TO HELL AND NOT COMING BACK

CHAPTER SEVEN

Equating punishment with love had begun when she'd witnessed her father, a military man who ran the house as if it had been a barrack, punishing her mother. She was thirteen at the time and had just begun to be curious about sex. She'd come back from her friend's house early and had heard strange noises coming from her parent's bedroom. Scared but also intrigued she had crept upstairs. The door to her parents' bedroom was ajar and she saw her mother kneeling on the bed with her head resting on her folded arms and her large bottom was stuck in the air. She was stark naked and, standing beside the bed, her father was also naked. Eyes wide open with horror she watched him wielding his baton and bringing it down on her mother's backside. It connected with a loud sound and she saw her mother's body shivering as it absorbed the blow and a low moan of pain came from her open mouth but she made no move to try to get away. The baton lifted and she saw that the ivory flesh of the feminine bottom was crisscrossed by several bright red welts. As her father brought down the baton once again she became aware that jutting from his loins was a huge swollen penis. She'd never seen one erect before and it looked enormous to her virgin eyes and she couldn't take her eyes off it, as it swayed and twitched, and she saw a silvery strand dangling from its tip. Her father put down the baton and said something inaudible to her mother and she mother turned around. Stephanie was stunned when she clearly heard her mother telling her father that she loved him more than anything else on earth and she was very grateful that he took time to chastise her to show her the errors of her ways. There was such an expression of pure love on her mother's face that Stephanie was convinced that she meant every word. She watched her mother opening her arms in welcome as her father slipped between her spread legs and pushed his erection into his wife's vagina. As they made love she could hear them vowing eternal love. 

She didn't know what she felt as she crept away. Ashamed that she'd eavesdropped, excited by what she'd seen, puzzled that a woman could thank a man for punishing her, alarmed by the feelings which were sweeping through her body and causing that secret place between her legs to throb so strongly.
Not long after that her father had started spanking her for any deviation of his strict rules and after the punishment, which hurt tremendously but also sexually aroused her, he would take her in his arms and cuddle her. She would be overwhelmed with his male scent as he wiped her tears with his handkerchief and told her much it distressed him to have to punish her as he loved her dearly. It was the only times he openly showed her that he loved her and she began to be naughty on purpose so that he would punish her before giving her the affection she craved. Pain, love and sexual arousal became mixed up so that they became one. She'd had several unsatisfactory love affairs which had left feeling unsatisfied then she'd met Bruce and had fallen in love. He was the perfect gentleman and had treated her like beautiful porcelain ornament and she'd dreaded that it would end up like the others. 
He'd accepted her invitation to meet her parents who liked him tremendously. On the Saturday night she and Bruce went out to dinner but the restaurant they'd chosen was full and after trying several other places decided to go back and rustle something up in the kitchen. Stephanie was puzzled that her parents weren't in the living room, though all the lights were on, then she heard the familiar sound of the baton meeting flesh followed by a guttural moan. She quickly suggested that perhaps if they drove to the nearest town they would find a restaurant which would suit them. Harshly Bruce told her to keep quiet. It was the first time he'd spoken to her that way but she obeyed when she saw the look on his face. He took her hand and dragged her along as they mounted the stairs until they could see into her parents' bedroom. It was almost an exact repetition of the first time she'd watched and she stood side by side with Bruce as her mother received her punishment then they watched her father sodomising her mother. With gusto
Later she confessed everything to Bruce including her need for a dominant man to take control of her and was over the moon when she discovered that she'd found one and that he was only too willing to indulge her needs. It was like finding the adjoining pieces of a jigsaw puzzle which added another dimension to their burgeoning love.

Bruce was looking down at his beautiful wife's rounded, taut buttocks which were tightening and quivering lasciviously as she clamped her long, slim thighs together as if trying to modestly conceal her intimate parts. He could see the delightful gaping of her vaginal lips which exposed the inner folds. From the rear her pussy resembled a tropical fruit which had split open to reveal the succulent, inner flesh. His mouth salivated as he remembered how tasty her juices were and wondered how they would compare with Elaine's. Her toes were digging into the thick pile carpet which made the muscles of her thighs, calves and buttocks flex and ripple in the most titillating fashion. He was in no hurry because his session with Elaine had taken the edge off his arousal so that he was now able to take his time savouring every nuance of his wife's subjugation.

He placed the body of the riding crop lengthwise in the cleft of the upturned buttocks thrilled by the way her fleshy cheeks rippled and quivered with a mixture of panic and sexual anticipation. His left arm was clamped around her slender waist keeping her firmly wedged down on his lap and he could feel his erect penis gouging into the flesh of her lower belly, just above the sex pouch. He was amazed that so soon after the torrid session with Elaine he could still get a hard-on. It was a tribute to his wife's sexiness and how much he loved her but he knew that this wasn't the time to let her know. 

What an entrancing sight Stephanie made. A mature, long-legged, sophisticated, beautiful, cool blonde lewdly exposed in such a juvenile fashion over his lap waiting to be chastised because she'd dared voice her concern that her husband could have been unfaithful with his brother’s widow.
Stephanie was still firmly gripping the chair, her head bowed and perspiration beginning to break out on her skin as muscles rippled constantly in anticipation of the first blow. Bruce lifted the riding crop and swished it through the air, a couple of times, as if to test its pliancy but really so that the sound would increase Stephanie's apprehension.
Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Sssswwwiiissshhh!!!

Stephanie's buttocks rippled and tightened with apprehension.
Bruce brought his right arm up and back and paused to savour the muffled gasps of agonised suspense coming from his wife's mouth. His face was twisted by a demonic expression as his arm descended in a swift arc.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk

The sound of leather connecting with flesh resonated through the room as the crop deeply indented the firm globe of Stephanie's left buttock. As Bruce lifted up the crop the white globe resumed its original shape but now displayed a thin vermilion stripe, glowing brightly

“'Aaaaaaaaarrrggghhh!!! I can't...can't stand it...please...please...no more!” Stephanie shrieked as she gasped feverishly for breath.

Her hands grasped the chair so hard that the knuckles showed white. Her nostrils flared open and fat tears rolled down her cheeks as the fiery pain spread from her left buttock to the rest of her backside. Of all the instruments of punishment the riding crop was the one she feared most.

Bruce grinned as he wondered which of his friends and acquaintances would recognise the outwardly haughty Stephanie in the shuddering masochist writing on his lap.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk

The right buttock tasted the crisp, sonorous bite of the leather crop and reacted as its twin had done. Bruce feasted his eyes on the twin, crimson stripes adorning the perfect hemispheres of his wife's buttocks. His second strike had been so accurate that it seemed as if the second welt was the continuation of the first, accentuating the white silky smoothness of her taut bottom

Stephanie was shaking all over as she tried to contain the blazing pain which had invaded her lower body and, before she could prepare herself for the next blow, Bruce brought the riding crop down again followed immediately by a fourth strike.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!! Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk

“Aaaa...aarrrrggghhh...ggghhhhh!!! You're killing me!” The scream died in her throat and became a croaky rattle. The heat from her bottom had invaded her pussy where it had become exquisite, liquid pleasure...the pleasure she craved for.
Ignoring her wiggling and shuddering and keeping her firmly in place with his left hand he dropped the riding crop and began to use his hand.
Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk

Bruce did not smack her very hard instead he built up a tempo with a series of continuous smacks which caused the raised, red stripes, inflicted by the riding crop, to blaze into a fiery heat which threatened to consume her body and soul.
Ssssmmmaaaccckkk……sssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk

“Oh...please...please, Master, that's...that's enough!” Stephanie pleaded in a croaky and tremulous voice as her body continued shuddering wildly. “I'm very sorry! I am very sorry that I dared accuse you but it's only because I love you so much that I can't bear to think that you could give another woman the exquisite pleasures you allow me to have. I've learned my lesson...truly...please don't punish me anymore and make love to me....please...I need you so!”
Bruce knew that the last thing his wife wanted him to do was to stop smacking her perfect bottom and he continued punishing it cupping his hand so that sounds became louder adding another dimension to her intense arousal.
Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk…Ssssmmmaaaccckkk….Ssssmmmaaaccckkk
His mind drifted back to the video they'd made of him smacking her bottom until it was fiery red then using a bamboo cane before he'd screwed her until she'd climaxed so often that she'd passed out. Unknown to his wife he'd shown it to his best friend who'd been so astounded that it had left him speechless but sporting a huge erection. He knew that Stephanie often watched the video, when he was away, while she used the riding crop to smack her bottom at the same time as she masturbated.

“'It hurts! Oooohhh please stop it hurts so much!” Stephanie shrieked, twisting and weaving her flaming bottom from side to side as if trying to evade the merciless smacking..
He suddenly realised that while he'd been daydreaming about the video his blows had become extremely hard and he was indeed hurting her. Looking down he saw a thin rivulet of love juice trickling from her pussy which was now fully open exposing the inner folds and the dark tunnel of her vagina. He knew that despite the pain his wife was teetering on the verge of a climax. Another man would have been tempted to land a couple of extra slaps to bring her off but he was too experienced and he stopped and released her, ignoring her wailings and pleas for him to continue smacking her.

She slipped off his lap. Still fervently sobbing she knelt on all fours on the carpet waggling her fiery red rump like a bitch on heat. She arched her back to push her bottom further up so that her husband could see the lubricous display of her pussy opening and closing as if begging him to shove his penis inside and put her out of her misery. Every time her pussy opened more love juice was expelled hanging down like a pearl necklace which swayed with her every move. Bruce knew that any other women in the state his wife was in would have reached back with her hands and rubbed the swollen, angrily-reddened buttocks but not his wife. She was so filled with adoration from him that she wanted him to see how proudly she bore the proof of his love. With a demonic chuckle he leant forward and slipped three fingers into her sex and palpated the inner flesh and immediately the moist channel closed around his digits and held them in a vice-like grip. He jerked them out before she had time to bring herself off. As his fingers emerged they almost turned her sex inside out which was accompanied by a champagne-cork sound as they broke the grip of her vaginal muscles.
Stephanie staggered to her feet then pulled a chair away from the dining table and knelt on it laying her naked breasts on the table top. For a brief moment the coolness of the wood soothed the heat in her breasts as they were squashed against the tabletop. She reached back with both hands and her fingers gripped the flaming cheeks. She could not contain the groan of anguish as the pain flared up again yet, instead of relaxing her grip, she dug her fingernails deeper into her aching flesh as she pried her buttocks wide apart displaying her twitching anus and the open sex below it. In her mind a fevered mental image of her father flashed as she soared into a dream world where pain was pleasure and meant that you were deeply love and cherished. Tears were rolling down her cheeks but there were more a token of beatitude rather than pain and anguish.

Bruce was chuckling as he stared at his sophisticated wife's lewd exhibitionism and what made it even more enjoyable was that she was not aware that it was being videoed from the hidden cameras he'd had installed while his wife was away visiting her parents. He stood up with his penis still rigidly sticking out like a flagpole and knew that it would be more pleasurable for his wife if he stayed dressed as it would remind her of her father. Although she claimed that her father had never made any sexual overtures the man still had made her strip naked to be chastised and she'd confessed that every time he'd thrashed her she'd prayed that he would make love to her the way he did with her mother so that she could show him how much she loved him also.

Bruce approached slowly and deliberately. His eyes were fixed on his wife's visibly pulsating sex. Stephanie was still holding her buttocks wide apart squirming feverishly on her knees as her masochistic passion mounted causing even more sexual juices to dribble out of her open sex to trickle down her inner thighs.

“Daddy is sorry that he had to spank his daughter but you were very naughty so he had to punish you but he loves you very much!” Bruce said softly, mimicking her father's Scottish brogue. He saw her shudder, from head to toes, at his words. “Daddy is going to make the hurt better now, Stephanie!”
Standing behind her he put his hands over hers to steady her as she kept her buttocks splayed apart and pressed the head of his penis against the opening of her sex and it slid partly inside greased by her profuse love juices.
“Oh please, Daddy, not there! Your little girl could fall pregnant. Please Daddy use the other one!” She wailed as she fought the urge to grip the penis and using her vaginal muscles vacuum it even deeper inside her needy sex.

Moving swiftly Bruce pulled his penis all the way out of his wife's sex and pressed the lubricated glans against the petulantly twitching anus and flicked his hips forward till the reluctantly yielding ring gave way allowing his penis inside the tight orifice.
“Oh, Daddy! I love you, Daddy!” Stephanie screamed as her eyes rolled back beneath their lids and drool dangled from her lower lip. “Give it all to me, Daddy!” She pushed her bottom back to encourage the large penis to slip even deeper inside her yielding but extremely tight orifice. Being sodomised was the climax to the punishment she'd endured so eagerly “Oooohhh…you're so big...your cock is stretching your little girl so cruelly, Daddy. I'm only young, Daddy, but I want it all...give me all of it, Daddy...I need it so much! Please fill me with your spunk, Daddy, fill your little girl's filthy bum with your spunk, Daddy! I love you so much!”  She shrieked as she bared her soul

Bruce's face was a mask of concentration as slowly but inexorably he pushed his swollen penis even deeper into his wife's very tight rectum persisting until it was fully buried to the hilt inside the convulsively clenching rectal passage. At all times he made sure that the three video cameras would get an unobstructed view of the impalement.
Wordless moans and gasps blended with animal-like whimpers as Stephanie's head lifted from the tabletop. She twisted to try to see her husband's face over her shoulder. Her huge blue eyes were moist while her full mouth was open and the tip of her tongue continually snaked along the bottom lip. Her firm breasts were squashed hard against the tabletop and the nipples were rubbing back and forth, the scrapping motion causing them to become extra tender so that pain blended with pleasure.

 Bruce's right hand reached underneath her body and clamped her well-developed clitoris between thumb and forefinger tugging it even further out until it was stretched to its utmost length and felt to her as if it would be uprooted. He rolled it back and forth as he squeezed so hard that his wife mewled and whimpered with the pain but her hip never stopped rolling as she pushed her bottom back encouraging him to push his penis even further up her tight channel

“Oh yes! Oh, Daddy, it's sooo good! I've been such a bad girl but my Daddy is so good to me. I love him very much! Oh, Daddy, your big cock in my bottom is making me come. I'm comming...I'm coooommming...aaaaaarrrggghhh!!! I love you! You're my life...my soul!” Her voice soared reaching a frenzied crescendo as she felt the orgasm explode in her pussy.

It felt as if she had a volcano lodged in the depths of her sex which had erupted spewing out hot lava which speeded through the rest of her body obliterating everything and anything else. She was so far absorbed in the pure ecstasy of her immense orgasm that she wasn't aware that her husband was blasting what remained of his semen deep into her churning, rectal passage while she continued writhing in the convulsive paroxysm. He pressed his groin tightly against the bruised elastic flesh of her bottom revelling in the convulsive spasms raking her anal sheath so that it felt almost like her arsehole was milking his cock.

'I love you and no one else, Stephanie!' He whispered huskily just before he pulled out his wilting penis out of the clinging hole. It came out with a squishy sound and seconds later his semen started to pop out of the dilated ring and slowly trickle downward to blend with the love juices pouring out of her sex.
Stephanie moaned softly with fulfilment and love. Painstakingly she slipped off the chair and, swaying with exhaustion, stared at her husband. Her mouth was wreathed in a beatific smile as complete erotic appeasement filled her naked body.
“Thank you...thank you, my love! Thank you for punishing me so well. I deserved it and you did it so beautifully. Thank you. I love you!”
After they'd showered they went into the bedroom and cuddled before falling asleep still interlaced.
