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         The afternoon was getting quite late and the neighbouring offices were empty and silent. For once, I had plenty of time. My wife was away on business and wouldn’t be back until late the next evening. Now I had an hour to spare before meeting some friends in a pub down town.


Christine had nothing against me occasionally meeting friends in town, particularly when she wasn’t home herself. But as usual when she was away on business, she’d left a pretty substantial list of various little jobs around the house she wanted to have done by the time she got back. And she expected me to make such use of my time that everything would be done to her satisfaction. So I guess going out for the third night in a row was pushing it a little, but I thought I would be able to get through Christine’s list the following day. It was, however, one of my bad habits always to underestimate how long things take...


It wasn’t that I wasn’t used to doing household chores. Christine had decided long ago that it was her privilege to determine what my ‘reasonable share’ of the housework was. And she made sure my duties were carried out correctly and obediently but subjecting me to the well-proven methods of old-fashioned upbringing whenever she thought it necessary. What had once begun as a no-nonsense sex game, which Christine had gone along with to satisfy my most powerful erotic fantasies, had actually taken a serious turn when she one day declared that she didn’t want to ‘play’ anymore. If I still wanted my old-fashioned upbringing, I would have to play for real. And there she’d caught me – in my own desire...


I could do nothing but accept her conditions. It didn’t take long before I’d learnt to fear the effects on my poor naked bottom of her firm hand, her wooden hairbrush and the slender cane she took care to purchase. And owing to the disciplinary effect of such an upbringing, the days of a good spanking automatically leading to sex had also come to an end. The erotic effect this had on me was the same as before, but now Christine was in control of this too. And even though she could confirm with satisfaction that the method brought results, disciplinary sessions over her knee were still a relatively frequent occurrence. As Christine used to say, “some men simply can’t remember how to behave themselves without these regular reminders...”


But now she was away for a few days and I was looking forward to a nice evening out as I calmly rounded off the day’s work. Then the late afternoon silence was suddenly interrupted by the telephone. I almost jumped, hoping it wasn’t Christine. She would be sure to ask uncomfortable questions about the current status of the job list and my plans for the evening. While I let the telephone ring a few times, I wondered frantically how I could reply as reliably as possible. But it wasn’t Christine.


“Hi, Thomas, it’s Guri!” This was a surprise! But the voice of Christine’s closest friend didn’t make me feel any better. Quite the contrary. There was a particular reason for this. The day when Christine had ambushed me into accepting her new conditions, she had teasingly implied she might introduce Guri into our disciplinary arrangement at some later date. The thought of such a humiliating situation was scary, but I have to admit it also had rather an arousing effect: something Christine had not just registered but also clearly foreseen. But she’d never followed up on the threat and I hadn’t given it so much thought. Until one evening a couple of weeks earlier.


Christine had invited Guri over to dinner. She was divorced, so we quite often had dinners à trois together. She was also a lively and attractive woman and, as usual, we had a really nice time. There had, however, been a few episodes earlier in the week that led to Christine, in both looks and remarks, indicating her dissatisfaction with my behaviour. This made me more vigilant than normal in helping both in the kitchen and with serving. I noticed Guri sending me a number of approving looks and, when we were sitting over dessert, you went so far as to comment to Christine that she was lucky to have a husband who was so eager to help out. But had she had a little teasing smile playing about her mouth when she said that? Whether or not, Christine took this for the signal she’d been waiting for. “Don’t be fooled, Guri,” she said coolly. “He’s trying to get back in my good books after several days of quite poor behaviour.” I tried to pretend it was a good joke and laughed, but I’m afraid I didn’t sound particularly natural. “You see,” Christine went on, “Thomas is a man who needs to have a firm woman’s hand to make him behave as he should.” I tried to laugh it off again, but the two women completely ignored me. “Really, Christine? You must tell me more!”


It slowly dawned on me that Christine had finally decided to introduce this new twist to our relationship. I assume she’d told Guri about it beforehand too to make sure that she was prepared to play along. Then she just continued in the same matter-of-fact tone. “Actually, it’s quite uncomplicated, Guri. Whenever I think it necessary, I simply give him a good, old-fashioned spanking until I’m quite sure he’s learnt his lesson. And my experience suggests that these regular reminders are the only effective way to manage his misbehaviour.”


“Well, I never, Christine,” Guri exclaimed. “And he accepts that you treat him like this?” 


“He doesn’t really have any choice,” Christine answered, looking down on me. “And besides, I think he has realised it’s in his own best interest. Haven’t you, Thomas?”


I stared at the table, nodding almost imperceptibly. “Yes, I suppose you’re right,” I mumbled.


“Of course I’m right! But you’ll have your own chance to see that, Guri. As I said, Thomas has been misbehaving recently and I think, at bottom, he understood a few days ago that he’s due a good spanking.” She turned around towards me again. “You can clear the table, Thomas. I think we’re done. And when you’ve cleared the kitchen, you can go fetch my hairbrush, then come back to us in the lounge.”


I felt the shame burning red in my cheeks, but also a tingling excitement further down, an excitement that made me even more embarrassed in a way. But I did as I was told. When, a little later, I hesitantly returned to the lounge with Christine’s solid wooden hairbrush in my hand, the two women were sitting sipping brandy while chatting and laughing. Christine unaffectedly continued the story she was in the middle of relating, letting me stand in the doorway until she was finished. Then her tone became stricter and she ordered me over to her. I presented myself before her as I had been taught and handed her the brush. Christine always worked up to any punishment with a thorough scolding. Item by item, she went through my unacceptable behaviour over the last few days. I dared not glance over at Guri, but I noticed her following it all with interest out of the corner of my eye.


And then Christine stretched her arms forward and began unbuckling my belt. Despite my arousal – but also because of it since I knew Guri would very soon see exactly how aroused I was – I tried to ask Christine for a small commutation. “Is it really necessary to take off...”


“Of course it’s necessary!” She was curt and impatient. “I have already explained to Guri that you always have a bare bottom when you are to be spanked. The fact that she’s here doesn’t change that. So you might as well get used to it!” And with a quick, determined movement, she pulled my jeans down to my ankles, followed by my underpants. My fully erect dick pointed straight at her. There was no way I’d be looking at Guri now. But I could almost feel her look upon me as Christine ordered me to lift my shirt and bend over her knee. And then I heard Guri ask with forgivable curiosity: “Does he always get that excited when he’s going to be spanked?”


“Yes, he does actually,” Christine answered in her matter-of-fact tone. “But that doesn’t mean he likes the seeing-to that he gets – just wait and see!”


Well, she was certainly given the occasion to do so. Laying across Christine’s lap with my upper body resting into the sofa; I was grateful not to have my face turned towards Guri, who was sitting in the armchair on the other side. I understood, however, that this gave her an even better view of the humiliating performance. With a firm hand, Christine proceeded to cover my naked bottom with some very smart smacks, the rhythm increasing in intensity until I was burning hot all over. Then she picked up the hairbrush and let it dance over my already sore backside in her customary purposeful system. And even though I was embarrassingly aware of Guri’s presence, I couldn’t help but wriggle and kick my legs in the air and beg Christine to stop long before she was finished – even though I knew there was normally nothing to gain.


Finally, it was over. Christine allowed me to stand up and sent me off to the naughty corner with my trousers around my ankles and strict order to hold up my shirt tails and not to rub my bottom. And while I was standing there on display for them, the two women went on talking as if I weren’t there. Ashamed, I listened in while Guri asked questions and Christine in her straightforward way explained the intimate details of her disciplinary methods. I was particularly aware of blushing when I heard Guri ask again about my sexual arousal. Christine went on to explain that it was precisely because I had this erotic drive towards old-fashioned raising techniques, the obvious solution was that she had to punish me more often, harder and longer than I really liked for it to have the desired effect. I thought I would never be able to look Guri in the eyes again. At the same time though, I must admit that my persistent, highly visible arousal sent quite another message.


I was still standing in the naughty corner when Guri got up to leave 20 minutes later. She thanked us for an exceptional evening and, smiling, gave me a little whack on my bare bottom before saying good night to Christine and leaving.


When we were alone again, I simply had to acknowledge that Christine didn’t even ask me what I thought about her new twist to our game. There was a clear understanding between us that I had long ago accepted her sovereign right to make any decision she thought correct or appropriate for my upbringing. But when she later allowed me to serve her and then come in the depths between her naked thighs, she got my answer without having to ask. It was impossible for her to misread the excitement that she now allowed me to set free. We both knew that she had once again made the correct decision.


And now I was sitting in my office, listening to Guri’s voice on the telephone fr the first time since that evening. I tried my best to answer in as natural and unaffected way as possible. “Hi, Guri, how are you? This is a surprise. Long time, no see!”


Of course I regretted it the moment I said it, but it was too late and I heard Guri’s teasing laugh at the other end of the line. “Indeed. But a very pleasant evening last we met, don’t you think?”


I just mumbled something back and Guri’s voice suddenly became serious. “Now listen, Thomas, I know Christine is away and I’m ringing having spoken to her on the phone this morning. She said she’d tried ringing you at home each of the last few evenings without being able to get hold of you.” 


“Oh, has she? Well, you see, I’ve been out with friends; I thought Christine...”


Guri interrupted me. “I think she’s quite understood that, Thomas. But she’s actually rather concerned that you may have forgotten you had a list of jobs to do before she comes home.”


Although I thought this was a little embarrassing, I tried to reassure her. “There’s no cause for concern, Guri, I’ve got everything planned and Christine won’t be home before...”


Again I was interrupted. “I know exactly when she’s coming home, Thomas. I don’t think you understand the point here. Christine has asked me to take any necessary control. So I’ll be down at your flat in half an hour.”


That was not something I had expected. “But Guri, I’m afraid that’s not possible. I’ve made a prior arrangement with some old friends for this evening and I...”


“I’m sorry, Thomas. you’re going to have to cancel. I’ll be there in half an hour. And don’t leave me standing outside waiting.” And then she hung up.


I knew the most sensible thing to do was to follow orders so I cancelled my meeting at the pub and hurried home. I didn’t want to leave Guri standing waiting. But when I turned the last corner, I saw her standing on the pavement in front of the entrance to our block. I jogged the last few yards.


“Hi Guri! I came as fast as i could! Hope you haven’t been waiting long?” I tried to make it sound natural but I felt both nervous and unsure.


She looked at her watch. “You’re five minutes late, Thomas. Let’s go in.”


Up in our flat, I tried to introduce the light tone again. “Something to drink, Guri? I think we can just take it easy where the job list is concerned. There’s plenty of time and...”


She just looked at me and nodded towards the answering machine in the corner. It was flashing. “I think you have a message on your machine, Thomas.”


I felt how my uncertainty was steadily increasing in the face of this unfamiliar, chilly authority from Guri. But it was clear that she expected me to listen to the message so I pressed the ‘play’ button.


It was Christine’s voice. The strict version. “Hello, Thomas,” she said. “When you hear this message, I assume you’ll be there with Guri or waiting for her to arrive. I’m sure she has already explained everything necessary. I’m also sure that you remember that Guri is fully informed about how discipline and the house rules are exercised in our home. The reason for this call is to emphasise that I expect you to obey her in everything she decides, exactly as you would if she were me. And when i say everything, I mean everything. See you tomorrow, darling. Have a pleasant evening.”


I noticed a teasing smile flickering about Guri’s mouth. “Well, that was pretty clear, wasn’t it, Thomas?” 


“Yeah, yes, I guess so,” I stammered.


“Splendid. Then we’re agreed. We’ll start by looking at your job list. Go and fetch it!”


When I returned, Guri was sitting in the sofa. She was wearing a fairly short, narrow black skirt, which seemed shorter the way she sat leaning back with one leg crossed over the other, and a blouse with a wide, open neckline, which all but drew my eyes towards the tempting cleft between her breasts. But I tried not to look. I was scared the growing arousal I was aware of would become too obvious.


Guri took the list. “Give the bathroom a thorough wash,” she read out loud, then looked up at me.


“I was planning on doing that tomorrow afternoon,” I ventured.


“I’m not interested in what you have planned, Thomas. Just tell me whether you have done it or not. Yes or no,” she said coldly.


“Well, no, not yet,” I replied.


And so it went on. Finally, she came to the last item on the list. “Wash my underwear in the basket in the wardrobe.”


I could feel myself blushing. Hand-washing Christine’s more delicate underwear was one of my regular duties; she thought it was an excellent reminder of the obedience and respect I owed to her and her femininity. And again, I had to mumble a “no”.


“Well, Thomas, I have to say. This is worse than I expected. Now you can fetch me something to drink – a little red wine, please – while I think bout how we’re going to deal with this.”


When I returned with a glass of wine for Guri – and I was lucid enough to understand that the time wasn’t right to fetch a glass for myself – I could see she had come to a decision. “We haven’t much time to waste, Thomas,” she began in decided fashion. “But, on the other hand, I’m pretty sure Christine would not allow such a dereliction of duty to simply pass by. I have therefore decided that, before you do anything else, you are to be punished for your misbehaviour. Punishment is sure to help you concentrate on your tasks afterwards.”


I tried to protest. “Please, Guri, I don’t think this is a very good idea...”


“Listen, Thomas,” she said without hesitation, “I’m sure you remember Christine said you were to obey my orders. I won’t have any discussion. Go and fetch the hairbrush, Thomas.”


I saw there was no way out. I felt embarrassed but simultaneously wildly aroused by the unfamiliar situation. When I stood before Guri and handed her the brush, I could feel her eyes on the revealing bulge in my trousers. And I knew all too well that she would order me to take my trousers down.


“As you’ll remember, Thomas, I know that you always receive punishment on your bare bottom. I’m quite sure Christine wouldn’t want this occasion to be an exception. And since this is not the first time in my presence, there’s no reason to be shy. Now. Trousers down, if you don’t mind.”


I slowly undid my belt and pushed down my trousers and underpants. I dared not look at Guri but I could feel her eyes on my erect dick which, rock hard, was pointing directly at her.


“Look at me, Thomas,” she ordered. I raised my eyes towards hers, feeling the heat leaping to my cheeks.


“I see you are equally excited as last time. If not more! But this has absolutely nothing to do with satisfying your desires and I certainly don’t want any ‘accidents’ while you are receiving your punishment. Is that clear?”


“Yes, Guri,” I answered, barely audibly. Then spreading her knees a little, she bent me over her lap. Her skirt slipped even higher and I got a glimpse of her black stocking-tops before I felt her arm grab me about the waist and put me in the correct position. Her nylon-clad thighs pressed against my hard-on, which was trapped between them.


Guri rested her hand on my naked bottom while reminding me how irresponsible I’d been and how necessary it was to correct such an attitude. “And you let me stand waiting for you too,” she added, “and I know that’s something Christine won’t tolerate. And neither will I!”


She raised her hand and gave my bottom a good smack. “Ow!” She had begun spanking me, and her hand came down time after time in a steadily increasing rhythm, covering my naked behind with hard smacks. I don’t know if she had any previous experience of punishing naughty men, but if she hadn’t, it certainly didn’t show! It didn’t take long for my backside to be burning hot and I was unable to resist wriggling in her lap. “I’m going to make sure you learn to obey, Thomas!” She underlined the message of her hand with a verbal reminder. “You obey Christine and you shall obey me! Is that clear?”


“Yes, Guri – ow! It’s clear!”


After this treatment had continued for many long minutes, she stopped and picked up the hairbrush. Its hard surface felt cool and almost soothing as she let it rest on my baking behind. But then – “Ow!” The first whack on my well-prepared back end made me howl. “Please, Guri, I’ve understood, I’ll do my jobs!”


But the hairbrush came down on the other cheek with exactly the same force. “Ow!” “I’m sure you will, Thomas, when you’ve learnt your lesson!”


The hairbrush danced upon my behind, the intensity seeming to gradually increase. After a while, I had to give up on the little dignity I had left and, in the same way as when lying in Christine’s lap, started whimpering for mercy. At this stage, my hard-on would generally subside with Christine, but now my rock-hard dick continued to press against Guri’s thigh. It must have been the novelty of the situation, for while I twisted and kicked my legs in the air, I wasn’t able to resist rubbing my dick against her.


Finally, she stopped and lay the hairbrush to one side. She let me stand up and ordered me to hold my shirt up with both hands. She then sent an extremely eloquent look at my hard-on. “I see you are still excited, Thomas!” She leant back, assuming a thoughtful expression. “You know, Thomas, Christine and I have actually discussed the sexual aspects of your upbringing too,” she said. “And we are in complete agreement that a woman must have control of that too...”


I could hear from her voice that she too was aroused now. All the same, I still felt unsure. How far had these two women actually decided to take this? She went on, and as she slowly drew her skirt even higher, I could see how her eyes were shining. “Christine explained to me that I should count on feeling a certain ‘need’ after punishing you, and she said that I must feel free to do with it – and with you – as I wish. So now I want you to serve me with your tongue, Thomas, in exactly the same way as you usually serve Christine.”


I could hardly believe my ears, but the message was clear enough, and when she pulled her skirt all the way up and spread her legs, I went down on my knees and leaned my head forward between her thighs. In the condition I was in, there was actually only one thing I’d have preferred to be doing to this, but I also knew that whatever happened now would be her choice alone – hers and Christine’s. I began kissing her naked thighs above her stocking-tops and, as I let my tongue play across her skin and moved closer to her most secret area, she put one hand behind my head and pulled me closer into her while pulling her panties aside with the other. I cold both smell and feel how wet she already was and my tongue found the way between her pussy lips and licked up her juices. Now she spread herself wide, and my tongue found her hard, little bud and set to work upon it. Writhing, she moaned weakly. Accustomed as I was to what Christine wanted, I lifted both my hands to her large, soft breasts and began caressing her nipples, which I could feel stiffly jutting through both her bra and blouse. It wasn’t long before I knew she was getting close, and she suddenly through herself back in the sofa, squeezing her thighs around my head and holding me tight while she cried out in pleasure.


She held me thus for a small eternity before slowly releasing her grip and lifting my face up towards her. She smiled, that slightly teasing smile that I’d seen once or twice already. “That was delicious, Thomas,” she said. “You can get up. It’s about time you started doing your housework.”


Again I stood before Guri with my hard dick pointing straight at her. I felt an almost desperate need to come but I was sufficiently well-trained by Christine to know that in a situation such as this I was to wait for instructions without the right to ask for anything at all. Guri regarded me with a little twinkle in her eye. “I think Christine has quite an interesting philosophy where make sexuality is concerned,” she said. “Discipline, obedience, serving the woman’s needs and full control on her part over his desires...Don’t you agree?”


“Yes, Guri,” I answered. I looked away and dared not touch either my throbbing hard-on or burning backside.


“Denial of orgasm is of course splendid obedience training and, on occasion, a natural extra punishment. But, as I and Christine have discussed, allowing him to come upon her direct instruction can also actually be a useful reminder that it is she that decides...”


“And so for that reason, Thomas, I have decided that you may come. You can masturbate while I watch you.” She handed me a paper handkerchief. “Of course I don’t want to see any mess! Get on with it. Don’t keep me waiting!”


It felt almost impossible that I had to obey orders from Guri too. But I longed for release. And did I have any pride left to lose?


I took the paper and, with eyes half closed, began slowly pulling the skin back and forth over my rock-hard cock. It felt wonderful finally to be allowed...


Guri’s voice cut its way through to me: “Look me in the eyes, Thomas! And don’t try and make it last like that! Remember that you have been punished and it is only because Christine and I allow it that you can now have your release!”


I looked at Guri shamefacedly once more, but felt how all my thoughts and feelings melted together in indescribable excitement from submitting to this womanly authority. I fell on my knees – and then came in long, deep thrusts, shaking with desire...


Guri let me kneel there for a short while as I gradually regained my senses. Then she ordered me up again. “Instead of the naughty corner, it’s housework for you tonight, Thomas. You can put your clothes back on. And make a start by washing the bathroom.”


I used the soaking paper handkerchief to wipe down my still semi-stiff dick and started feeling a little embarrassed again now that my arousal had had its release. I pulled my trousers up.


“Get on with it, Thomas,” she ordered. “I’m going to stay here and watch the TV for a while.”


I obediently made for the bathroom and began cleaning. Guri came out at regular intervals to inspect my work. When I was eventually approaching the end of the list and doing the ironing, she walked past me and into our bedroom. A moment later she was back, holding out a pair of Christine’s panties. I thought she was going to remind me that the underwear needed washing, but I was wrong. “Listen, Thomas, I can’t stay here keeping an eye on you any more. But as an extra reminder of the obedience that Christine and I expect of you, you are to wear these panties.” She held them out towards me. I took them, hesitantly standing before her. But she made no sign as if to go or to allow me past into the bedroom so that I could change. “Put them on, Thomas. I’m waiting!” I understood I no longer had any claim to shyness.


I slowly unbuckled my belt and pulled off my trousers and underpants. Undressed in front of Guri once more, I felt my dick begin to stiffen up again and, before I’d managed to pull the silky white panties all the way up, I had a jutting hard-on. Guri looked like she was enjoying herself. “That doesn’t seem to be so unpleasant, now does it?” I didn’t know what to say, and she simply went on. “Now you’re not to put your trousers back on. And you must take your shirt off too. When you’re finished with the ironing, you can wash Christine’s undies so they’ll be dry by the time she’s back. And then you can go to bed. You’ve got time to finish the rest of the list tomorrow afternoon. You’re to keep those panties on all night and at work tomorrow and all the time until Christine comes home. And don’t be surprised if I pop by the office tomorrow for an inspection.”


With that, she sent a knowing look at the great, indecent bulge in the feminine panties, which barely had space enough for my stiff dick. “And for the sake of order: you are obviously forbidden from allowing your lustfulness to lead to anything of your own designing. Is that clear?”


“Yes, Guri, It’s clear” At which point Guri said good night and left.


I followed Guri’s instructions to the letter. Both in bed that night and at the office the following day, Christine’s silky panties against my skin were almost as powerful a reminder as the tender feeling in my backside when I sat down. The same can be said of my almost constant hard-on, not least because I knew I wasn’t allowed to do anything with it. It goes without saying that Guri followed up on her threat and came into my workplace that afternoon. Behind my closed office door, I had to pull my trousers down so that Guri could check that I was wearing the panties. And obviously the bulge in the panties did not go unnoticed.


When Christine came home late that evening, there were new inspections. First she went through the list of jobs and checked the quality of the work I had done. Then I had to lower my trousers to show that I was wearing her panties. And when my trousers were lowered, she was able to check the quality of Guri’s disciplinary procedures on my behind from the previous evening. Satisfied, she remarked that the result was still visible and I was able to confirm I was still sensitive too. And then, while squeezing my stiff dick and teasingly lifting and playing with my balls, she demanded confirmation that I had followed Guri’s orders and hadn’t indulged in any form of unauthorised pleasure.


Next, she pulled me over her lap. While gently stroking my bottom, she explained in a friendly but firm voice that, from now on, Guri would have the same authority over me as she herself had. “There is, however, one important difference,” she said gently. “It is of course I that has the primary responsibility for your upbringing. This means that every time Guri finds it necessary to punish you, she will report back to me afterwards. This will automatically lead to further punishment for having brought shame on me by behaving in such a way that she had to punish you. You do understand, don’t you?”


I understood what was coming, but what could I say? “Yes, love,” I whispered, “I understand.”


“Then you’ll also understand why I have to spank you again now, although you’ve completed all your tasks and your backside is still sore?”


Again, I could think of nothing to say but to whisper my agreement. And, like so many times before, my throbbing hard-on between Christine’s nylon-clad thighs was a wordless confirmation that I gave my full consent. She raised her hand and smacked it down on my naked bottom. I yelped and jumped, over-sensitive after Guri’s stern seeing-to the previous evening. But Christine’s hand was raised and smacked down again, time after time. She spanked me until my bottom was burning and I couldn’t help but wriggle and kick the air while rubbing my hard cock against her thighs. She finally decided I’d had enough and sent me off to the naughty corner.


When I was later summoned to the bedroom, she was lying naked on the bed. I needed no further encouragement to serve her, and I think we were both more ready for each other than ever before. My tongue played with her pouting nipples and buried itself between her swollen pussy lips, worked on her love button and then returned to her breasts when she wanted my throbbing cock inside her.


While I worked away inside her in said fashion, her first orgasm came rolling up upon her, and she held me in an iron grip with her legs wound around my hips and back. But she wanted more. Now it was her turn to throw herself upon me. She took possession of my body. Her hands were everywhere, her greedy mouth encircling my rock-hard, shiny wet cock, and she occasionally gave me a loving smack on my backside to remind me what disobedience to her led to. Then she wanted my tongue back on her clit and, while I simultaneously massaged her G-spot, she shook with pleasure for the second time. And then, at last, she let me come too. Deep, deep in her hot, wet, slippery pussy, I was allowed to give in. I felt how I trembled down to the soles of my feet before I sent my cascades spurting into her, clinging to her naked body with an overwhelming feeling of love and gratitude for the way in which she and Guri had decided to take control of me.
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