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    Demo Bunny


    


    


    ‘MORRIS,’ I INSISTED, ‘you cannot let Jemima do this. It’s far too public.’


    He spread his hands, all sympathy and innocence, but I wasn’t fooled.


    ‘I know what you’re going to say, Morris, that she’s grown up and can do as she likes, but think about it, she’s at university, with her whole life ahead of her. What if it becomes common knowledge that she’s been spanked in public?’


    ‘She won a greedy girl competition last month,’ he pointed out, ‘and she’s a regular at my parties.’


    ‘I know she is, and I wish she wouldn’t do it, but anyway, that’s different. Only a few, safe people come to the spanking parties, and at least she was in a cubicle for the greedy girl thing. This will be right out in the open. It’ll be all over the Net in no time at all!’


    ‘No it won’t. Cameras are banned. Look, you know what she’s like. It’s already a bit late if she’s planning on going into politics, Penny. And besides, it’s nothing to do with me.’


    ‘Yes it is, Morris. You invited this Hochhauser woman over here. Who is she anyway?’


    ‘Dr Miriam Hochhauser is a respected American academic …’


    ‘A respected academic? She goes around spanking girls, generally in public!’


    ‘You’re a respected academic and you go around getting spanked.’


    ‘Maybe, but I don’t flaunt the fact to the wide world. Seriously, Morris …’


    ‘You’re behind the times, Penny. They take their spanking pretty seriously in the US. Miriam has had papers published on the subject; Consensual Domestic Discipline in the American Home I think one of them was called.’


    ‘Maybe, but this is not the USA and Jemima is not travelling around the country being spanked by some mad American bitch.’


    ‘How do you plan to stop her? It’s not up to me, Penny. I wish it was, but …’


    As he trailed off he spread his hands in the same infuriating gesture. I decided it was time to admit to the truth.


    ‘The thing is, Morris, that if she does it and it gets out, which it will, I’ll never hear the end of it. You know what some people are like …’


    ‘Yes, and the likely consequences for you, which I have to admit I find more amusing than otherwise.’


    ‘I bet you do, but that’s hardly the point, Morris. I don’t mind the spankings so much anyway, but …’


    I would have carried on, but a woman had stepped out from the house and was walking towards us. She was tall and bony, with close-cropped blonde hair and tiny glasses that gave her an earnest, almost severe expression. I’d guessed it was Dr Hochhauser herself even before she spoke, her accent pure California.


    ‘Morris, hi. Did you get me my demo bunny?’


    She barely troubled to acknowledge me, but Morris was quick to make introductions.


    ‘Miriam, this is my friend Penny. Penny, this is Dr Miriam Hochhauser. You can speak freely in front of her.’


    ‘I always speak freely. Now, about my demo bunny?’


    ‘I’ve asked Jemima …’


    ‘But unfortunately she’s not available,’ I broke in.


    She gave me a glance that suggested my opinion was of no consequence whatsoever, then addressed Morris.


    ‘Oh, I’m sure I can persuade her. She would be perfect, such a pretty girl.’


    ‘But not available,’ I insisted.


    ‘I’ll speak to her. She’ll change her mind.’


    ‘No, she’s not available. I’m sorry.’


    ‘And do you speak for her?’


    She was looking down her nose at me, as if I was some particularly ill-mannered child who’d spoken out of turn.


    ‘I introduced her to all this,’ I said, ‘so I feel responsible for her, and I don’t want her doing it.’


    ‘As I understand it, Jemima is able to speak for herself.’


    ‘She’s still at university. She has her whole career ahead of her, and …’


    ‘Stop right there. If we – and I take it you are one of the community? If we are ever going to succeed in gaining mainstream acceptance we need to be out and proud. No shame, Penny, that’s what matters. Take the gay rights movement as an example …’


    She carried on, speaking as if she was lecturing to a group of rather dim, foreign students with no background in Western culture whatsoever. I listened patiently, waiting for her to finish, but her droning, forthright tone suddenly changed to enquiry.


    ‘So if not Jemima, how about yourself?’


    ‘Me?’ I answered, taken aback.


    ‘Well, you’re little, and kind of cute. Do you like to be spanked?’


    ‘Oh, she likes to be spanked,’ Morris put in, laughing. ‘She even gets spanked by …’


    ‘Shut up, Morris!’ I hissed as the blood rushed to my cheeks. ‘I’m sorry, Dr Hochhauser – Miriam, but it’s out of the question. I have a responsible post at …’


    I trailed off, not wanting to tell her what I did, as she seemed far from discreet.


    ‘As I was saying,’ she went on, ‘it is essential that we stand up and be counted, but if your identity is an issue for you I’d be happy for you to wear a wig, and there will be no photographs or filming allowed.’


    ‘Thank you, but I really think you’d be better off with somebody else.’


    ‘If that’s the way you want it, fine. Do you have Jemima’s cell number, Morris?’


    ‘I’ll do it!’ I said as Morris reached for his phone. ‘Or how about Annabelle, or Sophie, or …’


    ‘It’s a question of finding the time,’ Morris said. ‘Jem’s at university and you teach, so you can do it, but most of us have to work.’


    ‘Are you a teacher?’ Dr Hochhauser asked.


    ‘A university lecturer,’ I sighed. ‘In genetics.’


    ‘You would be ideal,’ she responded. ‘You see, it’s a common misconception, and one we must challenge, that the only women who enjoy submissive sexual roles come from deprived or alternative backgrounds, thus allowing the establishment …’


    She was off again, and I waited for her to wind down before speaking again.


    ‘What exactly do you need me to do?’ I asked, although I had a fairly good idea from what Morris had told me.


    ‘It’s important that I illustrate my lectures,’ she told me. ‘It’s all very well to make a statement to the effect that, for example, many women actively court domestic discipline, but those who doubt will simply dismiss either anecdotal or statistical evidence, preferring to retain their own, preconceived ideas. Therefore I need an intelligent, articulate woman who is prepared to make an unequivocal statement to the effect that she freely accepts and enjoys physical discipline, and to demonstrate as much.’


    ‘So you’re going to spank me?’


    ‘Of course, both in order to prove my point and to add interest to my lecture. I take it you do receive regular physical discipline from your husband?’


    ‘I’m not married, and nor is Jemima for that matter.’


    ‘Ah, I do apologise. You are in a civil, lesbian partnership then?’


    ‘Not really, no. I have a girlfriend, but it’s a casual relationship and she’s also submissive.’


    ‘How very curious. Don’t you find it difficult to meet each other’s needs?’


    She was looking at me as if she was examining a specimen, and a rather unsatisfactory one at that, while I’d been getting slowly pinker and hotter as we discussed my spankings and all the while praying Morris would keep his big mouth shut. He didn’t.


    ‘We have a little community,’ he told her, ‘as I was explaining earlier. I spank Penny occasionally, and so does Melody.’


    ‘I see. So you are bisexual and polyamorous?’


    ‘Yes,’ I admitted, wondering why she didn’t just tell me I was a slut and have done with it. ‘I suppose you could put it that way.’


    ‘There’s nothing to be ashamed of,’ she said, ‘although I confess I had hoped for somebody a little more conventional. Isn’t there anybody you go to for regular, disciplinary spankings?’


    My face must have been the colour of a beetroot, and Morris was examining his fingernails in a detached fashion, presumably happy to keep my guilty secret as long as I went along with Dr Hochhauser’s scheme.


    ‘No,’ I lied, ‘not regularly.’


    ‘Hmm,’ she responded thoughtfully, ‘that’s a shame, but you’ll have to do, I suppose. I will of course need to satisfy myself that you’re genuine.’


    ‘How do you mean? You don’t expect to spank me now, do you?’


    ‘Oh, it’s essential, absolutely essential. I need complete confidence in my ability to deflect accusations of using paid models, or anybody but a genuine, amateur enthusiast.’


    ‘Morris will vouch for me,’ I pointed out.


    ‘Of course,’ Morris put in, ‘but I do feel Miriam should set her mind at ease, while as you’re going to end up over her knee anyway, you might as well get used to it, don’t you think?’


    ‘Oh, all right.’ I sighed. ‘If you really have to. Let’s go inside.’


    ‘It really is quite essential,’ Dr Hochhauser assured me.


    I had my doubts, as she’d brightened up quite a lot for somebody who was about to dish out a spanking just to test me, and I had to ask.


    ‘I take it your interest isn’t purely academic, Dr Hochhauser?’


    ‘Call me Miriam, please, except during your punishments, as that would be inappropriate. Yes, I am naturally dominant, as I am sure you realise, and as such I always give discipline when in a relationship. That also applies to a working arrangement, so while we are together I will expect you to submit to discipline from me as you would expect to do with a regular partner. Now then, where shall I have you? In here, why not. I’m sure you don’t mind Melody watching?’


    We’d entered Morris’ living room, where Melody was curled up in one of the chairs with a magazine. She hadn’t even known I was at the house, and looked up in surprise as we came in.


    ‘Hello, Penny,’ she greeted me. ‘What are you going to do to her, Miriam?’


    ‘Just a little demonstration of my authority, and a test of her need,’ Dr Hochhauser answered. ‘Take your skirt off, Penny.’


    It seemed easiest to obey, while I couldn’t help but react to her firm, no-nonsense manner, and to her casual assumption of the right to punish me. I was pleased to have avoided an awkward situation with Jemima as well, and felt no more than a little put upon as I unfastened my skirt and stepped out of it, leaving me with my panties on show and in no doubt at all as to my status. Morris had sat down next to Melody and all three of them watched as I folded my skirt and put it to one side, then came to stand in front of Dr Hochhauser where she’d sat down on one of the plain, straight-backed chairs kept specifically for spankings.


    ‘Come across my knees,’ she ordered. ‘Yes, that’s right. I see you know that much, at least.’


    ‘It’s not my first time, believe me,’ I told her, now in classic spanking position with my body draped across her legs and my bottom lifted for attention.


    ‘I’m sure it’s not,’ she told me, ‘but there’s a world of difference between the sort of clumsy, inexpert discipline you’re used to and what I expect. It’s about more than just smacking a girl’s bottom, you know, and more than just presenting yourself for smacking.’


    I wasn’t sure if I’d ever heard anything quite so conceited from a dominant woman, or man, and I’d met some real prodigies, but to my surprise neither Morris nor Melody spoke up. They were watching, though, Mel cuddled into Morris’ shoulder as Dr Hochhauser went on, taking hold of the full, white knickers I’d put on that morning as she spoke once more.


    ‘Let’s have your panties down then, Penny, and we’ll soon get you dealt with, and perhaps teach you a thing or two at the same time.’


    I hung my head, resigned to the ignominious treatment of my bottom as she took hold of my waistband and pulled down my panties. She was far, far from the first, more like the hundredth, and I must have had it done well over a thousand times, but I can never, ever get rid of the sudden flush of shame at having my bottom laid bare for punishment and now was no exception. A weak sob escaped my throat as my knickers were inverted around my legs and I closed my eyes, imagining how I’d look to the others, with the full, pale globe of my bottom on show, stark naked, and the lips of my cunt visible between my thighs, stripped of my clothes and stripped of my dignity.


    ‘Always spank on the bare bottom,’ Dr Hochhauser remarked, addressing Morris and Melody. ‘Not to do so erodes your authority and reduces their respect for you as the disciplinarian. Never, ever listen to any excuses. Panties come down, but I think little Penny here knows that, don’t you, babe?’


    ‘Yes,’ I admitted, reflecting that Morris at least had been spanking girls long before she’d been born, while what Melody didn’t know about maintaining her authority could have been written on the back of a postage stamp.


    I squeaked as a single, hard smack was applied to my bottom.


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dr Hochhauser corrected me. ‘You’re under my discipline now.’


    ‘Yes, mistress. I’m sorry, mistress,’ I replied, trying my best not to sound sarcastic.


    ‘That’s better,’ she said, and she began to spank me.


    She was good, very firm and even, quickly bringing the heat to my bottom and to my sex, but she seemed utterly unaware of the irony of the situation, which was that most of my arousal came from the humiliating situation she’d put me in, spanked in place of Jemima by a woman of truly extraordinary conceit. Yet if she didn’t know what was going on in my head she clearly thought she did, in detail.


    ‘There, isn’t that what you need?’ she said as she continued to spank. ‘It is, isn’t it, Penny? You need proper, regular discipline, don’t you, from a truly dominant woman? I know, Penny, I understand. That’s right, push up your bottom, let your feelings show. I know, babe, I know. Let it all out. She is a natural, Morris, but she does need some proper training.’


    ‘I’m sure she’ll learn a great deal from you,’ Morris answered, his voice so unctuous that I found myself looking around in surprise despite the stinging slaps being applied to my bottom.


    He looked calm, serene even, although the bulge in his trousers suggested he wasn’t entirely immune to the view of my bouncing bottom and wet cunt. I couldn’t help but wonder what he was up to, but held my peace as my spanking continued, still to the same firm, even rhythm. At last she stopped, leaving me hot and needy, if very far from the sort of helpless, dizzy ecstasy I’d so often reached across other people’s knees, let alone the deep, liberating satisfaction I knew I could achieve at times. It was nice, though, and I had been overdue a spanking, so I was left purring faintly with my bottom pushed well up, hoping she’d want to masturbate me, or maybe make me lick her.


    ‘And now, Penny,’ she said. ‘I’m going to teach you how to say thank you for your spanking.’


    I knew how, exactly how, and responded with a sleepy smile as I climbed down from her lap to my knees. She was in a short, black dress, which she immediately tugged up, exposing the crotch of her lacy, black panties. I burrowed my face in, lapping at her neatly shaved pussy the moment she’d pulled her panties to the side. She didn’t comment, for once, allowing me to lick at my own pace with her eyes lightly closed and her face set in ecstasy.


    Morris and Melody were just visible from the corner of my eye, his cock now in her mouth as he fiddled with her from behind, each pleasuring the other as they watched me lick. I already had my bottom pushed well out, with my cunt and anus on plain show between my open, rosy bottom cheeks, while I knew that my lowered panties and the tail of my blouse hid nothing and only made the display of my rear view ruder still. My hand went back between my thighs and I’d begun to masturbate, cautiously at first, in case Miriam took exception to me pleasuring myself while I was supposed to be concentrating on her, but she didn’t even seem to notice and I’d quickly begun to rub harder.


    I knew what I was going to come over, the shame of having turned up with the intention of giving Morris a piece of my mind for offering Jemima out for spanking in public and ending up not only bare bottom across Miriam’s knee, but on my knees with my face in her pussy. Worse still, I had the prospect of a whole series of humiliating public spankings in front of me, my panties pulled down and my bottom smacked over and over again, and no doubt at all that I’d end up just the way I was, with my bare bottom stuck out as I licked her to ecstasy and rubbed at my own well spread cunt, leaving no doubt whatsoever that I enjoyed being spanked.


    



    Our first engagement was at a place called Freedom Hall, in central London. I’d never heard of it, but it turned out to be a big, Victorian building divided up into meeting rooms and small lecture theatres. The rather wordy motto above the door declared the rights of all to speak freely regardless of their politics, religion or other concerns, which amused Miriam.


    ‘Imagine the expression on the founders’ faces if they knew their institution would be used to lecture on domestic discipline.’


    ‘They were Victorians,’ I pointed out. ‘They have wondered what all the fuss was about. Which room are we in?’


    ‘The William Wilberforce Theatre,’ she told me, indicating a plan of the building on one wall.


    It was the main lecture theatre, rather to my surprise, adding to my nervousness at the thought of what was coming. The public spanking was bad enough, but it wouldn’t be the first time, and the whole thing about spanking is that once you’re in position and your knickers are down there’s not a great deal you can do about it, while I knew full well how I’d react afterwards. Answering their subsequent questions was going to be a lot harder, hideously embarrassing but without the reward of arousal.


    ‘I will need to go over my notes,’ Miriam stated. ‘Get me a coffee, would you? Espresso, and it must be organic and free trade.’


    ‘Don’t you want to go through things with me?’


    ‘There’s nothing difficult for you. Just do as you’re told and answer the questions to the best of your ability, and truthfully, of course. Oh, and once you’ve been spanked, leave your lower clothes down. I do like a little theatre. Now, my coffee, please, if you wouldn’t mind?’


    Her tone suggested she was speaking to a slow-witted and inefficient PA rather than a free volunteer for an extremely intimate and embarrassing display, while the thought of having to sit with my hot, red bottom still bare as I answered questions did nothing for the state of my nerves. She also seemed to expect me to pay for her coffee, but I went anyway, keen for a breath of fresh air. Almost the first person I saw in the street outside was Mr Judd, one of the regulars at Morris’ spanking parties. I’d been over his knee on several occasions, and down on mine, but he failed to recognise me, which increased my confidence in the wig I’d chosen, although I still felt silly wearing it.


    None of the nearby coffee shops had exactly what Miriam wanted, so I bought a plain espresso and turned back. By the time I reached the hall a fair-sized crowd had built up in the lobby, and I ducked quickly past and around to the side entrance of the theatre we were using. It was already half full, with perhaps 150 faces looking down at me from the ranked seats. My first thought was that I’d never seen such a collection of obvious dirty old men, not even at Morris’ parties, but there were a few women there too, along with a scattering of men so young they seemed likely to be students. Not that it mattered who was there, when I was going to have my bare bottom exhibited to them regardless, and I prefer the lewd appreciation of even the dirty-minded to the shock and disapproval of a prude.


    Miriam was concentrating on her notes and accepted the coffee without so much as looking around, so I went to sit down on the only other chair available on the stage, a plain, straight-backed design almost identical to the one she’d sat on to spank me at Morris’ house. She looked up immediately.


    ‘You do not sit down, Penny. You stand, behind me and to the side, quietly.’


    I bit back my instinctive response and obeyed, reflecting that if we had been taken back to Victorian days she’d have fitted in perfectly, as a tyrannical governess or a wardress in a prison and no questions asked. Some of the people in the audience had overheard what she’s said as well, and were now looking at me and whispering together, bringing the blood to my face and making me think of my exposed bottom and their cocks erect in their trousers. I’d worn jeans, as instructed by Miriam, and I knew they showed me off both back and front, making it difficult to keep my hands at my sides rather than guarding the V between my legs, at which a good half of the audience now seemed to be looking.


    Miriam took no notice whatsoever, either of me or the audience, but continued to study her notes until we were several minutes past what should have been the start of the lecture. Only when she had finished did she look up, considering the now packed lecture theatre with a bright, confident smile. I was surprised at how many people were there, but she seemed to take it as her due, rising to her feet and thanking them for coming before introducing herself.


    ‘As you all know, I am Dr Miriam Hochhauser of the Eden Tree Philosophical Institute, San Francisco …’


    She gave a brief history of her work, which was more extensive than I’d realised, then began her lecture, without once mentioning me or what was going to happen. I’d begun to wonder if she’d changed her mind, until one of the younger men raised a hand to attract her attention, then spoke without waiting to be asked.


    ‘This is all very well, Dr Hochhauser, but do you practise what you preach?’


    ‘Yes,’ somebody else called out. ‘Do you get this domestic discipline?’


    ‘I do not get domestic discipline,’ she replied, and there was a touch of anger in her voice. ‘I give domestic discipline. I am a naturally dominant woman.’


    There was an instant flutter of interest in the audience, and for the first time I realised that many of them were not spankers at all, but submissive men. The man who’d asked the second question clearly wasn’t, and seemed determined to make a point.


    ‘So what you’re saying, Dr Hochhauser, is that you like to dish it out, but you can’t take it? If you’re going to spank people, and write about it, don’t you at least think you ought to know how it feels?’


    ‘Absolutely not,’ she answered, and if she’d sounded angry before, now she was frightened. ‘That is a fiction which I dispelled in my paper Dominance and the Myth of the Switch, which you may purchase after the lecture. However, I do intend to demonstrate that I practise what I preach, and that there are women in this world who accept and appreciate their need for discipline. Penny.’


    I stepped forward, my heart hammering as I took in the rows of interested faces. As Miriam went to sit on the spanking chair it was all I could do not to run, but I forced myself to approach her.


    ‘Unfasten your jeans and take them down,’ she instructed.


    Her voice was firm and level, which made it so much easier to obey as I undid the button of my jeans and pulled down my zip. I could tell that she was flustered, though, from the faint flush on her cheeks and the look in her eyes, and as I pushed down my jeans over my bottom I wondered what was really going on in her head. The audience had gone quiet, watching as my panties came on show and my face grew hotter, with Miriam’s voice seeming unnaturally loud as she gave her second order.


    ‘Come down across my knees.’


    There was a huge lump in my throat as I got down across her lap, for all that I’d done it so, so many times before. None of that mattered, only that I was being put into that most ignominious of positions, willingly bent across somebody’s legs with my bottom pushed up to be spanked. To be made to do it would have been less emotional, because to go over without a fuss showed that I wanted, and needed, something society found comic, inappropriate, and smutty all at once, bare bottom spanking. It was going to be bare too, with Miriam’s thumb pushed down the back of my knickers before I’d even made myself comfortable.


    I closed my eyes, my feet and hands braced on the bare wooden boards of the stage, choked with humiliation as I waited for my knickers to come down and my bare bottom to be revealed to the audience, only for a voice to sound from behind me.


    ‘Er … excuse me, Dr Hochhauser, but before you proceed I would like some verification from the girl herself, firstly to state that she actually wants to be spanked, and secondly to confirm that she is not being paid or coerced in any manner whatsoever.’


    He sounded like a policeman, which had me imagining having to explain myself at the local station, but Miriam was unfazed.


    ‘Penny is not only willing, but receives regular domestic discipline, as she will affirm.’


    The man had stood up, tall, grey-haired and dressed in a smart suit, more or less the ideal man to spank me.


    ‘Penny,’ he asked. ‘Please confirm that you are willing to be spanked?’


    ‘Yes,’ I managed, then realised that he probably wanted more. ‘I am willing to be spanked.’


    I was blushing hotter than ever, while the quiet smile on his face suggested that he wasn’t altogether immune to the sight of me across Miriam’s knee with my knickers on show, but he continued calmly enough.


    ‘Please can you also confirm that you’ve not been put under any pressure to do this and that you are not being paid or offered any other inducement?’


    ‘I’m entirely willing,’ I assured him, ‘and I’m not being paid.’


    It wasn’t strictly true, but I had no desire to make things more difficult than they already were. A woman had raised her hand and spoke immediately, her voice full of doubt.


    ‘Really? You appear to be a mature and educated woman. Surely you can see that to allow yourself to be treated in this way is not only highly inappropriate but a betrayal of all women who …’


    A male voice interrupted her, and another, with Miriam trying to talk over both. Nobody wanted to give way and everybody seemed to want to join in, until the supposed debate had descended into a babble of competing voices, and all the while I had Miriam’s thumb still stuck down the back of my panties and half my bottom slit on show. It was Mr Judd who finally tried to come to my rescue, shouting out above the rest.


    ‘For goodness’ sake, pull down her panties and get on with her spanking. That’s what we came to see, isn’t it?’


    The uproar immediately redoubled in force, with the women who’d spoken first accusing Mr Judd of being a pervert and he cheerfully accepting the accusation and once again demanding that my panties come down. Another man echoed him, and a third, setting up a chant that quickly rose above the dissenting voices.


    ‘Panties down, spank her! Panties down, spank her! Panties down, spank her!’


    I twisted my head around to speak to Miriam, who was still trying to make herself heard.


    ‘Just do it, maybe they’ll shut up?’


    She looked down, her expression surprised and bewildered, but she reacted anyway, easing my knickers down to finally lay my bottom bare to the room. Slowly the audience began to go quiet, and as my spanking began the only sound was the slap of Miriam’s hand on my naked flesh. I made a point of showing my pleasure, with my eyes closed and my mouth a little open, because I was angry with the people in the audience who seemed to want me to deny my own sexuality or couldn’t believe I really enjoyed being punished.


    The silence didn’t last long and my little display of feeling didn’t have any noticeable effect. Somebody in the crowd called out, a man claiming another man had an erection and calling him a freak. The man answered back to say it was only natural and within moments everybody seemed to be shouting at everybody, with half of them on their feet. Miriam carried on spanking me and trying to make herself heard, until somebody in the audience threw a punch at a man who’d called him a pervert.


    It was only a matter of time before someone called the police. I got up, ignoring her efforts to keep me in place, took a firm grip on her hand and led her off stage and out of the back door. She was still complaining about the papers she’d left behind as a police car passed us in the street, which finally brought her to her senses.


    ‘I know you like to be out and proud,’ I said to her, ‘but surely you don’t want to get arrested?’


    ‘I’d rather not,’ she admitted. ‘Are British audiences always like that?’


    ‘Not necessarily,’ I told her, ‘but you did make it an open meeting. Are you still staying at Morris’ house?’


    ‘Yes, for the time being.’


    ‘Come back with me instead. I could do with a drink and some company.’


    I also knew I was likely to want sex, having had my spanking interrupted, although not until I’d had a chance to calm down. She seemed to feel much the same and gladly accepted, talking as we made our way to Paddington and then out along the Great Western Railway. The experience had shaken her and she was less sure of herself than before, making it much easier to talk. By the time we got to my house we were talking as equals and discussing our experiences in England and in California, which were similar in many ways. I’d opened a bottle of red wine and we were already on our second glasses as we made ourselves comfortable in my living room.


    ‘There’s one thing I do want to know,’ she was saying. ‘Who does give you your discipline?’


    I found myself colouring immediately and did my best to answer without giving too much away.


    ‘It’s not really like that, Miriam. I love to be spanked and there are plenty of people who like to spank me. Sometimes it’s intimate, sometimes it’s naughty or just for fun, and sometimes it’s a punishment, in a sense, but there’s nobody who has the right to spank me when they see fit. I know you feel that’s the way things should be, but it doesn’t work for me, or for a lot of other people I know. I certainly wouldn’t marry a man who expected to be able to spank me whenever he pleased, or because he judged that I needed to be punished.’


    She was silent for a long time, apparently pondering what I’d said. I knew it went against what she believed in, but could see no reason to back down, while I was also interested in the way she’d reacted to the suggestion that she might benefit from a spanking herself.


    ‘But surely you need somebody to be in authority over you?’ she asked. ‘That’s the nature of a submissive personality.’


    ‘I don’t have a submissive personality, I just like to be spanked. I do like it from somebody with natural authority, like Morris or Melody maybe. That feels right, but sometimes I like it the other way around, maybe from somebody younger than me, or if they would normally expect me to be the one doing the spanking. That’s much more embarrassing.’


    She nodded earnestly and had begun to play with the stem of her glass as she went on.


    ‘So you believe in natural authority, but you don’t need to feel somebody’s better than you in order to appreciate being spanked by them?’


    ‘Better than me? No, absolutely not. I believe that everybody is equal, ultimately. More wine?’


    She held her glass out to be filled, tipped most of it down her throat with a single motion, then continued.


    ‘But you said you feel right about somebody with natural authority spanking you and you get embarrassed if you get it from somebody you’d expect to have authority over?’


    ‘Yes, but that’s all to do with personality and hierarchy. Morris is confident, he’s wealthy, every bit the successful, dominant male, so it feels good to be spanked by him. He’s also a conniving, evil-minded bastard, but even that works for me too, and I like to be spanked by his party guests, especially if they win me in a game or something, but that’s almost pure humiliation. For intimate spankings I prefer it from other women. Melody’s so strong, it feels right from her, but I even like it from Jemima. Maybe I’m just a slut.’


    She ignored what I thought had been a fairly open offer to play with me and went on.


    ‘And me?’


    I hesitated, maybe a moment too long.


    ‘You’re strict, which I like, and very self-confident, but – but I wish you’d be a bit more playful. It’s as if you feel you have to defend your role all the time. Sorry.’


    She made a face and continued to play with her glass, now plainly nervous.


    ‘You’re very different to the people I’m used to,’ she said. ‘Can you keep a secret?’


    ‘Yes, of course.’


    ‘I – I’d like to be spanked, but only by somebody who doesn’t think it makes her better than me.’


    It was obvious she meant me, and it was what I’d been expecting, more or less. I didn’t answer, but went over to her and very gently took the glass from her fingers. She looked around, her eyes wide and a little frightened, and only then did I realise just how young she was, ten years my junior at the least. I put my finger to my lips as she made to speak, then drew her body to mine with just enough pressure to make sure she knew she was under my command. She cuddled close, holding on to me as I got her into the position I wanted, straddled across my legs, face to face with her bottom pushed out to the room.


    When I kissed her I saw that she had begun to cry, with slow, heavy tears running down both cheeks. Still I didn’t speak, but let her put her head on my shoulder as I began to pull up the long cotton skirt she was wearing. Her body was shaking badly and she was sobbing as she cried out her feelings into my shoulder, but there was no resistance as I tucked her skirt up to leave the seat of her panties showing behind, nor as I tugged them down to get her bare. Even as she was exposed I could feel the heat of her cunt, and as my fingers brushed her sex lips I found her dewy with moisture.


    She had put her arms around my neck, clinging to me as I stroked her hair and back with one hand and her bottom with the other, allowing her to get used to being bare and vulnerable behind before her spanking began. When I did start to smack it was very gentle, the lightest possible pats delivered across both small, firm cheeks, but building gradually until she was making little choking gasps each time. I began to whisper to her, telling her it was all right to let her feelings show and promising to keep her secret, with the tension in her muscles gradually draining as my smacks got firmer and more purposeful.


    It was no punishment, and she was completely open to me, her knees planted to either side of my thighs on the sofa and her bottom pushed well out. I’d soon began to explore, touching between her open cheeks, on the tight bud of her anus and lower, to find her vagina open and wet. She moaned as I slid two fingers into her, and as her grip grew tighter still I’d taken her bottom in both hands, spanking her and fingering her at the same time. With that her tears and sobs gave way to gasps and her trembling grew stronger still, while she’d begun to talk, her voice barely audible as she thanked me over and over again for her virgin spanking.


    I wanted to make her come, and I did it as I held her, masturbating her from behind even as I spanked her, now slapping hard and fast at her cheeks. Her voice grew louder and she was begging for more, calling me an angel and a bitch as she squirmed her bottom against my hand and kissed and bit at my neck and shoulder. I held on, spanking and rubbing, ever faster, until at last she came, with every bit as much passion as I had ever shown when I’d been the one on the receiving end.


    



    Everything changed between Miriam and I once she’d admitted to her need. Not that it changed her attitude, as she pointed out to me that her reputation relied on maintaining her dominant persona, and if she admitted to enjoying getting her own bottom dealt with from time to time she would lose most of her following, or at least the submissive men who made up the bulk of her audiences and provided her income. I hadn’t even realised she was a professional domina, but now learnt that the sexual therapy sessions she offered, almost exclusively to men, made up the great majority of her income.


    I was happy to play along, and to enjoy my public spankings, secure in the knowledge that I would eventually be able to take out all my embarrassment on her once we were safely alone. There was an awful lot of embarrassment too, as I was given one very public, bare bottom spanking after another, always in front of at least a few people who either didn’t understand or openly disapproved. She was popular too, with never less than a hundred people present to witness my exposure and humiliation, but even then the size of the audience we’d gathered in Manchester took me aback.


    The hall was a huge, red brick edifice originally built in the 19th century so the stalwarts of the temperance movement could lecture the locals on the evils of drink. It had gone through a number of incarnations since, and had most recently been a community theatre, with row upon row of red plush seats facing the stage, all with a fine view. Aside from the inevitable shame of being stripped behind and having my bottom smacked, the lectures had become almost routine, but I found my nerves coming back as I tried to estimate the size of the audience and realised I was about to be dealt with in front of at least 500 people.


    We’d learnt that a ready display of obedience and a clear statement of my willingness made the audiences easier to handle, so I stepped out to the front as Miriam introduced me, to speak into the microphone set up for the purpose.


    ‘Good evening. Before we begin I would like to state that I am a professional woman of sound mind who is not only willing to be spanked but enjoys it and sees it as part of her right to express her sexuality as she wishes. I have not been paid, or coerced in any whatsoever, so please allow me my freedom of expression as I would allow you yours. Thank you.’


    There was a slight murmur from the audience, but nothing more, and Miriam stood to begin her lecture. I waited as usual, standing a little way back with my hands on my head, nervous for what was coming and scanning the huge audience for potential troublemakers or anybody it would be particularly humiliating to have watching while I was spanked. There were several: one youth in jeans and a denim jacket who seemed to have no idea of good manners at all, already squeezing his cock through his trousers as he eyed me up and down; an enormously fat man with a tomato-coloured face who looked just the sort to want to do it himself and make me say thank you in the traditional manner; a couple who were probably into it themselves, the girl trying not to giggle and failing miserably.


    Miriam was in full flow, enlarging on one of the points we’d discussed between us during our long train journeys up and down the country.


    ‘One of the things you have to remember about spanking a girl is that culture really matters. Just smacking her bottom and relying on nature to do the rest is all very well, but what really brings out her feelings is what is going on in her head. True, there has been a great deal of cross-fertilisation between cultures in recent years, and not only Western cultures. Taking two examples from role play, English-style school uniforms and sailor suits are so popular in Japanese spanking scenarios as to be considered iconic, while the US image of a cheerleader is so well known as to receive almost worldwide appreciation. This can be highly specific, as is the case with my demo bunny, who doesn’t feel that a spanking is truly a spanking unless she’s in full-cut white panties, at least at the start.’


    Several people in the audience laughed and I saw the fat man’s tongue flick out to moisten his lips.


    ‘Penny,’ Miriam ordered.


    She’d stepped away from the microphone as she spoke, towards the spanking chair.


    ‘Time for your spanking,’ she said.


    ‘Oh no, not again!’


    ‘Yes, again, Penny. Come on, you know the drill, and you know there’s no escape.’


    I hung my head, defeated, and knowing I’d be OK once my bottom was warm. In fact, I was very likely to disgrace myself completely, which made my feelings of self-pity and consternation all the stronger as I got down across her knee. Somebody in the audience chuckled as I lifted my bottom to make it easier for my skirt to be pulled up, while another commented that I was obviously used to spankings. It was true, shamefully true, adding to my bitter self-reproach as my panties were peeled down and my naked bottom exposed to the world one more time.


    Miriam began to spank me, in her usual, firm, no-nonsense fashion, which had come to make me think of a headmistress with a long line of bottoms to deal with. She was usually quite brief, though, taking just enough time to leave nobody in the audience in any doubt whatsoever that I’d been spanked before I was made to stand with my hot bottom showing bare behind me and the V of my pussy on display to the audience while I took questions. This time the young man in denim spoke up before Miriam was finished with me.


    ‘What’s the big deal about panties? You just want to get ’em out the way, don’t you, let the doggy see the bunny and all that?’


    ‘You have a lot to learn, young man,’ she answered, speaking loudly, then reaching out to pull the microphone stand close. ‘Panties have a great deal of significance in our culture, as the final barrier to a woman’s body. The removal of a woman’s panties represents acceptance, surrender perhaps, and if she is to be spanked, the removal of her modesty and her dignity for the purposes of punishments. When you are spanking a girl, always make a big fuss over her panties, and make no mistake, whatever she says to the contrary, she wants them pulled down. No, she doesn’t just want her panties pulled down, she needs them pulled down, otherwise her spanking won’t be a fulfilling experience. So remember, panties come down, don’t they, Penny?’


    ‘Yes.’ I sighed, as Miriam pulled my knickers up. ‘I suppose so.’


    ‘You see,’ she went on as my bottom was laid bare yet again, ‘she pretends she doesn’t want it, and at a superficial level that may be true. She certainly finds it embarrassing, even humiliating, and no surprise, with her bottom bare in front of the person who’s going to spank her, but at a deeper level she knows she has to be bare and she’ll be disappointed if she’s not.’


    A polite cough sounded from the audience, then a question.


    ‘What if she uses her stop word?’


    ‘That is an issue of some complexity,’ Miriam answered, ‘although in the case of an experienced dominant like myself I am better able to judge the needs and limits of a submissive than she is herself – or he, of course. However …’


    She hadn’t bothered to pull my knickers back up, leaving me bare bottom to the entire room as she explained the workings of safewords. I’d been over her knee at least twice as long as usual and it was getting to me, especially as she’d turned a little to retrieve the microphone stand, leaving my cunt on show to most of the audience. She continued to spank me as she made her explanation as well, illustrating her points with harder smacks and giving me a last dozen so hard she had me kicking my legs and wriggling on her knee before I was allowed up. I stood, feeling more sorry for myself than ever as my hands went back to my bottom. My flesh was hotter than usual and the need in my sex a great deal stronger.


    ‘Now let her spank you,’ somebody said.


    Miriam was used to the suggestion by now and simply pointed out that it was time for me to take questions before passing across the microphone. The man in denims spoke up.


    ‘That wasn’t very hard. How about a real spanking, from a man?’


    ‘I do allow men to spank me,’ I answered, still blushing despite everything, ‘but not at lectures. There wouldn’t be time to get round everybody who wanted a go.’


    A ripple of laughter ran through the audience and the man was left grinning, pleased with himself but with nothing more to say. A middle-aged woman several rows back had raised her hand and I pointed to her.


    ‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?’ she demanded.


    ‘Yes,’ I admitted, ‘that’s part of the fun.’


    She shook her head, clearly not understanding at all, although I noticed that the man seated next to her was looking wistful to say the least.


    The fat man had stood up.


    ‘Wouldn’t you prefer to be spanked by somebody rather older than yourself, somebody with a bit of gravitas perhaps?’


    I couldn’t resist the feed.


    ‘Such as yourself, sir?’


    He went red, or, at least, even redder than he already was, but managed a comeback.


    ‘I’d certainly be willing to take you in hand.’


    ‘As I just said,’ I began, only to be interrupted by the male half of the couple I’d noticed.


    ‘Go on, let him.’


    ‘Yeah,’ the man denim spoke up. ‘Give the poor old boy a break, why don’t you?’


    ‘Not so poor, thank you,’ the fat man answered, still on his feet. ‘So what does everybody think? Does she need it from a man?’


    I was blushing furiously hot and acutely conscious of my rolled-down knickers and bare fanny, but the thought of letting him deal with me in front of the huge audience was too good to resist. Miriam had stepped forward to speak, but I waved her back.


    ‘Very well, but only you, sir.’


    He was beaming as he stepped forward, thoroughly pleased with himself and so excited he already had beads of perspiration running down his round, red cheeks. It took him two attempts to actually get onto the stage, and the spanking chair creaked as he lowered his weight onto it, but there was no mistaking the firm, paternal expression on his face as he beckoned me forward. I went to my fate, brimming with humiliation as I lowered myself across his lap as best I could with the bulk of his stomach pushing me out. He took a grip around my waist, holding me in place, adjusted my panties to make absolutely sure I was showing everything from behind, and began to spank me.


    If the audience had kept any doubts about me before, now they were gone. I’d volunteered for my spanking, from a dirty old man I’d never met before, whose name I didn’t even know, and I was getting it, bare bottom as usual, and giving all 500 of them a clear view I could imagine all too easily, my bouncing cheeks, my wet cunt and the tiny star of my anus, showing pink in a nest of black hair, all on full display. The humiliation was as strong as I’d ever known, my surrender absolute, so much so that had he chosen to slip a hand between my thighs and masturbate me to orgasm in front of all of them I wouldn’t have resisted. He didn’t, but contented himself with a long, hard spanking and a good feel of my hot bottom between smacks before finally letting me to my feet.


    I was dizzy with reaction, so turned on I wouldn’t have minded being put out for general use, then and there on the stage. Fortunately Miriam still had her wits about her and put me in the corner to stand with my hands on my head and my now very red bottom on show to the hall, where I stayed until she’d finished the lecture. Even then I was desperately in need and could barely wait to get back to the hotel room we’d booked together. We hadn’t eaten, but food was forgotten as I demanded another spanking, which I got, rolled up on the bed with her hand twisted into my panties and my bottom and cunt open to the smacks. She made me come like that, slapping my cunt as well as my bottom cheeks, until I was squirming on the bed and begging for more between gasps of pain and shock that finally came together in a long, ecstatic cry as I hit my peak.


    ‘Now that was skilful,’ I admitted as I came down, ‘genuinely skilful.’


    ‘It’s a trick I learnt when I was being trained,’ she told me.


    ‘Trained?’ I asked.


    ‘We have a mentor system,’ she told me, ‘in the group I belong to in San Francisco. Older, more experienced dominas take the newcomers under their wings. My mentor was a woman called Lady Fist on the scene, or Lauren McAllister once you got to know her. She used to spank me night and day, but it was all under the guise of training, and not even the other girls knew what used to happen. And it’s still a secret, by the way.’


    ‘Of course. So you had been spanked before?’


    ‘Yes.’ She sighed. ‘But Lauren was too rough, too assertive, and she made it very clear that she was better than me because she was the one doing the spanking. You changed that.’


    ‘You see, there’s always room to learn.’


    She nodded, her lips pursed for a moment as if in thought, that sat down on the bed beside me and began to play with the hem of my skirt, which was still rucked up around my waist.


    ‘That’s my darkest secret,’ she said after a while, ‘because most of the girls trained with femmes, or on men, and if it ever got out that Lauren used to spank me I – I’d probably have to move over here. So that’s mine, but what about yours? You’re always so mysterious about it, aside from Morris and Melody.’


    ‘I told you,’ I replied, despite knowing exactly what she meant, ‘I like it in different ways from different people, and it depends on the circumstances. Tonight was pure shame, especially with the fat man.’


    ‘Come on, Penny, I’ve told you everything. I know you lied when I was asking about disciplinary spankings, and that you were worried Morris would give the game away. You looked as if you were going to wet yourself, and when I asked Morris about it later he just laughed and tapped the side of his nose. So come on, who spanks you, Penny, for discipline? I know you get it.’


    I hesitated, wondering if I should lie, or simply refuse, but she had been honest with me, and we’d built up a wonderfully intimate relationship over the weeks she’d been in the UK, which I didn’t want to spoil. Finally I told her, and found myself stammering out my justification as her eyebrows lifted in interest.


    ‘– but it’s more than discipline. It makes me feel whole, it helps me relax in a way nothing else can. It’s perfect.’


    She took my hand and gave it a long, slow squeeze before leaning down to kiss me.


    



    The rest of my time with Miriam went all too quickly. We finished our tour, with my bottom put on show and smacked in Liverpool, Leeds, Newcastle, Edinburgh and finally Glasgow, by which time we were very much girlfriends. She even invited me to return to the States with her, but as the beginning of term was just days away I had no choice but to decline, with real regret. Once she’d gone, my life quickly returned to the usual routine, with what we’d done together a pleasant memory for private moments and the public spankings I’d been given ideal fuel for my love of humiliation. I was a little annoyed to discover that Jemima had called Morris to decline Miriam’s offer just minutes before my arrival at his house, which meant my intervention on her behalf had been unnecessary, but decided that the experience was well worth his having played yet another of his sneaky tricks on me.


    Miriam and I stayed in touch over the Net, but what with one thing and another our contact gradually decreased. When I heard that she’d had a book published I didn’t take a great deal of notice, assuming it was like her papers, which were too dry in tone for the subject, in my view, and also rang false as I knew how she really felt, and what she really liked. I bought a copy, but set it aside unread. The title, Modern Discipline, might have been a self-help book – which it was in a sense – so I didn’t even bother to hide it, but left it out on my kitchen table, hoping I’d get round to it later.


    When I got home and saw who was sitting on the sofa in my living room I knew I was in trouble, just from the look on her face. The book was open on her lap and she began to read immediately.


    ‘“Possibly the most honest expression of non-sexual domestic discipline I have encountered is that exemplified by my friend P– B–, who receives regular, disciplinary spankings from …” Yes, Penny Birch, she does, and she’s about to receive another one. Take off your panties and come here.’

  




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/Images/image006.gif





OEBPS/Styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/xcite.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg
SARTING TAILS





OEBPS/Images/image004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image008.jpg





