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         “Hi, Christine!” I was no sooner through the door than she met me in the corridor. “Sorry I’m a bit late, but you’re going up to Guri this evening, aren’t you? We weren’t going to be eating together anyway. I can just make myself something simple after you’ve gone...”


She’d come right up to me and stopped me with a single look. She was wearing that short, tight, black skirt and her close-fitting stretchy top was pulled tight over her wonderful, soft, large breasts. I knew perfectly well how late I was and that this was something she hated. As a matter of fact, it was quite a common reason for my having to undergo a period of correction in her lap at rather irregular intervals. Let me immediately make it clear however that it was I that had originally taken the initiative for this kind of game. Old-fashioned upbringing was one of my biggest turn-ons, and having once have taken the courage to confide this to her, she had acquiesced to the game. To start with, particularly because I wanted to, but as time went on I was able to claim that she too had an erotic pay-off from it.


But today I wasn’t in the mood for playing, even though I understood that’s what Christine had planned. That morning, when I made up our bed as usual after she’d hurried off to work, I’d found her black lace underwear lying there - along with her wooden hairbrush. That meant that I was to hand-wash her undies - a quite normal element of our game of which I was generally very appreciative - and that she would take me over her knee in the evening for a seeing-to with the brush on my naked bottom in accordance with the time-honoured rituals and principles of old-fashioned upbringing. But today I didn’t fancy a beating and, to put it plainly and simply, that was why I’d dawdled about late at the office. I’d actually thought she’d be gone by the time I got home.


“A bit late?” Christine looked at her watch. “You should have been here an hour ago. And I note that my underwear remains unwashed. And that you’ve put the hairbrush back where it belongs. Are you maybe trying to pretend that you didn’t get the message?” There was something in her tone of voice and the way she looked at me that made me rather unsure. I half-fell into the usual roleplay, almost without wanting to.


“I’m sorry, Christine, I know I should have washed your underwear and that I ought to have called...”


She just looked at me, and I felt constrained to continue. “I know I deserve to be punished when I don’t behave as I should, but you were supposed to be going out this evening, and I...”


She was immoveable. It was like there was something even more determined in her look that made me feel it wasn’t the normal game. “Go to your room and get ready,” she said curtly. “You know how I want you. When I come in in five minutes, I expect you to be ready.” She stalked past me and disappeared into the lounge.


I was left standing, gazing after her round, challenging backside, listening to her high-heeled shoes clacking away with determined steps, feeling that familiar hole in the pit of my stomach and noticing that I couldn’t prevent the normal physiological reaction which makes it impossible for us men to conceal our sexual arousal. All the same, I hesitated for a moment. But not for long. I was like I didn’t have a choice. It was. after all, my own game. I couldn’t not play when she so wanted to, now could I?


I hurried into the bedroom. After changing from suit and tie to jeans, I took out her hairbrush again and put it nicely on the bed, stood in the ‘naughty corner’ with my face towards the wall, pulled down my jeans and underpants and lifted my shirt-tails up around my waist.


So I was standing there again - without really wanting to. Meanwhile, my erect dick was telling another story. And while she took her time - whatever it was she was doing - I began wondering if it was maybe because I hadn’t wanted to, but nevertheless had to, that I was even more aroused than normal.


Finally I heard her high-heeled shoes come clicking into the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed. “Come here!”


I turned round and went and stood beside her. She was sitting with the hairbrush in one hand, rather distractedly slapping it into the opposite palm. With my trousers and underpants round my ankles and a firm grip of my shirt-tails at my waist in accordance with her standing order, I felt (as usual) more naked and exposed than if I had been wearing nothing at all. A feeling that was strengthened by her still being fully dressed - and my hard-on being almost embarrassingly apparent.


“You know you have been disobedient and not behaved as you should, don’t you, Thomas? You have not performed your duty of washing my underwear and you came home late without leaving me a message.”


I didn’t reply.


“What did you say?” Her tone was sharp.

“Yes, my love, I know.”

“You also know that the normal punishment for such behaviour is six of the best so that you might learn to behave yourself, don’t you?”

“Yes, my love, I know.”

“Bend over my knee!”


She drew her short skirt even higher up over her thighs so that I wouldn’t lie on it and crease it (or make a mess on it...). I noted with a touch of disappointment that she was wearing ordinary tights and not her sexy stockings with the lace tops. Of course I knew she was going out soon, but since she’d started, I couldn’t very well...I bent over and cautiously lay myself over her thighs, which she spread, as usual, to capture my hard-on between them. She adjusted my position with one arm around my waist, and I could feel the smooth, slightly cool wooden back of the brush stroke gently over my naked behind. I both looked forward to and dreaded that the punishment should begin. But then she put the hairbrush down and began stroking me with her hand, caressing but slightly teasing too. And then she began to speak, slowly and clearly, as if she wanted to make quite sure that I heard every word so that I could reflect thoroughly upon them.


“I’ve been thinking quite a lot about our little game recently,” she began. “It’s quite a paradox, don’t you think? You want me to be strict with you because it turns you on to submit to an authoritative woman who gives you a proper spanking. But we play because you want to and when you want to, don’t we? And that hasn’t led to your behaving yourself any better, has it? You wash my underwear occasionally but that’s only because it makes you horny. You haven’t got any better at doing the housework, have you? And you’ve certainly not got any better at coming home when you’re supposed to. On the contrary, I have the impression that you often dilly-dally a little extra when you fancy extra good sex. So we can hardly talk about obedience or any corrective effect. And that is a little bit of a paradox, don’t you think?”


Of course she was right, and of course I’d had the same thoughts many times myself. No-one asking his partner to play the dominant role in a sex game can avoid seeing this paradox and it’s usually the person wanting to be dominated and governed that is usually in control. But I didn’t reply. The way she was speaking didn’t invite comment. She had thought through long before what she was going to say next and did not expect an answer.


“So that’s why I’ve come to the conclusion that this game cannot continue any longer. That is to say, it is no longer going to continue on your terms. If you want a strict, dominant woman to control you, that is what you shall have. But the condition is that it will in fact be me that decides. You no longer get to choose when it suits you to be spanked for extra sexual arousal. And then go on behaving just as you like. I want control, and I want to see results. In a nutshell, now it’s going to be for real.”


That was not something I had expected. Did she really mean it? And what would the consequences be? I didn’t know what to say. But that didn’t matter; she just went on. “I’ve been thinking very carefully about this, you see. Of course I can’t force you into such a lifestyle. But I can actually force you to choose. Either we play the game on my terms - and then it will be me who decides - completely and without argument, or we stop the game right here. In which case you’ve been spanked by me for the very last time. The first time you refuse to accept my authority, the game is over. So you have to choose. If you want to an old-fashioned upbringing by a strict woman, then it will be for real and at all times!”


In a way, she had me trapped. Trapped in my own desire. “This will of course have consequences,” she went on. “Among other things, it is important that this kind of discipline and upbringing improves your behaviour in a number of areas. You will, for example, notice stricter demands where contributing to the housework is concerned - and there you have a lot of ground to make up, if you ask me! And failure to follow up on your part will have quite concrete repercussions, won’t it...?”


“And another thing: This means there will no longer necessarily be a connection between discipline and sex. Not only will you discover that your being spanked does not necessarily lead to sex, you will also find out that, in certain circumstances, being denied sex may form part of the punishment. But if I know you correctly, I actually think that your need to be controlled and raised properly will mean that stricter, more explicit control of your sexuality, combined with punishment when I think that is required, will mean that even being denied sex may become a powerful sexual experience for you...”


I felt almost dizzy, lying there across her lap. How could she understand my needs in this way? But, at the same time, how could I relinquish control over myself? Would my erotic needs be so satisfied by submitting to her authority that I wouldn’t need anything other than what she decided I should have?


Her voice became soft. Loving, but still firm. “Now I want you to choose, Thomas. I am quite prepared to give you the punishment you deserve for today and, judging from where you’re lying, you know what that entails. But if I’m to spank you now this evening, it will be for the first time in our new game. If you’re not prepared for that, then you can get up and put your clothes back on and put the hairbrush away for good.”


I knew I didn’t have a choice. I needed her like this. “I’m ready, Christine. I know that I deserve to be punished for this evening and I know that it’s best for me if you decide.”


My hard-on bumped into her thigh. I was waiting for her hand, which had been stroking me the whole time, to begin my punishment. Whack! It smacked down on my backside, and I jumped. Whack, whack! She was spanking me with her hand. The smacks rained down and I soon felt how the stinging heat began to take over as her hand covered my bottom with her solid blows. I couldn’t help but wriggle about, rubbing my dick against her at the same time, although I knew of course that this was totally forbidden! And then I began whimpering a little as the heat and stinging gradually built up and got worse with every blow, each one coming faster and faster after the other. In the end, she stopped. But I knew it wasn’t over. She stroked me tenderly over my bottom and then I noticed her reaching out for the hairbrush, which was lying on the bed beside her.


She let the hard, surface rest on my hot, sore skin. It felt cool, almost soothing. But I knew what was coming and I knew it was just going to be worse, much worse. But I also knew I needed it. I waited for her to tell me how many strokes of the brush I was to receive. As a rule, it was ten or twenty, depending on the seriousness of the misdemeanours of which I was guilty. But she said nothing. Suddenly, the brush was lifted and came whistling down towards its goal. “Ow!” I jumped and twisted. It really hurt. Smack! Once again, the heavy wooden brush smacked against my bottom, which had already been given a thorough working-over with her hand. “Owowow! Christine! That hurts!”


“Lie still. It’s supposed to hurt!” she answered brusquely, and down came the brush again, equally brusquely. And again and again and again, so it was almost impossible to endure. I couldn’t help but kick my legs in the air, twist about frenetically and cry out loud. Soon I had no idea of how many times the brush had whacked my behind only for it to be lifted once more and whack me again, but that didn’t really matter since I didn’t know how many I was to get...


Never before had the hairbrush danced so hard and long on my naked bottom. But finally, she stopped. She put the brush down and stroked me gently over my extremely sore backside before drawing me half-way up from her lap so that I was kneeling on the floor in front of her. She put one hand behind my neck, pulled me in between her thighs and put her other hand on my behind. “So, Thomas, do you think you have learnt anything this evening?”


“Yes, Christine.”


“And what have you learnt?”


“That I must obey and that I will be punished if I don’t.”


“Good. Try to remember that. Because you know that’s how things are going to be from now on. And as you’ll also have noticed, I will no longer be telling you beforehand how many wallops you are going to get. When, how, how many, how hard. These are all things that I decide. Generally speaking, I will explain why you are to be punished because it is important that you learn and thereby improve your behaviour. After a while, I think we shall set up some more precise rules for what you have to do and what you shall be punished for. But sometimes I may not even explain why you are to be beaten, plainly and simply because it is important that you get used to the idea that it is I, and only I, that decides. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Christine.”

“Now you may get up and go and stand in the naughty corner.”


I tried to press myself in towards her tummy and get my face down in between her thighs where her pussy was more than likely wet and hungry under her tights and panties. But she pushed me decisively away. “What did I say? Go and stand where you’ve been told!”


I understood that the new rules had begun to apply and got up slowly, turned into my corner and lifted my shirt-tails up around my waist with both hands. She came across and stood close behind me. Her hands encircled me from behind and she took hold of my dick, which was just as hard as before the session had begun and now aching to be dealt with one way or another - preferably to be allowed deep in between her thighs.


“I don’t think you are any less horny than normal even though the rules have changed,” she said in a rather teasing voice. “But the new conditions also mean that I’m in charge of this too, don’t they?” I nodded dumbly. She let go my dick and gave me a lazy slap across the bottom. 


“Now you stand here until you’re told otherwise and you are not allowed to touch your dick or rub your bottom. Afterwards, when you have got dressed and had something to eat, you can do the ironing that’s been lying waiting. When you don’t iron your shirts regularly, my things also get left. And just because you don’t necessarily need your shirts, it doesn’t mean that my things can wait. And then my underwear, which you just left this morning, is to be washed. And when I come back from Guri’s, I want to find you standing in your corner again, exactly the way you’re standing now. I don’t know precisely when I’ll be back, so I advise you to come back here a little too early rather than too late...”


Guri’s! I’d forgotten that in all the excitement. It was already nearly eight o’clock. The session had taken its time. Then she turned around and began getting ready to go. With my head in the corner, I guessed more than I could see what she was doing. After adjusting her lipstick, she took her cell phone out of her bag and put it on the chest of drawers beside me. “As I said, you are to stand here and think about your new position until you’re told. Cheerio. I’ll see you later!”


She said this almost cheerily and kissed me on the cheek before disappearing out into the hallway. I heard the street door close behind her. Guri lived about a quarter of an hour’s walk away. With her cell phone beside me, it occurred to me that I had at least twenty minutes in the naughty corner before she reached a phone from where she could give me the message I was waiting for.


Time doesn’t go very quickly in the naughty corner and 20 minutes it quite a lot. But surely she had to call soon. I looked at my watch again. Nearly half an hour. She must have got to Guri’s ages ago. Finally, the phone rang. I hurried to answer.


“Hi, Thomas! It’s Guri! How are you?”


I was almost speechless, I was so surprised. Had something happened? “Guri?” I stammered, trying to pull myself together. “Hi, Guri, hasn’t Christine got to you yet? I mean, it’s quite a long time ago since she left here and...”


“No, she’s here, sitting on the sofa with a glass of red wine,” Guri replied. Laughing a little, I thought. Almost teasing. Could Christine have... Guri went on before my thought came to its conclusion. “She said you were waiting for a message and asked me to call and give it to you. She said you’d know what it was about.”


I heard Christine calling in the background. She was teasing too. “It’s OK now, Thomas, now you can go and make a start!”


“Is that clear now, Thomas?” Guri asked.


I had difficulties in giving a proper answer. But I managed to stammer out something: “Yes, yes, of course, just say hello to Christine and tell her everything’s in order...”


The phone went dead and I was left thinking with loads of strange thoughts in my head. Had Christine…? No, she couldn’t have...but then, what was all the laughing about? I knew the two of them had a pretty intimate friendship and talked about men and sex, but this? On the other hand, the words Guri had chosen didn’t really indicate that she knew anything. Or did they?


I didn’t get any further but had to admit that my excitement and my hard-on, which had been so tangible throughout the long wait in the naughty corner, did not exactly subside as a result. Slowly, I pulled my trousers up. The thought of Christine’s orders and the strange pleasure I felt in obeying her meant that I had managed to resist the intense urge to grab hold of my dick. But I managed, with difficulty. Then I obediently set about the programme that Christine had laid out for my evening. And in good time before experience suggested I could expect her back, I took up my place in the naughty corner once more. With my trousers down and my shirt-tails lifted in accordance with regulations. I was standing thus when I heard the front door again a quarter of an hour later.


Her high-heeled shoes clicked rapidly towards the bedroom door. “Well, there you are!” she smiled. “Exactly as you should be. You seem to be a quick learner!” She came over and stroked my bottom with one hand. “Still pretty red, I see. You can still feel it?” I was able to confirm that I could. “Good,” she said. “Now listen: I fancy a little glass of brandy, and I want you to take all your clothes off and come and serve me, naked, in the lounge. Then you and I can have a little talk.”


She disappeared again. I got completely undressed and followed her into the lounge. She was leaning back in the sofa and looked at me with approval. On the glass table in front of her lay an object I’d never seen before. I stopped and stared. It was a slender, medium length...cane! What on earth...had she bought it? There was more planning behind this than I could believe and this made it even scarier, almost. We’ve never used anything like that in our games before.


“Well, what are you waiting for?” Her tone was a touch sharp. “Am I getting a brandy, or what?”


I fetched a glass, poured and walked over to her with it. She took it and raised it toward me. “Cheers then, Thomas,” he said smiling and drank. “Now don’t worry. I haven’t thought to introduce a lifestyle in which you’re a kind of slave and simply serve me. But for this particular evening, we’re going to do things like this. I have a few more things I want to say to you and you shall stand here in front of me and listen.”


I nodded silently and stood there. She was still fully dressed and my nakedness, together with the whole situation, was having its effect again. My dick was poking straight towards this beautiful woman who I knew so well but was now in the business of showing me completely new sides to her personality.


“As you can see, I’ve invested in a cane. You didn’t expect that, did you? I thought it might be useful to be able to very things a little more and at the same time introduce various levels of discipline, if you know what I mean. It’s not that I don’t trust the hairbrush to be able to do its job on the whole, but all the same. And this evening, we’re going to give the new cane a try. I am convinced that a few well-placed strokes on a bottom already punished both manually and with the hairbrush will be extremely effective. I also think that it may have a particularly good educational effect coming a few hours after the first round, when the immediate effects have begun to wear off. This will underline the seriousness of the situation. So I guess this is a method I will be using whenever I find it necessary.”


She took a sip of her brandy before continuing in the same business-like tone. “I am sure you have had time to think quite a lot this evening and that you are wondering about a few things. You can of course simply ask, and you will also discover a few things along the way. But I thought I would make a few things quite clear straight away. To begin with, you are perhaps worried where sex is concerned. You needn’t be. I feel quite sure that we will have at least as much sex as before, after you have been punished too. But there will no longer be any necessary connection between the two as there has been up to now. And the reason for this is that I am going to use discipline and punishment to bring you up properly, not to satisfy your sexual needs. That you will continue to be excited by being spanked is another issue... and your problem!”


She gave a short laugh and took another sip of her brandy. Then she returned to the matter in hand. “That brings me to the question of denying you sex as part of your discipline. I want you to have confidence in that it is a method that I will not abuse. But at the same time, this is, after all, very much to do with taking firmer control of your sexuality. For this reason and from now on, an unbreakable rule when you are punished means that you are forbidden orgasm afterwards - including masturbation of course - until you are explicitly told that you have permission. But...” - and now she gave me a teasing smile - “this does not mean that all sexual activity is out of the question. For even if you are placed under this restriction, it doesn’t necessarily mean that I am prepared to go without! So it may well happen that I wish to be served even if you are not permitted release. And let me be quite clear: you yourself are not allowed to ask to be permitted to come. My ‘forgetting’ to give you permission will simply not occur. Sometimes you be allowed immediately; on other occasions it might take longer, several days perhaps. But when you have been punished, I will be the one in control and you must content yourself with waiting to be told. Is that clear?”


This was going to be difficult. But did I have a choice? And did I not feel in my entire body how this aroused me in its strange and paradoxical way? I nodded. “Yes, Christine, it’s clear.”


She got up and stood behind me. I felt her hands caress my bottom and her body creep up close behind mine. Her hands came around me and started gently playing with my stiff, stiff dick. “And of course there’s another thing you must be wondering about but haven’t dared ask, isn’t there? After your telephone call this evening?”


I had to admit there was. “You haven’t told Guri about any of this, have you? I mean...”


“No, I haven’t,” she smiled. “But I don’t think you would have anything against my doing so, would you? You don’t need to answer. I know the answer. And besides, with our new arrangement, I get to decide that too. If and when I consider it fitting to include Guri in our little game, I will. I’m also quite sure, as it happens, that that too would have a good effect, don’t you think? I mean, on your behaviour! I’ve noticed already the effect it has on you in other ways!”


Her hands were still encircled round my dick. I had seldom been more aroused. And owing to the way in which I was standing, I could hardly hide this from her. She read both my body and my mind like an open book. “You remember the last time Guri came to dinner, when there was just the three of us? And you took the responsibility both for making the dinner and serving? I’m sure that we would have had an even more exciting evening if she had been let in our little secrets. And then the punishment you so deserved that day would not have to have waited until she was gone! I’m convinced, in fact, that the punishment would have been far more effective if Guri had still been present. Don’t you agree?”


What could I answer? I felt myself blushing, but Christine’s hands on my dick were certain to have noticed that I became even harder, if that were possible, and that was probably a sufficiently good answer. “I can even imagine Guri being to help out after a while, taking my place, perhaps, when I’m away on business. What do you say? That she could keep an eye on you and follow up on your behaviour, with the full authority to punish you as he feels necessary?”


Christine laughed, teasing me again. “But we’ll have to see how things go, Thomas! Now I’ve done enough talking. It’s got late. It’s time the new cane was inaugurated before we call it a day!”


She took a step backwards and her tone became strict once more. “Bring me the cane, then go and stand behind the armchair and bend over!”


I did as I was told. Bent over the broad, soft leather back of the leather armchair with my hands grasping the arm-rests, I watched how she took up her position at a slight distance to one side of me and how she took hold of both ends, bending it as if to test its flexibility and effect. I trembled slightly. What was this going to be like?


She understood what I was thinking. “I know that you don’t really want me to do this, Thomas. And it’s going to hurt a bit more than you actually like. But that’s precisely the point of our arrangement. Discipline and punishment must have an effect. And then you must be beaten more often, longer and harder than you actually want. You do understand that, don’t you?”


“Yes, Christine,” I nodded.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Christine.”


What else could I say?


She lifted the cane well back and let it swish down on my sore, tender bottom with a light, elegant movement of the lower arm and wrist. It wasn’t a very hard blow (fortunately!) but effect was staggering.


“Ow!” I couldn’t help it; I had to yelp and got half-way up, clutching at my bottom with both hands.


“You see,” Christine noted drily. “The cane is a useful tool... Back in position!” she commanded. I bent over again, holding the arm-rests tight once more. “And now you have to stand there until I am finished!” She lifted the cane again, and again there was stinging blow. And another. “Ow! Please!” I tried as well as I could to follow her orders but didn’t manage not to tread up and down, almost dancing on the spot. “Stand still!” she ordered roughly. “I’m the one who decides and we are not finished yet.”


I don’t know how many times she let the cane kiss my naked bottom. Probably not that many actually, and the blows were not that hard. But aimed with great care as they were, they were more than enough to cover my well prepared behind from top to bottom. And never before had I felt so hopelessly delivered up to her, never had a punishment felt so much like a punishment, never had my bottom been so sore and hot. Finally, she put the cane down. And then I felt her hand, her tender loving hand, stroke me again. “Now, Thomas. Now I think you have learnt your lesson. And now I wish to be served...”


She sat down in the armchair. Slowly and seductively, she drew her short skirt up over her thighs. Having stood before her, I now fell to my knees between her legs. For a second I wondered if she’d had time to change out of her tights and into her beautiful stockings. And then I discovered she wasn’t wearing any panties. I shoved my face between her thighs and buried my lips in her dark cup. I could feel that she was dripping wet already. My tongue began to lick her swollen pussy lips. She spread her thighs a little more and I found her love-button, jutting provocatively against the tip of my tongue. She moaned and I let my hands work up under her tight-fitting top and force their way into her bra. Her nipples were big and hard. I knew what she wanted. One hand on each of her breasts and my tongue licking intensely at her pussy, while she herself used her hands to open up even more. She breathed heavily and writhed in pleasure.


Then she gave me the discreet signal she usually makes: my right hand was to relinquish her breast and find her G-spot with a finger or two. While I continued licking her little bud and my left hand kept playing with her right nipple, I now massaged the inside of her dripping grotto, noticing that she was getting closer.


“I want your dick!” she groaned. I got half-way up and she slid down onto the carpet. With her skirt curled up around her waist, she lay open, waiting for me. I was rock hard and almost as wet as she was from the shiny, slippery drops that had forced their way out. I sank into her, feeling her wonderful, wet, hot, slippery pussy close around me and swallow. I began rocking rhythmically inside her.


How long would I be able to continue thus? I was already bursting with excitement and her hard thrusting towards my crotch became faster and faster. My rock-hard, throbbing dick worked like a piston in a burning hot, slippery cylinder. Fortunately, she too was very close. I pushed her top up to her neck and managed to completely free her large, soft breasts from her bra, found her right nipple with my mouth, held it firmly between my lips and massaged it with my tongue while our drenched private parts continued to work together below. I felt how she too came down with a hand to her clit. I gasped in relief that she so mercifully did her best to make it go faster for I had no idea when I would suddenly break her new unbreakable rule. Still she had not said that I was permitted to come! Suddenly her whole body tensed up in an arch and she screamed in pleasure as she came, holding me in an iron grip between her thighs while I had to continue thrusting into her.


That I had not come already was almost a miracle. She continued holding me tight, moving more gently now, but enjoying feeling my dick inside her as she usually did after orgasm. And then her hands came sneaking up to my nipples as they usually do when it’s my turn to come. But she still hadn’t said anything! I was going crazy, aware that I couldn’t hold out. “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked, almost in tears. “But surely you must understand that, my love,” she whispered, teasing. “It can’t be to make you come, now can it? Because I haven’t said anything about that yet, have I? So it must be to make you even harder, the way you know I like you, mustn’t it?”


“Please, Christine, I can’t...”


She laughed a little, then stopped. “But you are to be allowed to come this evening, Thomas,” she whispered into my neck, “and you can come now, if you want to.”


If you want to! Never had I wanted to more, and while I moved more rapidly in and out of her once more, I felt how everything in me collected around this being given permission to come inside her. I felt how my backside was burning and sore from her punishment, I felt how my dick throbbed in such intense lust that it almost hurt equally much, I heard her words from earlier that evening singing in my head: “From now on, I decide” and how in my very depths I wanted nothing greater than to obey her and let her rule over me and raise me and punish me, and that it was all this together, the heat, pain, lustfulness, thoughts and feelings, everything shifting together in a mist of pleasure, and then I came, exploding into her hot, wet, slippery grotto, and never was an orgasm greater... “My love!”
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