
companion so matter-of-factly described her intentions for his rear
end. He said, “God, this all just turns me on so much I can hardly
express it! I mean, we just had amazing sex, and hearing you talk
dirty to me in that way has me completely ready to go again right
this instant!” Amanda’s hand found his phallus to confirm the
rock-hard truth of his assertion. She once again praised her
wonderful new man, “You seem to have the staying power of a
teenager, sir. To think that we women in our thirties who are
supposed to be coming into our sexual prime have been warned that
guys our age are on the wane. There are rumors we need to look to
boy-toys for a match to our libido. But now, I think we need to
decide what to do right now. Should we actually get dressed and go
out for dinner (since I for one am getting hungry), or stay in and
not bother about clothes the whole day? Let alone how we’re going
to take turns having our way with each others’ bottoms.”

David thought for a moment while he enjoyed
the pressure of Amanda’s grip on his cock. He said, “One of the few
things my father used to say that always made a lot of sense to me
was that hunger makes the best sauce. So perhaps we should get
dressed and go out for an early dinner, and then make our way back
for our spicy entertainment later. Plus, at least for what I have
in mind for you, a trip by a hardware store would be a good idea,
since I wouldn’t assume you would have the necessary materials here
at home.” His cuddling partner felt her own surge of excitement at
the thought of what this cryptic statement might entail. She
communicated her agreement with this plan by giving David’s cock a
final squeeze and jumping up to say, “Very well, sir, let’s do
exactly that. I know a hole-in-the-wall seafood place along the
river that would be uncrowded at this early hour. There is a big
box hardware store on the way there for you to use to buy whatever
your nasty mind has concocted for assisting you in ravishing the
most sensitive, vulnerable parts of my poor helpless body!”

They both laughed at this arch description
of the psychological game they were each playing with each other,
and moved to dress. David’s choice was limited to a new set of
bikini briefs and a form-fitting dark blue silk t-shirt to wear
under the khakis and blazer that were his only options for
outerwear. Amanda also opted for pants, in her case Levis, but
selected a sheer sky-colored blouse and wore no brassiere, clearly
wanting to add some seduction to the dinner menu. She also chose a
cashmere blazer, teasing David about them dressing like twins.
Since the rain seemed to have let up for the evening, they both
eschewed umbrellas. The hardware store was enormous and
comprehensive, as befitted a port city in a timber-rich area. David
found his way immediately to the cordage section. There he tested a
large number of ropes before making a selection of a sturdy 3/8
inch nylon braided cord that felt buttery soft to the touch and had
absolutely no stiffness. After the salesman cut off a hundred foot
length as requested, David calmly took Amanda by the hand. He said,
“Let’s try this out...” and quickly looped a length around her
wrist, then took the other hand and repeated this maneuver. He held
her wrists tightly in the loops as she stood in the aisle with the
salesman looking on bemusedly. David asked, “Feel OK?” Amanda found
herself nodding a mute yes and blushing scarlet (as her genitals
flooded with blood as well). The salesman muttered, “Well, I guess
you folks don’t need me any longer…” and walked quickly off.

David smiled quietly to himself as he
released Amanda’s wrists and recoiled the end of the rope. She
grabbed him fiercely by the arms and kissed him energetically. The
tall blonde then released him to say, “God, you do know how to turn
me on! I hope we haven’t scarred that poor guy for life!” They both
burst into laughter as they walked to the checkout line and headed
off to dinner.

 


 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


Soon they were both seated at the small,
almost shack-like restaurant and drinking a local micro-brew. The
besotted couple ordered a bucket of steamed clams for a starter and
perused the menu. They chose charcoal-broiled fresh local fish and
steamed vegetables as a main course as they each quietly enjoyed
the heady sense of sexual anticipation. Finally, David spoke, “If
I’m reading us both right, it seems to me that tonight might be
your turn to discover how I plan to use that rope we bought, and
what strenuous activities I have in mind for that spectacular
bottom of yours. What do you think?” The already aroused Amanda
felt a rush of moist heat between her legs, and said, “If my cunt
is having a vote, I think you’re quite correct. Although my ass has
its doubts.” Her companion wryly retorted, “Well, if there’s one
thing I’ve learned over the years, it’s to never argue with a
beautiful woman’s pussy. So I guess that settles it!” They both
laughed and raised their glasses, with David toasting, “Here’s to
Amanda’s bottom; may it never lack for just the attention that it
needs!”

Their appetizer arrived shortly and they dug
into the sweet local shellfish, both hungrier than they had
realized. David drew Amanda out further about her experiences with
Sister Mathilde, quizzing her in detail about which parts of the
weekly ritual punishment and oral pleasuring had the most erotic
resonance for her. It turned out that the forced masturbation in
front of an audience was surprisingly sexy for the tall blonde. She
had never tried to repeat it, but had only used the memory as a
stock fantasy when pleasing herself in private. David leaned toward
her, kissed her gently on the lips, and said, “I want you to undo
your jeans, and reach your right hand inside to play with yourself
right here until you come. Your left hand can enjoy those lovely
tits you have so thoughtfully left available. While you’re hands
are occupied, I’ll feed you the rest of the clams.” Amanda moaned
at the prospect of an embarrassing public display, “David, please…”
He responded, “Or, I could punish you by withholding your spanking
later on...”

The tall blonde blushed and reached down to
release her belt and unsnap her Levis. She lowered the zipper while
looking furtively around at the other patrons in the restaurant,
who all seemed absorbed in their own meals and conversations. As
her hand snaked inside her thong to comply with David’s orders, she
felt relief that her seat in their corner booth was facing mainly
away from the rest of the diners. She moaned slightly as her hand
found its already engorged target. Amanda was also grateful that
the shack was poorly heated enough that she had kept on her blazer
jacket. That meant her manipulation of her nipples was at least
somewhat under cover as well. Her rapt companion kept his attention
riveted to her beautiful face as she flushed with growing passion.
He periodically speared a clam with the small fork provided,
dredged it in drawn butter, and slipped it between her increasingly
panting lips. By the time ten minutes had passed the last clam had
been devoured. Mercifully before the waiter had come with their
main courses, Amanda bit her lip hard as she stifled her vocal
expression of her climax. David lovingly stroked her face as her
head arched backwards in her pleasure until she calmed.

The shaken literature professor opened her
eyes and gazed wonderingly at her new lover. She murmrued, “You
continue to give me the best but most challenging surprises…” He
smiled warmly and said, “Lord knows I try…” They both cracked up as
the waitress arrived with their fish and vegetables, looking as
though she wondered what the joke was. Their fish was delicious,
simple and fresh and plentiful. They dug in with gusto as they
returned to their mutual exploration of each others’ lives and
histories. Amanda took the lead in quizzing David about his current
situation and his complete lack of solid plans. She was obviously
fascinated by this total freedom, as well as by his inclinations
about how to capitalize on such an unusual boon. He thought for
awhile and responded, “For now, my goal is to prioritize the one
thing I had trouble giving more than indirect attention to since my
experiences with Angelique, which is my love life. Until I get that
to a place that feels right to me, I’m not going to put serious
energy into anything else. Once that part of my life really is
working, then my partner and I will decide together where we decide
to focus our mutual energies and resources.”

Amanda was intrigued by this plan. She was
also more than a bit excited at the thought that she was in the
running for that role in David’s life, especially if things
continued to go as well as they had so far between them. The
smitten woman straightforwardly said exactly those words. David
responded warmly, saying he felt the same, and appreciated her
steady candor throughout their encounter so far. He then turned to
ask her some questions of his own, “So, unless my sense of real
estate prices is off base, I’m wondering how a single college
professor is able to afford as spectacular a house as yours?” She
laughed and responded, “Well, it certainly isn’t because of the
beneficence of a sugar daddy, except if you count my very own crazy
father. When he died five years ago, I was surprised to find that
he hadn’t actually spent every dime on booze and broads as he had
always promised. He actually left me several million dollars in a
trust that had vested without my knowledge when I turned thirty.
That paid to buy the bungalow and have it built out to its current
state. As well it left enough tucked away to make my income from
teaching and writing an added bonus to allow me some frills rather
than a dire necessity as it had been since graduate school.”

David responded, “So in some ways you are in
a similar position to my own. Working is not something you
absolutely have to do in order to support yourself, but a choice
you make about how you want to spend your time?” The tall blonde
nodded, and responded, “I am actually really intrigued by your
decision to make partnership your main priority. I don’t believe
I’ve ever done that, which may account at least in part for why I’m
still unattached…ya think?” They both laughed at her self-directed
sarcasm. Then David said seriously, “Well, consider yourself
invited to try that with me.” Amanda felt a rush of affection for
this wonderful new man, and said, “I would be delighted to accept
that invitation, kind sir! Based on everything I’ve seen of you so
far, it looks like a very interesting prospect to explore.”

As they finished their meal, David took
things another direction. He remarked, “Well, right now, the
prospect I’m most interested in exploring is how that spectacular
ass of yours can be bent over and spread out and firmly secured in
place so it can receive some long, focused attention that I’m quite
sure it needs. So I’d like you to refasten your pants (unless you
want to give our fellow patrons any more of a show than you already
have) and drive us back to your place so the festivities can
begin.” Amanda felt her now-predictable jolt of arousal at his
assertion of his dominance over her. As well she was awash in the
additional spice of shame at the thought that someone in the
restaurant might be aware that she had been compelled to masturbate
to climax right in front of them. After she had buttoned up she
stood, resisting the temptation to look around to see if any of her
fellow diners were casting knowing glances her way. As they were
walking out, David leaned in and whispered, “I love how prettily
you blush when you know your true slutty nature has been made
apparent to strangers…I wonder what they’re all thinking about
you?”

They made their way out to the car with
Amanda in a state of raw sexual heat. David seemed to know just the
right psychological notes to hit to fan her submissive arousal. He
sensed this, and once they were in the car, continued his delicious
torment of his flushed companion, “Your Nordic coloration makes it
impossible to hide when you’re turned on, you know. So I’m sure at
least someone in there was aware of what was going on…Perhaps they
could even smell your arousal as we walked out. I wonder if the
ones who noticed could even imagine that what’s making you so hot
is the thought of me tying you up and spanking your ass until it’s
an even brighter red than your cheeks?” Amanda moaned as she
started the car, saying “Oh, God, David…” He responded airily,
“Well, I guess for this evening, that’s just about right! I’m going
to be your unforgiving god, who demands just punishment to be
delivered to the vulnerable bottoms of naughty girls who can’t
refrain from masturbating themselves in public.” His
more-than-willing victim just moaned and panted a bit in her
arousal. Her implacable tormentor only fanned this flame by leaning
over and using both hands to play with her stiffly erect nipples
through the sheer blue blouse as she struggled to focus on the
sparse traffic.

As he fondled her small, firm breasts, he
continued his maddeningly arousing commentary, “And these sweet
little titties are just as exquisite as your bottom cheeks, and so
firm and responsive too! They’re so sensitive and vulnerable, and
once you’re tied up, you won’t be able to do anything to protect
them against any cruel thing I decide to do to them. I’m being nice
to them now, since I’d prefer that you not drive us into a tree.
But I wonder how it will be for them when I decide to be a lot less
nice?” With that last sardonic monolog, Amanda drove into her
driveway and parked, turning off her car. But she was still held in
place by her companion’s firm grip on her breasts. He released one
hand and methodically undid the buttons on her blouse, which he
opened to bare her chest under her blazer. He resumed his hands’
attentions to the now-totally-exposed mounds, and engaged their
owner in a deep, searching kiss on the mouth. The
totally-in-control entrepreneur then kissed his way down her long,
graceful neck. He lingered in the hollows where her throat met her
collarbone, and then drifting on down to suckle her sensitized
breasts for many minutes. At last he relented and led her into the
house bare-chested under her blazer in the damp cool air of a
Portland evening with his rope in the other hand.

Amanda was gasping with arousal by this
point, completely hypnotized into an erotic frenzy. But she was
also strangely frozen in the submissive state that David had been
psychologically reinforcing all evening. She truly felt like she
was completely in his hands. It was as if all of her feisty
feminist spirit had been set aside and replaced by the soul of a
docile houri who existed only to please the master of the harem.
She was ready to willingly accepting whatever pleasure, pain, or
violation he chose to dispense on her body which was entirely his
to do with as he pleased. David sensed this and reinforced it by
standing her in the hallway while he removed her blazer and hung it
in the coat closet. Then he slipped off her wispy blouse and
ceremonially threw it into the air as they watched it waft to the
floor on the currents of warm air from the central heating. He then
unbuckled her belt, which he unthreaded from the loops of her Levis
and doubled over. He made a point of smacking it against his palm
suggestively before draping it around his neck, as if for later
use. Her pants were then unbuttoned and unzipped, and pulled down
over her firm, muscular but femininely rounded hips with some
difficulty before they fell down around her ankles. Then he then
guided her with a hand to step out of them as she removed her feet
from her sandals, which he had unstrapped. Remembering her story
about Sister Mathilde, he stood up with one of the flat leather
sandals in his right hand. He slapped it against his left palm with
a significant glance at her transfixed face before depositing this
next potential instrument of torment for her bottom in one of his
pants pockets.

This left the lovely blonde standing naked
save for her pale blue silk thong, the triangular crotch of which
was visibly soaking with the secretions of arousal. David remarked,
“Such a lovely girl, and look how slutty she is...her hungry little
cunt is totally wet at the thought of receiving the spanking of her
life in just a few minutes!” He fingered the sopping garment while
his victim moaned in arousal and mortification. The masterful man
then walked around behind Amanda, who could still see him in the
mirrored hall-tree, and knelt down to caress and nuzzle her totally
exposed bottom cheeks. He murmured, “God, are these lovely, and so
responsive to my touch! Look at them twitch when I stroke them.
Imagine how they’re going to react when I do many much more
challenging things to them! I can hardly wait to see them dance to
the tune of my spankings! They are so white and pristine...But this
may be the last time I ever see them this way, because I may have
to keep them marked so that some evidence of their naughtiness
shows on them every single day…” Amanda moaned once again as the
thong was slipped off and her legs were gently guided out of it. At
last she stood totally naked on the parquet hallway floor.

David then picked up the bag with the rope.
He took his compliant victim by the arm and led her docilely
through the living room and down the hallway into the bedroom,
where he stood her next to the bed. He left her there for a moment,
saying, “I need to visit your kitchen for some additional
equipment. I want you to stand here and think about what a naughty
girl you’ve been, and what your poor bottom is about to endure in
order to atone for your badness.” He then left the bag with the
rope, the belt, and the sandal on the bed, and strolled off to the
kitchen. There he retrieved a knife, after which he returned to his
beautiful naked lover, who stood as directed, awaiting her fate in
an erotic daze. He spoke, “I love it that you’ve gotten so quiet
since I’ve taken over the reins this evening. But I want you to
know that I expect you to cry out when I’m punishing your bottom,
though I will have no begging or pleading. I have thought a lot
about whether we should have a safe word. I believe we shouldn’t
have one. Since when either of us is punishing the other, I think
part of the excitement is to be truly out of control, just as each
of us was in the incidents that got us started down this road. We
will both have to trust one another with our total vulnerability.
Do you agree?” Amanda looked at her suddenly masterful new lover
with eyes glazed with lust. She replied, “Yes, David, I think
that’s how it should be between us. I want to place myself
completely in your hands, just like I was with Sister Mathilde.
Only in this case I will know what is happening to me is being done
by someone who understands what I need better than I do, judging by
how you have done so far. So I am completely yours to do with
whatever pleases you.”

David stroked her face tenderly, and led her
over to the vanity against the far wall of the bedroom. There he
had her stand while he took out the armless chair from its nook
under the mirror and turned it around and moved it into the center
of the space between the vanity and the bed. He sat down on it and
beckoned Amanda toward him. Her master annonced, “All right, my
lovely naughty dear, it’s time for you to go over my lap like
penitent girls have for countless centuries, to have your bottom
warmed by my hand before we go on to more involved scenarios. I
want you bent over with that lovely ass right in the middle, spread
out for me like the sumptuous feast that it is.” The tall blonde
draped her long limbs gracefully over David’s muscular thighs. She
compliantly allowed him to adjust her hips to just the position he
wanted. He went on, “Now, you are to spread those beautiful legs as
widely as possible, so I can reach every bit of your bottom cheeks.
Woe betide your bottom if you close them before instructed, since
it will pay a dear price for any lack of submission on your part.
Your hands can rest on the floor, or you can hold onto the chair
legs to help you bear the pain and resist the temptation to try to
protect your poor buttocks, as you prefer. Oh, and there is one
extra little twist in this spanking. I will snake my left hand
around your waist and into your crotch, and will be playing with
your pussy while I’m spanking you. This phase of your punishment
will last a hundred spanks or until you climax, whichever comes
first. Do you understand?”

Amanda assured him that she did, and decided
to hold the chair legs as suggested. She felt the blood rushing to
her head and shifted to accommodate David’s left hand making its
way into her crotch as his right hand began a voluptuous stroking
of her displayed bottom cheeks. Her tormentor refrained from
stimulating her clitoris as of yet, sensing correctly that she
would orgasm almost immediately given how turned on she was. He
focused on preparing her tender moons for their coming challenge by
sensitizing them with his stroking right hand. David murmured,
“Such perfect feminine buttocks, so round and feminine, but still
strong and well-toned…I can’t believe I am so fortunate as to have
these beauties to do with whatever I want for as long as I care
to…But, enough dallying around, it’s time to get to work!”

With that, he drew back his right hand and
used much of his strength to place a resounding spank in the middle
of Amanda’s left cheek. He evoked a surprised cry of “AAhh!” at the
shock and pain of the blow, which was much more arresting than its
recipient had expected. A matching spank to the right cheek
followed immediately, with an even louder response from the
squirming blonde. At that point David paused, fascinated by the two
distinct pink handprints against the perfect white moons. He traced
the outlines of the vivid marks he had just produced, implanting a
kiss in the center of each before proceeding. Then he immediately
got on with the spanking, methodically distributing his blows to
alternating cheeks as he converted them from their original pallor
to an even ruddy pink. Their owner squirmed involuntarily and kept
repeating her sweet, feminine cries of “Aahh!” with each spank. But
otherwise she held her position and refrained from any other verbal
expression. After about twenty blows, David began subtly moving his
left hand on Amanda’s swollen and sopping pussy. He circled her
clitoris with his thumb as he probed her vagina with his
forefinger, timing the rhythm of this sensual massage to that of
his right hand’s vigorous assault on her neighboring bottom cheeks.
At about eighty spanks, he sensed that his victim was nearing her
climax. So he stilled his left hand, continuing to rain blows on
her quivering buttocks with his hard right palm. After the
hundred-spank threshold had been crossed, he resumed his erotic
tickling between her legs and picked up the pace and intensity of
the assault on her reddening moons. Somewhere just past a hundred
and fifty blows, she erupted into a shouting climax. David
continued to spank lustily away in time to the passionate thrusting
of her hips, only slowing as her spasms subsided.

By the time Amanda’s final frisson of
pleasure coursed through her body, David’s right hand had relented
into a gentle stroking of her now-quite-inflamed bottom cheeks. He
bent over to kiss them tenderly, remarking, “Now weren’t you a good
girl to take your medicine so bravely! How beautifully your ass has
colored up, and to think that we’ve only just begun to explore its
capacity to take punishment!” His totally relaxed victim lay on his
lap in a state of narcotic erotic bliss. The endorphins from the
combination of pain and sexual release coursed through her body,
leaving her in a sexual trance state unlike anything she’d ever
experienced. She murmured, “Thank you, David, thank you so much for
that…I’ve never felt anything like that intensity of pleasure, not
even close…My God, that was just amazing!” He replied, “And you
ain’t seen nothin’ yet, my lovely dear!” He helped her to her feet
for a long hug ending with a pat on her sore bottom before
beginning the next act in their evening’s drama.

David had surprised himself throughout the
course of this evening with how comfortably he had donned the cloak
of sexual dominance. He seemed to have a minute-by-minute sense of
what words or actions on his part would take Amanda to her next
level of submissive delight. To be sure, he had done some reading
in the realm of BDSM erotica once he and Dr. Eisenman had
established that his deep longings were in that direction. But
nothing had imbued him with the teasing, seductive monologues that
seemed to flow so effortlessly out of his mouth when he sensed
Amanda’s total abandonment to him.

 


 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


Amanda was ordered to stand against the wall
next to the bed, displaying her reddened ass for David’s enjoyment
while he made his preparations for her bottom’s next ordeal. Her
hand surreptitiously felt her inflamed cheeks as she awaited her
fate and wondered how much more tender they were going to be before
the night was over. He thought for a moment, and then took out the
rope and used the knife to cut off two five foot and two ten foot
lengths. He then lit the four large candles spaced around the room,
two on the nightstands, and one each on the vanity and the dresser
to the left and right of the foot of the bed. David turned off the
overhead light, saying, “We’ll have to arrange a spotlight to
illuminate your ass in the position I have in mind as soon as
possible. But in the meantime, these will do.” He then used the
candle flames to melt the ends of the cords so they wouldn’t
unravel, laughing at himself for this compulsive tidiness regarding
ropes that was an instinctive leftover from his Eagle Scout days in
his youth.

David spoke, “I’m going to tie you over the
foot rail of the bed. I think it is smooth enough to be comfortable
on your hips for a long time. My goal is to cause discomfort only
in the areas I am punishing, and it puts your bottom at a good
height for some of the other activities I have in mind for it. Come
on over here, my love, and bend over the rail right in the center,
and I’ll take things from there.” Amanda thrilled at the casual
but, she was sure, meaningful endearment. She walked over with a
warm look in her blue eyes before complying, resting her torso on
the bedspread. Her intent partner took one of the shorter ropes and
looped it three times in its center around her ankle. He finished
the knot off with a square knot that rode on top of the triple loop
so that her leg was comfortably but firmly secured. David then
pulled the long limb as far as it would go to the side, and tied it
off to the bedpost. The same process was repeated with the tall
blonde’s right ankle. When he had finished, the intent entrepreneur
crouched down in the middle, admiring his handiwork.

David’s hands stroked Amanda’s sharply
quartered bottom and exposed inner thighs and sopping blonde pussy.
He murmured, “So lovely, and even more so when it’s splayed out as
completely as possible so I can reach every nerve ending with
whatever kinds of stimulus I wish! But we have to secure those
hands as well, and I think you’ll find my plan for that even more
interesting!” With that, he secured each of her wrists in an
identical knot to her ankles, and then looped the five-foot lengths
of rope over the outside frames of the bed canopy. When these were
tightened and secured, Amanda’s arms were drawn sharply up and out.
This raised her torso off the bed and violently exposing her firm,
small breasts, whose nipples were rock-hard with excitement. David
had her grasp the doubled ropes with her fists as well. That way
all of her weight wasn’t supported by the wrist ties, keeping her
circulation from being compromised. He then sat down cross legged
on the bed just in front of his now-helpless lover’s face. He
gently stroked it, saying, “You can’t imagine how beautiful you are
like this, and how much I’m going to enjoy punishing your helpless
body!” He kissed her deeply while fondling her dangling breasts,
and backed off from her mouth to murmur, “I’m going to punish these
too, you know...I want you to think about that, how sensitive they
are, and how much you are going to want to protect them when I give
them their own special spanking...”

Amanda moaned at this prospect, which
terrified her but also completely aroused her, as David had
suspected it would. He went on, “But that’s not for a long time
yet, and in the meanwhile, it’s time for that bottom of yours to
get a lot more painful attention!” After a final deep kiss and
stroke to her face, he moved back around her after retrieving the
leather sandal from the bed. He said, “It’s time for your bottom to
get paddled just the way the nasty Sister did!” With that, he
retrieved the vanity chair from where he’d used it for her first
spanking, and placed it behind her bound and splayed legs so he
could sit comfortably. He began stroking her spread bottom cheeks
and inner thighs with the leather implement. This position enabled
him to reach much more of her bottom cheeks, especially by swinging
the sandal vertically. He wasted no time in exploring this new
vantage for spanking, working his way from the outsides toward the
insides of her fruitlessly clenching buttocks as he delivered
stinging slaps of the leather, darkening them steadily as he went.
Her sweet, submissive cries resumed, and soon the more severe pain
combined with the similarity to her weekly schoolgirl spankings
caused Amanda to burst into tears and start sobbing out her
contrition just as she had to Sister Mathilde. David calmly
continued his implacable assault on the lovely squirming moons,
savoring their responsiveness to the fire he was building in their
inflamed tissues through perhaps a hundred spanks to each. He
finished this phase of her spanking by focusing a dozen blows to
the tender crevice between her ass cheeks and thighs on each side,
after which he finally dropped his weapon to the floor.

His victim was transported into a submissive
reverie. She felt awash in the throbbing pain of her buttocks, but
equally carried away on the powerful currents of her sea of
endorphins and arousal as the memories of her many spankings and
subsequent orgasms as a girl flooded back. This only increased when
the punishment ceased and she felt David’s gentle tongue licking
its way over her inflamed buttocks, soothing their inflammation.
His fingers found her clitoris with one hand and her vagina with
the other, circling the former in a delicious sensual massage as he
finger-fucked the latter, hitting her G spot on each pass. By the
time he had soothed every nerve-ending he had just inflamed, and
they were all gratefully cooling as his saliva evaporated, she was
nearing her climax. He sensed this, and took her clitoris strongly
into his mouth, sucking it deep as he circled it more vigorously
with his tongue. Another shouting orgasm rapidly ensued as she
strained against the ropes that bound her. She was barely able to
move at all while her body convulsed in even stronger spasms than
she had experienced before for more than a minute before she
collapsed limply, hanging in her bonds.

After she had caught her breath, Amanda
spoke in a shaken voice, “My God, I have never felt an
orgasm even close to that powerful! You certainly seem to have
unlocked some kind of sexual reservoir in me that I had only the
vaguest idea might exist. It was just hinted at by a slight sense
of dissatisfaction even with sex that ought to have been just fine.
I don’t think I could ever go back, now…” David came around and
leaned in to kiss her on the lips, allowing her to taste the
succulent juices of her own arousal. He then said, “I intend to
make it my primary goal in life that you never have to worry about
going back, only about what new challenges I might dream up for
your poor, vulnerable body…But for now, this has all been way too
much of a turn-on for me, and hat delightful pussy is laid out on a
silver platter. I feel compelled to give your bottom a break from
its torments and give you a good fucking!” Amanda’s only response
was, “Oh God, yes, please…” Within seconds, David’s long-neglected
cock was plunging happily inside her fetchingly displayed vagina.
He held her tenderized hips and lustily plowed away without
restraint, shooting a groaning orgasm into her within ten minutes
as his fierce grip on her bottom reminded her of how sore she
was.

Once he was thoroughly spent, he withdrew
and decided to undress. He remarked, “I think it will add to the
daemonic quality of your torment if your candlelit punisher is nude
as well, don’t you?” Once he was naked, he resumed his cross-legged
seat in front of Amanda’s face, and began kissing her and caressing
her breasts once more. After an interlude of perhaps ten minutes of
this pleasant pastime, he sat back and said, “One more ordeal for
that poor bottom of yours, or at least the outside of it. I must
try out that handsome belt you were wearing, and it looks like the
perfect implement to use on those lovely sensitive inner thighs!”
Amanda moaned at this painful prospect. But she kept her promise to
herself to accept whatever he dished out without complaint, and
simply said, “I’m still yours, however you want me.” He leaned in
and gave her a final kiss, and pulled back to look deeply into her
eyes. He said, “You know I’m falling in love with you, don’t you?”
She responded, “I doubt if it is any more so than I am with you…”
He replied, “Well, good!” Then he clambered off he bed to resume
his painful attentions to her bound and splayed and totally
helpless bottom.

Taking up the belt, he tried doubling it and
smacking his palm, but didn’t like the lack of control he felt
swinging it this way. So he decided to hold the buckle in his palm
and coil the leather strap around his hand until about a foot of it
was left extended. This proved to be more what he had in mind.
David sat back down in the chair and commenced Amanda’s strapping
with a vertical swing down the center of her right ass cheek. She
yelped at the inch-wide line of pain the belt left in its wake.
Soon her lovely bottom was dancing its involuntary gigue once again
to the tune of David’s painful assault. Her plight worsened when he
broadened his attentions to include the backs and insides of her
thighs, whose sensitive skin was even more susceptible to the
wicked belt. Amanda thrashed in her bonds and wept copiously,
though never pleading for relief. A good hundred spanks to each
haunch landed on the writhing beauty before her tormentor relented,
tossing his weapon up on the bed in front of her tear-stained
face.

David pulled his chair in closer and began
repeating the tongue bath he had previously given her bottom
cheeks, this time including the newly-inflamed inner thighs. Amanda
calmed and settled into the delicious soothing warmth of his
tongue, followed by the even more heavenly cooling as his saliva
began to evaporate. His busy hands once again found her clitoris
and G-spot. Soon the writhings of pain were replaced by those of
arousal as her submissive nature thrilled to this salacious
alternation of exquisitely careful and attentive punishment and
pleasuring. This time, David added the additional fillip of
tonguing his way down her ass-crack, which no one had ever done
before. He made his way patiently to her brown rosebud of an anus,
and circled it with his tongue as the sensitive tissues twitched at
the unfamiliar touch. Undaunted, he gradually forced his tongue
inside the tight ring, as her moans crescendoed. She almost
immediately lurched into another intense orgasm, her perineum
convulsing in rhythmic spasms around his intruding tongue until she
collapsed once again in her bonds in blissful reverie.

Her adventurous new lover sat back. He
declared, “I could keep my face buried in one part or another of
your bottom crack from dusk to dawn every night, and never get
enough of you! So you might have guessed that the little
tongue-fucking I just gave your sweet little bottom hole is just a
little warmup to prepare it for taking my cock in just a little
while. A brilliant woman like you would no doubt have sussed out my
pattern of preparing parts of her body gently for more challenging
encounters to come. I’m afraid that applies in spades to your
lovely little titties. I have been sensitizing them all night for
what I’m going to do right now, which is a wicked little
breast-spanking with your very own belt!” Amanda moaned again,
“David, please…”, and as he resumed his seated posture on the bed
in front of her.

Her implacable tormentor said, “Well, since
you ask so nicely, of course!” He proceeded to recoil the belt
around his right palm, this time leaving only eight inches of strap
extending from his fist. David gave her flushed, tear-stained face
a long, tender kiss. Then sat back and began lashing the lovely
pale small mounds with the strap, as their owner screamed and
bucked at this new, unfamiliar pain. It started as a surface
burning, not unlike the impact of the leather on other sensitive
tissue like her inner thighs. But then it took on a deeper, more
hormonal quality that sent a deep ache right to her groin and, it
felt like, her internal organs. Once his blows found her nipples,
she convulsed even more strongly at the increased agony, tears
streaming from her closed eyes. He limited himself to only twenty
lashes to each of the tender mounds, which blazed with throbbing
inflammation by the time he dropped his strap. Their tormentor then
began tenderly mouthing them as Amanda’s sobs quieted until she
hung limply once again. David then kissed the tears from her
cheeks, and stared deep into her eyes, saying, “You are so brave
and beautiful, I must make my level best effort to be worthy of
you.”

The tall blonde professor was transfixed by
the way this evening had transpired. She felt pinned like a
captured butterfly by this canny new lover’s unerring hold on the
dark reaches of her own sexuality that she had never understood and
only slightly (and unsatisfyingly until the last 24 hours)
explored. Since Sister Mathilde, no one had ever inflicted this
much pain on her body. But it had been done with such obvious care
for and attunement to every nuance of her own experience. Such
punishments felt no less like lovemaking than all of the wonderful
pleasures David had bestowed on her since his arrival. It went far
beyond the physical extremes he had taken her to. The adept use of
psychology in his tone and language immeasurably enhanced the
sexiness of the scenes he had enacted upon her. Even this last
sweet declaration after he had kissed away her tears seemed to
reach right inside her heart and release a surge of gratitude and
erotic pleasure. It made her want to be pleasing to him in every
way to earn more of these perfect pearls of his approval and
admiration.

David arose from the bed and padded off to
her bathroom. There Amanda could hear him emptying his bladder and
rummaging in her drawers. He emerged carrying a large jar of
petroleum jelly, which he showed to his inescapably bound subject
with an evil grin. He teased, “I’m sure you can guess what this is
for…” She moaned and whispered, “For my bottom hole, I suspect…” He
responded cheerfully, “And right you are! Tell me, what is the
largest thing that has been up there before?” She thought for a
moment, and replied, “Nothing bigger than my gynecologist’s finger,
and nothing else other than a thermometer when I was a little
girl.” His handsome face broke into a large boyish grin. He crowed,
“Fantastic! That means I get to take your bottom’s virginity! I am
so excited! I hope you will come to share my delight in breaking
this new ground (or, to strain the metaphor a bit, we could say
plowing this new furrow, so to speak). But of course, come to think
of it, you don’t have much choice about that, now, do you?” Amanda
actually found herself bursting into laughter at this sardonically
humorous interlude, though the thought of imminent sodomy by
David’s large phallus was truly daunting to her.

Her tormentor disappeared behind her, and
she heard the cap of the Vaseline jar unscrewing. Soon the tightly
bound blonde was treated to the new sensation of a lubricated
finger forcing itself steadily past her tight muscular anal ring.
She moaned at the intrusion. Though truth to tell the sensation was
more pleasurable than not, as she had discovered when David’s
tongue performing the same act triggered her immediately into
orgasm not too long before. This time the finger seemed to dart and
twirl as the lubricant was being carefully distributed so as to
protect the tender tissues from injury. But this was also done so
that David could enjoy her discomfiture at this unstoppable
violation of a previously unexplored secret corner of her body. As
though on command, she helplessly squirmed against her bonds in her
body’s mute objection to the delicious, horrible, fascinating
transgression of all of her most private boundaries to which he was
so blithely subjecting her.

Once the probing finger was withdrawn,
Amanda waited in trepidation as she imagined correctly that David
was anointing his cock with similar care. Indeed, he wanted to be
certain not to harm her in any way. His reading in the BDSM
literature had informed him that poorly lubricated anal penetration
was dangerous to the recipient. Once all was in readiness, he
positioned his cock head against the tiny, quivering rosette that
was its target. He spoke, “Dear Amanda, we’ve arrived at the moment
of truth! I’m so glad I fucked you already. It has been such a
turn-on to ravage your lovely bound body in so many ways that if I
hadn’t come in the past hour, I’m sure I wouldn’t last more than a
few minutes inside this tight, beautiful ass of yours. So you can
settle in for a good long ass-fucking. I’ll be sure to allow my
hungry hands free rein to maul those vulnerable titties of yours,
which I so purposely sensitized for just this eventuality!”

This cheerfully delivered arch monologue had
its desired effect of transporting Amanda to her now-accustomed
state of erotic fear and excitement. Both of these emotions only
increased as David’s cock pressed inexorably inside her protesting
anal rosette. Her initial coarse moan crescendoed as the massive
cock stretched her tight muscular ring. She was rhythmically
shouting and gasping when the head finally slipped completely
inside. David paused, delighting in the convulsive spasms of
Amanda’s bottom around the most sensitive part of his cock. He
simply savored this until her cries subsided and she relaxed a bit.
He moaned, “God, it’s so tight and hot and warm and responsive, you
can’t imagine how good it feels!” Then he slowly but steadily
pressed further in until his erection was embedded up to the hilt
in her straining ass. That organ continued to twitch and writhe
uncontrollably as she rhythmically cried out at its barrage of
challenging sensations. Once his cock was completely inside her, he
paused again holding her tight against him with powerful hands
clutching her quivering hips. He announced, “Oh, Amanda, I’ve never
felt anything like this! Your bottom is burning hot against my hips
and thighs, and your asshole feels so good around my cock! I could
spend the rest of my life with this ass, alternately spanking and
fucking it until we were both exhausted, and then waking up and
doing the same thing all over again!”

For Amanda, this first full anal penetration
was a revelation as well. The initial stretching had been
terrifying, as she imagined something might tear and leave her
permanently harmed. Once David had stopped the first time, with his
cock head barely inside her, she had relaxed a bit. The bound woman
realized that this was the biggest part of his phallus, and she had
already accommodated it safely. From then on, her cries and spasms
had been more of pleasure than pain, with the latter component
steadily decreasing. By the time his second pause was ended, she
was experiencing the sodomy as purely enjoyable. He began fucking
her steadily while holding her hips. Within about ten strokes she
found herself shouting out yet another orgasm, surprising both of
them as she convulsed around his incessantly plunging cock. After
several minutes of this unexpected climax, he said, “My God, woman,
there are more surprises in you than I could ever have imagined!”
He then continued his steady sodomy but leaned forward to rest his
chest against her sweat-beaded back as his hands reached around to
take hold of her still-inflamed breasts. He started mauling them
vigorously, once again eliciting steady moans from the bound woman.
Within another ten minutes she reached yet another peak, enhanced
by his fierce pinching of her spanked nipples in company with her
continued enjoyment of his ravishing of her unexpectedly eroticized
anus. This time, the spasms of her pelvic floor combined with the
sheer sexiness of the whole scene to take David over his edge. He
inundated her bowels with his semen, his shouts matching hers until
they both collapsed in sweaty fulfillment.

David stroked Amanda’s still-bound body,
murmuring endearments and compliments on her courage and beauty and
sexual magnificence as his cock slowly subsided in her bottom hole.
Meanwhile she just kept repeating, “Thank you, thank you, thank
you…”, awash on a sea of gratitude for the amazing new places he
had taken her. Finally, his limp penis popped out of her, leaving
her with a sense of inner emptiness that she could never before
have imagined. He then came around and tenderly released her wrist
bonds, allowing her to collapse limply on the bed. Her ankles were
then released, and he took her lanky frame effortlessly into his
strong arms and carried her into the bathroom. There he sat her on
the marble seat in the shower, and turned on the warm water to play
over her exhausted body. He tenderly soaped her down, after which
he repeated the process with himself, all the while enjoying her
loving, grateful gaze. He then rinsed them both, and helped her up
to be toweled off. Once they were dry, he walked his still-dazed
companion into the bedroom and tucked her in between the sheets.
After which he blew out the candles and joined her in a sweet
cuddle. Her last words before drifting off were, “Dear David, thank
you so much for tonight! Tomorrow, your gorgeous male ass is
mine!”

 


 


 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Amanda drifted gradually into consciousness
fairly early the next morning. She was awakened by the brighter
light of a crystalline dawn streaming through the uncurtained glass
rear wall as the eternal Portland rains seemed to have granted at
least a morning’s respite. She stretched, feeling some slight
residual soreness in her bottom and breasts. It was surprisingly
little given the rigors through which they had suffered the night
before. She turned to look at David’s slumbering form next to her.
He lay curled on his side facing her direction, his handsome face
almost angelic in total repose. She marveled at her apparent good
fortune, to have such a complex, lovely man descend upon her
mundane life like some sort of magical apparition. The smitten
woman vowed to herself to make the best of this apparent miracle
for as long as it lasted.

The tall blonde eased out of the bed,
careful not to wake her guest. She headed to the bathroom to brush
her teeth and relieve her bladder, wincing slightly as she lowered
her still reddened and slightly tender bottom onto the commode
seat. Amanda donned her kimono and headed off to brew some
cappuccino, which she then carried into her office. There she fired
up her computer and did some quick online research, starting with
Googling David’s name. She buried herself in various accounts of
his business prowess, including speculations about the mysterious
plans he was reported to be pursuing in the wake of his big score.
Amanda felt a humorous thrill at her secret knowledge that
she was this covert next big thing that he was rumored to be
exploring. She once again vowed to make the journey worth his
while. Her next search was for hospital equipment supplies. She
discovered a local outlet that delivered rush orders on Sundays,
and made several carefully thought out selections which, for a
hefty markup, the company guaranteed would be on her doorstep by
noon that day. Following this, Amanda found a local specialized
erotic emporium, whose website she perused. She happily formed
further plans for how she was going to turn the tables on this
fascinating man who had so thoroughly dominated her the night
before.

Her search wound down and she printed out
directions to the establishment they would be visiting as the day
progressed. Amanda heard stirrings from the bedroom and shut down
her computer and went in to join her guest. David had donned his
silk pajama bottoms and the kimono she kept for male visitors. He
was standing transfixed in front of the morning view, spectacular
as the sun streamed over the Columbia and its busy morning boat
traffic. She spoke, “Good morning, my dear! Welcome to your day of
languishing in the clutches of the wicked Mistress Amanda.” He
laughed as she encircled him with her arms from behind and took
hold of his cock with her right hand and his balls with her left.
His energetic new lover fondled them possessively as his erection
sprang to life beneath her fingers. She went on, “I have lots of
naughty plans for these, as well as for the rest of you, but most
especially for this firm, sexy ass of yours. I was thinking about
it this morning, how it reminds me of Michelangelo’s David and all.
You know Michelangelo undoubtedly fucked that same ass he sculpted,
since he was known to prefer beautiful boys. He probably made it
just the way he liked them when he idealized his subject, and I
feel honored to be able to take possession of just such a pair of
perfect male buttocks. Right now, I’d like you to take off your
robe and pants. Part of my enjoyment of you today is going to be
purely visual, so except when we are out, I’m going to keep you
quite naked for my viewing pleasure.

David thrilled at Amanda’s humorous,
masterful tone, and promptly complied with her orders. He stood
naked before her and pledged, “I’m all yours, dear lady, so command
me as you will!” Her willing slave spread his arms in happy
surrender, his cock bobbing stiffly in front of him in its
enthusiastic assent. She laughed, saying, “Clearly someone agrees
wholeheartedly to my plans so far. I do hope he continues to
approve, since I do so like it that he is always standing at the
ready for my enjoyment. But right now, I’d like you to turn around
while I sit down on my vanity chair that you used so effectively in
my own bottom’s torments last night. I’m going to take a few
minutes with that spectacular ass of yours. I need to let it
inspire me for the plots I’m hatching for it, and to prepare it for
a long day of all sorts of interesting attention.”

Amanda seated herself in the chair which
David had abandoned between the bed and the window once he had
finished with it the night before. She took him by the hips and
positioned him so the light from the window illuminated him
brightly. Then she ordered him to spread his legs four feet apart
and bend over to place his hands on the floor. David was glad he
paid close attention to the stretching part of his fitness regimen,
as his hamstrings were loose enough to attain and hold this
position without strain, his palms placed comfortably on the
hardwood securing his balance. Amanda sighed in appreciation as she
ran her hands over his splayed ass cheeks and taut, lightly
brown-furred thighs. She murmured, “How lovely, and no doubt just
as sensitive as mine were last night! I promise to give all of
these delicate parts the very same kind of careful attention you so
thoughtfully bestowed on my own vulnerable bottom. Only perhaps a
bit more, just for good measure! These perfect boy cheeks can rest
assured that they are going to be spanked and spanked like they
have never been in their lives. Because their owner has been
terribly naughty and I care so much to make sure he receives proper
discipline.” She then shifted her focus to trailing a teasing
finger lightly down David’s widely spread ass-crack, chuckling as
it twitched at the tickling contact with its fine brown hairs. The
aspiring domme remarked, “And look here, your bottom crack seems
just as sensitive as mine was, and is no doubt just as virginal,
but not for long! See how this shy little bottom hole twinges away
from my finger, thinking it can protect itself! I assure you it
can’t and it will be made to understand this at great length as the
day goes on. Since aside from spanking, the violation of virginal
male anuses in many ways is going to be a theme for our Sunday
festivities!”

David was in an absolute lather of arousal
at this calculated psychological and physical preparation for his
turn to be submissive. In his bent over position, his erection
rigidly pressed into his stomach muscles as he savored Amanda’s
physical and verbal recognition of his submissive needs. Her hands
drifted onto his testicles, dangling before her eyes as she stroked
and massaged them. She went on, “And I bet you hadn’t thought about
these little beauties, so sweet and vulnerable. Once you’re tied up
and spread, they’ll be so completely available for me to be kind or
cruel to them, as suits my wicked whims. I’ve often thought about
men’s balls as equivalent in some ways to women’s breasts. Such
soft sensitive round erotic organs that hang defenselessly from the
body, so hoping for kind, gentle touch, and so totally vulnerable
to any kind of cruelty, as you reminded my own poor tits last
night…” While saying this, she gave a telling hard squeeze to each
ball she had cupped in a hand. This caused David to groan at the
slight but suggestive pain even this little assault could produce
in his most sensitive parts. His tormentress went on, “I’m sure
you’ll be transfixed by the plans I’m making for your delightfully
sensitive little eggs, but we’ll get to the details of that later
on.”

Amanda’s hands now left David’s scrotum and
trailed down his inverted abdomen until they arrived at his small
nipples. These she happily pinched quite deeply, eliciting another
deep groan. She continued in her humorous, maddening verbal patter,
“And of course, you will recall being quite attentive to my own
nipples last night. So I can’t imagine you’d think I’d neglect
these sensitive little devils! As you can see from how they react
as I pinch them now, they send all sorts of interesting chemicals
to your crotch and other places when they’re stimulated roughly. I
have some quite challenging activities in mind for these tender
nubbins as well. But you’ll find out the details of that when we go
out on our little shopping spree after breakfast. For now, I’m done
with this little pre-briefing of the day in store for all your most
delicate parts. Now it’s time to start my morning off right with
your head between my legs and your finger on my G spot, so let’s
get Mistress Amanda off ASAP!” David happily complied, turning
around and kneeling as his lovely newly- declared dominatrix opened
her gorgeous thighs and permitted his mouth to worship at the altar
of her delightful blonde-furred pussy. It was already engorged and
sopping from the little scene she had just enacted. He was
delighted that this turn as a domme had turned her on as much as it
had him. Her devoted slave did his best to reward her with an
enthusiastic bout of cunnilingus, accompanied by a vigorous
finger-fucking. Within minutes she buried her hands in his hair and
clutched his face hard against her crotch as she happily yelled out
her pleasure before releasing him.

Amanda spoke, “How refreshing! I certainly
plan to start every day when I’m on top exactly like that. Well,
now, let’s get that gorgeous ass of yours into the kitchen and
cooking us that very same omelet you prepared yesterday. That is,
of course, after you have prepared me some more cappuccino. I’ll
face away from my usual view of the river in order to enjoy the
enchanting vista of your naked rear end while I make an important
call.” David hurried to comply, falling deeper into the submissive
role. He felt enormously turned on by his growing sense of being
completely in the hands of this masterful, beautiful woman. After
she had seated herself at the hardwood breakfast table, Amanda
spoke. “By the way, young man, when I am topping you, I expect you
to address me as Mistress, and to acknowledge every command by
saying, ‘Yes, Mistress’, do you understand?” David responded, “Yes,
Mistress.” Another surge of submissive ardor flooded through him as
he humbly repeated the words she had ordered.

The tall blonde took the portable phone from
the kitchen wall and dialed the number she had pulled from the
internet earlier in the morning. She was surprised to have the call
answered by a live person. A brisk female voice said, “Spartan
Leathers, how can I help you?” Amanda replied, “Well, I was hoping
to speak to the owner. Though since I’ve called before your posted
opening time, I expected to leave a message for him or her to call
me back at their convenience.” The woman who’d answered replied,
“Well, you’re in luck, because I am the owner. I happened to be in
on a Sunday morning doing some paperwork, and picked up the phone
when it rang. My name is Jillian, and how can I be of service?”
Amanda triggered the phone to its speaker mode, deciding that she
could enhance her psychological torment of David by having him
overhear this conversation. She went on, “Well, how nice of you to
receive my call, Jillian. My name is Amanda, and I have a bit of a
special request. I am just taking on the task of disciplining a
very naughty young man, who also happens to be quite appealing to
look at. I realize that improvising with the equipment I have at
home is going to be quite insufficient. I looked over your website,
and it appears that I’ll be needing several thousand dollars worth
of equipment, but could really benefit from some experienced
guidance in making my selections. I wondered if I could arrange a
private appointment with you. One where I could perhaps even bring
my bad boy on down there and try out some of the various options on
his cute little bottom?” Jillian responded, “I’d certainly be glad
to accommodate you, Amanda. I’ll be here until the staff arrives
for our regular opening hour at noon. If you were to bring him down
at, say ten AM and tap at the front door, I’d be happy to let you
in. Unless he has been unusually misbehaved two hours should
suffice to enable you to make your selections.” The tall blonde
rang off after thanking Jillian warmly. The domme said cheerfully
to David, “It sounds like our morning is shaping up nicely, don’t
you think?” The naked entrepreneur looked up from his cooking with
a rueful grin as he experienced a surge of excitement at the
thought of being put on erotic display for an unknown woman. He
responded as wryly as he could, “By all means, my dear thoughtful
Mistress!”

Breakfast was nearing readiness by the end
of this conversation, and David served Amanda and then asked if he
was to join her. She replied, “Of course, dear, but sit with your
back to the window so I can savor both of my spectacular views at
the same time as I enjoy your cooking.” They sat down together, the
tall blonde in her kimono and the entrepreneur unclothed and still
sporting his flagrant erection. He tried to concentrate on his food
and making pleasant conversation while acutely aware of many
unknown, frightening, and ultimately erotically captivating
experiences ahead of him as the day unfolded according to his
fascinating new mistress’ desires. She continued to watch him as he
cleaned up after the meal. The domme enjoyed constantly bombarding
him with a sardonic monologue about how much she savored being
served by such a lovely naked man, and how much the anticipation of
the rest of the day enhanced that pleasure.

David was ordered to dress in his last clean
silk tee shirt, and had no alternative to his three-day old khakis,
using up his last clean pair of underwear as well. This prompted
Amanda to say, “We’re going to have to do some shopping for you,
unless you plan to return home tomorrow to re-stock your clothing
supplies.” David responded, “For today, of course, it will be as my
mistress wishes if she would like to take me shopping beyond the
outing you so graciously arranged earlier. If tomorrow comes and I
am still, so to speak, underclothed, my thought was to fly us both
back down to the Bay Area during the day and spend as much time as
we feel like in my own neck of the woods.” Amanda felt a surge of
affection as her new lover seemed to mirror her own sense that
nothing else should be allowed to take precedence over this totally
captivating new relationship. She replied, “How sweet of you to
offer. I am scheduled to teach all week, but I have been thinking
that it’s time for Professor Amanda to play hooky for the time
being. I have been such a good girl for so long, covering for
colleagues’ absences many times and never once having asked for a
return favor. I would like to cash in some of that debt. So if
you’d like, I’ll call someone to cover for the next week, and we’ll
play it by ear from there.” David felt an echoing appreciation of
his beautiful new mistress’ prioritization of their burgeoning
romance. He smiled warmly while saying, “My dear, lovely Mistress
Amanda, nothing on this entire planet could possibly please me
more!”

David was ordered to drive after Amanda had
made her call to arrange for her week off and dressed casually in
Levis and a simple silk blouse for their outing. Once they were
buckled in, she immediately unzipped her willing sexual
slave-for-a-day’s pants. His Mistress reached inside to fondle his
genitals, as he moaned and struggled to concentrate on the road.
She happily continued her sexual bantering, giving him directions
in a unique way: “Oh, look what I have in my hand! It’s my own
personal joy-stick (and believe me, it has already given me a great
deal of joy, and I’m confident it will continue to do so even
more). I’m going to use it to get us to Jillian’s little emporium.
If I push it forward, you are to speed up, backwards means slow
down, and left and right, you are to turn accordingly.” David
laughed ruefully at Amanda’s playful torment of him, and complied
as best he could. He was grateful that the Sunday morning traffic
was light and that there were few truckers out who might be able to
look down and witness his delicious but embarrassing plight.

They arrived downtown just before ten AM and
easily parked in the relatively empty business district where
Jillian’s store was located. David was allowed to zip up his pants,
but not to reposition his phallus to hide his erection, which
obviously tented their pleated front. They walked to the locked
door of the shop and knocked. Immediately they heard the lock
release as the door was opened. They were beckoned inside by a
small, slender quite lovely raven-haired woman who appeared to be a
well-preserved forty. She appraised them with amused darkest-brown
eyes as she introduced herself, “You must be Amanda, and I am
Jillian. And your naughty boy is just as attractive as you
promised, including that rather impressive bulge in his pants! What
would you like me to call him?” Amanda responded, “Oh, Bad Boy will
do, don’t you think?” Jillian re-locked the door behind them, and
said, “That works fine for me! I know exactly what to do with bad
boys, though they often don’t necessarily like it very much. Tell
me what you have in mind for him, and we can begin to map out the
sorts of accessories that might be most useful for his appropriate
discipline.”

Amanda was delighted with the sultry
purveyor of upscale erotica, including her immediate intuitive
adoption of the same sexually taunting tone that so clearly drove
David into an erotic lather. She improvised, “Well, if you would
like, perhaps the first thing we should do is get his clothes off
so you can see what we have to work with. Is that acceptable?”
Jillian replied enthusiastically, “Absolutely! He is gorgeous
enough in clothes, and I can’t wait to see him naked. So let’s get
Bad Boy here skinned down to the buff so we can have a look at
him!” David slightly trembled in excitement as he unbuckled and
unzipped his pants, removed his loafers and socks, and slid the
khakis off to be folded and placed on a counter near the door. Next
came his t shirt, and then his scant blue silk bikini bottoms,
allowing his erection to spring into view. This prompted Jillian to
say, “My goodness, Amanda, he’s hung like a horse! That cock must
give you hours of pleasure! And look at that ass, it couldn’t be
more perfect. No wonder you itch to punish it…Why, I can barely
restrain myself just standing here! My dear woman, you certainly
know how to pick them, and if he has a twin, perhaps you could send
him my way…” Amanda responded, “Why thank you, Jillian, I am quite
taken with him myself! Please feel free to touch him in any way you
wish. Think of it as a small bonus for your gracious willingness to
accommodate us on such short notice on a Sunday.”

Jillian thanked Amanda decorously, and
stepped to David’s left side and took his penis in her left hand
while reaching around to fondle his buttocks with the other. She
remarked, “Everything seems just as firm and manly as it looks.
Have you been spanking him much?” The tall blonde responded,
“Actually, we are preparing for his first spanking from me today.”
The raven haired proprietress looked regretful while saying, “Well,
then I will have to restrain myself from giving him the little
friendly introductory hand spanking I was contemplating. I can
sense something really special between you two, and wouldn’t want
to interfere with your first experience of each other. So please
tell me what you have in mind in the way of equipment.”

Amanda responded, “Thanks for your
sensitivity, Jillian. I suppose we should start on ways to restrain
our Bad Boy here, since, as you can tell, he is quite a strong
brute. While so far he has been quite docile, I plan to test him
quite severely and would like the option of having him securely
bound.” David felt his now-predictable surge of fear-based erotic
excitement at this casual conversation about what was in store for
the parts of him Amanda had prepared earlier. As well he was quite
turned on by the idea of being tied up while his torments were
enacted. The sultry shop owner guided them over to a counter
beneath which were displayed a wide variety of cuffs and tie-downs.
She spoke, “For wrists and ankles, especially if Bad Boy will
require protracted discipline, which certainly seems to be the
case, I recommend the fur-lined black leather cuffs with multiple D
ring attachments. This will give you a lot of options in how he is
to be restrained. A similarly adorned dog collar is also a good
idea, both for the psychology of it and to secure his hands at the
front, sides, or back as you prefer. As well, a waistband with the
same options is advisable, in case you need his hands to be down
there. That can be useful if, for example, you need him to protect
his balls while you flog all of those lovely sensitive surrounding
areas. You’ll also need half a dozen double clasps for connecting
the D rings.” The tall blonde, cheeks flushed and eyes shining with
excitement at the prospects being described. She replied, “We’ll
take them all, and if you would please put them on him, I would
greatly appreciate it.”

David stood passively while the various
black leather devices were carefully fitted to his neck, wrists,
ankles, and waist. His excitement surged again as Jillian said,
“May I secure his hands behind his neck while we go on with our
demonstrations? I do so love to see a gorgeous well-muscled male
slave bound in this way!” Amanda graciously assented, and soon
David’s wrists were clipped together behind his head, leaving him
entirely unable to protect any part of his body. Jillian ran her
hands over his chest, pinching his nipples roughly enough to elicit
a groan. She remarked, “As you can see, you could do almost
anything to him now and he’d be helpless to defend any of his
delicate parts no matter how cruel you decided to be!”

Amanda spoke next, “Well, as long as you’re
playing with his nipples, Jillian, I suppose we should attend to
these next, sort of working our way down. What do you have in the
way of devices to stimulate them?” The intense wiry brunette led
them to another counter and said, “I’d recommend three different
options, all of which have attachment points for lead fishing
weights to add to the intensity of his experience. The first is a
set of simple spring-loaded clamps that produce a hard squeeze when
fully dialed in. The second is a set of tweezer-clamps that can be
tightened to be much more severe in their assault on his tender
little nubbins. And the third is a clever device that uses camera
batteries to power tiny vibrators to add a different sort of
stimulation to the picture.” All three of the small instruments of
torment were successively clamped onto David’s nipples, as he
groaned at the initial pain of each. Jillian said to Amanda, “Now,
watch his cock!” and added a hefty lead fishing weight to one of
the clamps. The tall blonde laughed appreciatively, “Why, it jumped
like a little fish itself!” The proprietress responded, “Exactly.
These devices produce a jolt that goes right to Bad Boy’s cock and
balls, right, young man?” David moaned, “Yes, Mistress…that’s
exactly right…” Jillian retorted, “Why, he seemed to recognize me
as a mistress. I hope that’s okay with you, Amanda. Because if it’s
not, we could punish him for impertinence right now if it pleases
you.” Amanda tugged on one of David’s clamps and stroked his
excited but mildly anguished face tenderly. She replied, “Perhaps
later on, after we’ve completed all of the rest of our purchases
and are trying out the various implements on his bottom to make our
final selections. For now, we’ll buy all of the recommended clamps
and weights. Let’s leave his sweet cheeks alone and turn next to
how to manage those naughty little balls of his. I will want to
control them and keep them available for chastisement if he is less
than perfectly compliant, or even if he is a good boy and I happen
to be in a particularly wicked mood.”

Jillian produced a voluminous heavy-duty
plastic satchel into which she dropped the clamps and weights. She
then used a nipple clamp he still had on to guide David over to a
different counter and went on. “Dear Amanda, I think you’re so
right that ball-control is the absolute key to dominance of
muscular brutes like Bad Boy. In fact, I have even given that
technique the clever football-related name of ‘ball-control
offense’. A gifted designer of many of my top end toys lives near
Santa Barbara. She’s a lovely Asian dominatrix named Mei-ling, who
markets her products under the Mistress Mei label. She has designed
this clever little metal ring that is just big enough to snugly
enclose a man’s scrotum to trap his sensitive little testicles out
in the open where they can be used to manage him.” The small
brunette held up a smooth metal ring an inch in diameter and
pressed a button on its outside to release its latch and open it
up. Then she clicked it shut and went on, “Notice that it has a
small D ring welded into the outside. It is perfect to attach this
leash, which is ideal to control the man wearing it, and can also
be conveniently used to punish bad boys anywhere their mistresses
choose. Shall I place one on him?” Amanda assented cheerfully.
David moaned as his scrotum was enclosed by the device with the
leash attached, tightly holding his balls. They were now sharply
defined by the compression the device exerted on his scrotal
root.

Jillian handed the leash to Amanda, saying,
“I think you’ve got Bad Boy well in hand now, dear. So what’s next
on your agenda for his discipline?” The tall blonde thought for a
moment, and said, “Well, I certainly have plans for his little
virginal bottom hole. So I’ll be needing something to wear in order
to fuck him. As well we’ll require something else to stretch him
out and keep him stimulated down there while I’m doing other
interesting things to all of those delightfully sensitive nearby
places.” Jillian responded, “How wonderful! Lead him on over here
and we’ll look at the anal toys I have in stock. I have something
else from Mistress Mei that’s quite special that I think you’ll
like a great deal.” Amanda tugged on the leash. David, somewhat
lost in an erotic haze at all this teasing attention from the two
attractive women, felt jolted by the sudden pull on his scrotum. He
almost lost his balance as he moved to ease the tension on his most
sensitive parts before coming to a rest next to his mistress in
front of another display case.

Jillian spoke, “Amanda dear, why don’t you
turn him around and have him spread his legs widely and bend over
so we can get a good look at our target.” Amanda raised an eyebrow
at David, who said hoarsely, “Yes, Mistress.” He complied, though
with his hands secured behind his head this was much more difficult
and precarious for him. He swayed, fearful that he would
unceremoniously fall on his head without being able to catch
himself. The raven-haired owner commented, “My goodness, his ass is
even more delectable once it’s bent over and spread than I had
imagined it would be! And just look at that tight, adorable little
virginal asshole! No wonder you’re excited to be the first to
ravage it! Well, let’s stand the Bad Boy up before he keels over
and bonks his head on the linoleum.”

David stood, slightly out of breath with
relief that he hadn’t fallen. Jillian went on, “So Amanda, I have
two suggestions for you. The first is Mei’s wonderful device I was
alluding to earlier. It is a very clever strap-on dildo device that
has a powerful vibrator in the leather triangle that extends over
your crotch. It comes with a rechargeable battery pack at the back
of the waist strap, and a so-called screw attachment on the inside
for a lovely small dildo that curves perfectly to reach your G
spot. But best of all, on its outside is another identical
attachment for what I assume you will want to be a much larger
dildo. That would be for you to use to sodomize Bad Boy’s little
anus to your heart’s content. The beauty of this clever contraption
is that it provides vibration from the outside to your clitoris and
vagina and from the inside to your G spot. That is a theme of a
number of Mei’s creations designed to get women off easily and
often. Of course, the dildo will also be stimulating Bad Boy’s
prostate, which will add to your domination of him by enhancing his
excitement. Now, what size dildo would you like?”

Amanda tugged significantly on David’s
leash, pulling him toward her. She reached up to grab the leather
collar around his neck and pull his mouth down to a fierce kiss on
his lips as she looked into his blue eyes slightly glazed with
arousal. Then the domme backed off an inch to hold his gaze while
saying with equal intensity, “Why, I want it to be exactly the same
dimensions as his, I’m quite sure! I want my ownership of Bad Boy’s
bottom to bring new meaning to the term ‘go fuck yourself’!”
Jillian emitted a peal of laughter and said, “I see! Clearly there
is more complexity to this situation than has become apparent to me
so far…” Amanda responded, “You might say that. Let’s just leave it
that our Bad Boy has taken some liberties with his mistress that he
is going to pay for quite extensively!” Her raven-haired
partner-in-crime retorted, “Well, I certainly approve of Bad Boys
receiving their just desserts when they’ve been presumptuous. I get
the feeling that this one is in for a rather large helping. Let’s
hold up each of my dildos for comparison next to Bad Boy’s
impressive machinery, and you tell me which is your favorite.”
Jillian proceeded to casually take hold of David’s raging erection,
which was dripping slightly from its tip in its excitement. Amanda
was then faced with a dilemma as the two closest were slightly
bigger or smaller. She chucked her bound lover playfully under the
chin and said, “Decisions, decisions. But in this case I’m opting
for the bigger one, just to give my cute little Bad Boy even more
of a challenge than his own cock would pose, don’t you agree?” She
held the monstrous black plastic phallus tauntingly up in front of
his face. The aroused man both quailed and thrilled at the thought
that this was undoubtedly going to be stretching his unexplored
rear end later that very day. He murmured, “As my Mistress
wishes…”

Jillian continued, “Now, Amanda, you
mentioned a device for reminding him that his bottom hole is
thoroughly owned even while intense stimuli are being applied to
other sensitive areas. For this I recommend a wonderful little
machine called the vibrating butt-plug.” Jillian produced a black
plastic device about four inches long resembling a stubby rocket.
It had a blunt nose cone flaring out to about an inch and a half
diameter, then compressing back down to an inch, and then expanding
back to an inch and a half at its flat base. There resided a port
to install a battery as well as an on-off switch. She went on
enthusiastically, “Especially if he is bound and spread, you can
fuck him with this to great effect. You can then leave it in place
where its vibrations will tickle his prostate as well as reminding
his bottom hole constantly of its predicament. Shall I add both of
these to your bag?”

Amanda emphatically agreed, and said, “Now,
there is one more thing before we get to the part of our
demonstration I’ve most been looking forward to. That is of course
the section where we try out all manner of implement’s on Bad Boy’s
cute little bottom cheeks. It occurs to me that I may not always
have furniture to tie his legs apart with, depending on where I
wish to spank or fuck him. Do you have any devices to help?”
Jillian smiled and said, “Ask and you shall receive. What will do
that trick perfectly is called a spreader bar, which comes equipped
with clips to attach to his ankle restraints. I have one that
adjusts from two and a half to almost five feet, which should meet
any requirement you might have.”

Amanda responded, “Add it to the bag,
Jillian dear, and let’s get on to the spanking devices, unless
there’s anything else you think we should be aware of first.” The
raven-haired shop owner pondered for a moment, and said, “Well, you
will no doubt clearly get great erotic pleasure from spanking Bad
Boy’s perfect bottom cheeks. But if you actually wanted to get off
during that arduous but necessary duty, Mistress Mei has an
invention that I regard to be the height of cleverness. She calls
it her Orgasmatron (in a sideways joke about an old Woody Allen
movie, where a device of that name was the size of a phone booth).
It consists of a small curved dildo that rests inside a woman and
vibrates against her G spot connected by a spring-loaded hinge to a
little plastic spoon-shaped arm that cups her clitoris and vibrates
as well. I suppose if a girl were horny enough, she could wear one
all the time and just keep getting off no matter what else she was
doing (or who was watching).” The tall blonde responded, “By all
means, let’s add it to the haul!” She thought with some irony about
her own forced public orgasm less than a day earlier.
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