A LIFE-LONG PASSION

My parents believed strongly in corporal punishment and used it on me from a very young age until I reached the age of nineteen, just as they'd done with my older brother and I can still vividly remember having to watch the regular bare bottom-canings Dad used to administer to all the family including my mother.

Whenever I was punished it was usually given with the whole family present, as had been the case with my brother. If it was a spanking I had to go over Mum's knees, for about thirty smacks, with my skirt up and my knickers down but if the spanking was administered with the slipper I had to take my skirt and knickers right off before bending over the arm of the settee to receive a dozen hard smacks from my Dad.

My Mum and Dad were fairly strict but certainly were not cruel and did not believe that it was necessary to reduce us to tears for the punishment to be effective. I recall only one occasion when one of us cried and that was when Dad gave my brother fourteen very hard strokes, with the cane, for stealing money from my Mum's purse. He was so angry that he made John strip completely nude, in front of my Mum and me which embarrassed him greatly, then he made him bend over and touch his toes, with his legs wide apart. I could see his heavy testicles swinging and the secret rose between the spread cheeks and knew how embarrassing it was for him because if it had been me I would have died of shame. John was seventeen and I was only twelve and I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw the limp object, dangling between his leg, growing and becoming rigid as the blows fell on his upraised bottom.

I'm not a hundred percent certain at exactly what point I started to enjoy my spankings. Thinking back one possible explanation could be an incident which happened when I was about fifteen. 

Mum caught me masturbating and reacted instantly, while I was still in a state of sexual arousal. Completely naked she tumbled me over her knees and gave me the hardest spanking I’d ever endured. She walloped my bottom with her stinging hand inadvertently causing my sex mound to press against her knees which increased my arousal and I had the most powerful climax to date. I’m sure that it was that particular act which caused me to associate punishment with pleasure because after that day I certainly viewed my spankings very differently.

Fortunately for me it wasn't difficult to get Mum to spank me. My favourite way was protest when she told me that it was bedtime and it rarely failed and I was invariably sent up to my room with a sore bottom and a very wet pussy. I would rub my burning bottom against the sheet while generating a different kind of warmth between my legs with my probing fingers until I climaxed and then I would fall asleep.

Sometimes my plans backfired on me. If Dad realised that I'd managed to earn three or four spankings, in as many days, he would suggest that maybe I was in need of firmer treatment and on those occasions he would order me to remove my skirts and pants before bending over the arm of the settee for a dose of his slipper. Showing my private parts to my dad was humiliating but strangely it also made me feel horny. I didn't really mind being punished because I ended up with what I wanted, a very sore bottom and a very wet pussy and not long after a powerful climax! It was just that a spanking was far easier to handle than the slipper which was so painful that I had to really concentrate so as not to beg for mercy.

School was an absolute waste of time as far as punishment is concerned. Detention didn't do anything for me whatsoever. On the one and only occasion I was summoned to the Headmistress's study the three whacks she gave me, with an old plimsoll over my knickers as I bend over a stool, made little impression on me although I did masturbate in the toilets at break-time but by then the warmth had dissipated and only the memory of the punishment triggered my climax
I'm thirty old now and very happily married but unfortunately my husband does not share my enthusiasm for CP. I once did convince him to put me over his knees, years ago when we were courting, but he gave up after only a few spanks because he said that he felt stupid. Fortunately I have found a substitute, my boss. It took me ages to get him to spank me but now he does it at least once a week in his office usually on a Friday afternoon when everyone else has gone home. 
One of my duties is to lock up the office in the evenings. As soon as the others have left I go into the boss's office and stand before him while he castigates me for being a bad girl who deserves to be spanked. He then orders me over his knees and I obey then, once in position, he pulls up my skirt and spanks me on my bare bottom because every Friday I don’t bother wearing panties. 

For a long time he would spank me but refused point blank to take it any further which I found very frustrating as I dearly wanted him to take me.
It changed the day I went into his private bathroom, after he’d punished me. I’d not realised that I’d left the door partly open and that my boss could see me sitting on the toilet urinating. It wasn't till I was in full flow that I realised that he was standing in the doorway looking at me. Flushes of embarrassment swept through me because his eyes never left my body as I continued peeing. 

I tried to tell him to leave but instead he walked into the room and pulled me off the toilet and made me kneel in front of him. I had not finished peeing and could feel the hot liquid dribbling down my inner thighs as he undid his trousers and brought out his semi-hard cock. He pushed the head against my mouth and, as I opened it to protest, it slipped inside and slid over my tongue and into the beginning of my throat. The velvet knob grew as the thick shaft swelled filling my mouth and throat completely as my lips pressed into his pubic hair. I felt the knob constricting my throat and it built up as the cock swelled to its full size till I was unable to accommodate it in my mouth any longer. 

By this time I had become so aroused, by being dominated so forcefully, that I no longer tried to move away. My tongue licked the underside of the thick shaft and curled around the domed head as my fingers slipped up and down the shaft. Then, taking a deep breath, I swallowed at least three quarters of the thick cock before pulling my head back, while still licking and sucking his cock as it slowly slid out of my sucking mouth. 

My boss swiftly moved away from me and helped me to my feet and steered me back into the office. He pushed me face down on the settee then stripped me and himself before kneeling on the carpet. Grasping the firm cheeks of my buttocks, reviving the heat of the spanking, he slipped his fingers between the splayed cheeks so that the tips could reach my pussy, from the back, and it opened in front of his eyes, already very wet and drops of urine were glistening on the lips. The musky scent of arousal must have assailed his nostrils and he liked the smell because his cock jerked and twitched as he slipped his face between my thighs and slid his long tongue into the waiting sex not seeming to care that I had not wiped myself after going to the toilet. 

I jerked and writhed as my sex closed around his tongue, like a Venus flytrap. He sucked the profuse juices, which dripped out of it, as he began to lick my sex steadily with his long tongue, lapping the outer lips with broad strokes before stiffening his tongue to dart it deep inside the moist passage. His fingers pulled the lips further apart so that he could delve deeper into the hot wet passage. I was groaning and moaning as my fingers clutched his head trying to pull his face even harder against my pussy no longer caring that he was my boss and that I was married.

He slid up my body and, grasping my large breasts in his hands, took one of the nipples in his mouth as he slipped his cock slowly between the open lips of my sex. I jerked my pelvis forward to take it deeper and deeper into me until it was fully embedded into the tight but very wet passage which, until then, had only known my husband’s cock.

My boss started to move his cock in and out of my sex as I clenched my inner muscles to trap it in a firm grip then I relaxed so that he was able to draw his cock almost all the way out of her me before ramming it back all the way inside. I heaved my pelvis upward as my boss started to screw me more rapidly so that his pelvis was crashing against my flesh with loud noises. I slipped a hand down and started to rub my clitoris as his hard cock pounded in and out of my sex. The tingling inside my pussy increased, responding to the friction of the thick cock slipping in and out of my passage, as I wriggled my hips. His fingers were digging hard into my chastised buttocks and the pain was mingling with the pleasure, somehow heightening it. His cock seared all the way up passage and, as the tension boiled up in my womb, a hoarse cry echoed in the small room as he lost control and pumped his sperm into my spasming sex. 

I heaved my hips up and tightened my vaginal muscles as my own waves of blessed release rolled over me and I came as he flooded me with his sperm. It was so marvellous that I vacillated on the edge of blacking out. We stayed glued together by sweat and sex juices, for a while, as the last spasms surged through my body I was still rubbing my clit and another but more gentle orgasm burst through me. 
A while later we stickily uncoupled and he surprised me by forcing me across his knees and he trashed me with a ruler and soon I was climaxing so hard that my sex ejected a mixture of my juices and his sperm as if I was ejaculating.
Having breached that barrier he now always screws me after punishing me then punishes me after screwing and the inevitable happened…he impregnated me!
