Dinner Party

It was getting on for seven o’clock and she still wasn’t ready. Mark came into the bedroom and gave his wife a quick peck on the cheek.
........... “Hurry it up love or we’ll never get there” he said
........... “I’ve finished now, I just needed to touch up my make up” Katie answered
........... “Fine just stand up and let’s see how you look”
Katie stood and posed for her husband. She looked so elegant in her black evening dress. He was so proud of her whenever he took her to company functions. He reached up under the hem of her dress and quickly pulled down her brief lace panties.
........... “These don’t go with this outfit” he quipped to a startled Katie
........... “Well what do you want me to wear?;a thong is not very practicle for an evening dinner party” she retaliated
........... “Nope, just as you are will do.” He smiled
........... “If you think I’m going out with no pants on you can think again” she sounded angry. In fact so was used to Marks over powering sexual demands, most times it suited her tastes, but tonight she was disappointed he hadn’t passed any comment on the outfit she had specially bought for the occasion and besides she wasn't in the habit of going about half naked.
........... “Darling you know how much I love you, please do this, just for me?” he gave her that puppy dog look that always made her go weak at the knees and always won her over.
........... “I feel naked without knickers” she protested.
........... “It will be worth it, I promise you,especially when we get home” he kissed her passionately and took her hand leading downstairs towards the car. She followed him meekly

“Who is Paul and Marcia anyway, have I met them before” Katie asked once they were ensconced in the Merc.
........... “Paul is my immediate boss and Marcia is well, his partner. There will be some people there that you know” he replied.
The moonlight shone through the window of the blue Mercedes as Mark drove the few miles to his destination. He was greeted at the door by Bob with a beaming smile.
........... “Come in, just about to send a search party out for you two” he wagged a finger at the couple.
........... “Paul’s hasn’t said anything has he?” Mark queried.
........... “Not to me but he knows you weren’t here on time, you know what a stickler he is for punctuality even for social events.”
...... They walked into to the main dinning room and were welcomed by Paul and Marcia.
........... “John and Andy couldn’t make it so we’re just six tonight” Paul remarked. “Still, nice and cosy that”
Katie thought ‘cosy’ was a peculiar word to use for a dinner party and was a little put out that there was now no-one she knew at the table.
...... She sat next to Paul and Marcia sat next to Bob, with his wife Marsha sitting by Mark to complete the circle. Their hosts had been very generous with the food and wine flowed freely all evening. So freely in fact that Katie was getting slowly drunk or at least giving a good impression of being so. Paul seemed to go out of his way to ensure she never had an empty glass. ‘Perhaps is is he just being a good host’, she thought The music was turned up and Marcia suggested they adjourn to the lounge where they would all be more comfortable.
...... Paul offered his hand to help Katie from the table, but in doing so she knocked half a bottle of plonk into his lap.
........... “I’m dreadfully sorry” Katie exclaimed.
........... “You clumsy cow” Paul scolded “Red wine’s a killer to get off”
Marcia handed Paul a cloth “Don’t be such an old grumps, it was an accident.”
Katie had heard Mark talk about his boss being chauvinistic and a bit bigoted, he was always so full of himself and expected everyone else to just fall into line. He was known to be bad tempered and although she had found him nothing but charming tonight, she was beginning to see why so many people disliked him. Mark came to her side to offer her moral support. He knew just how belligerent Paul could be.
........... “Is it Okay Paul?” he asked genuinely concerned.
........... “No it bloody well isn’t okay, these trousers are ruined” he shouted over the din of the music. ........... “I’m ever so sorry, honestly” Katie was near to tears and Mark could see how upset she was getting “Is there anything I can do to help” he added.
........... “Since you ask, yes there is, you can get that wife of yours to bend over my knee while I spank her arse for being such a stupid bitch.”

Katie was stunned and already close to tears burst out crying, she turned to Mark who cuddled her and spoke gently in her ear. “He doesn’t mean it darling, he’s only joking”
........... “I bloody well do mean it Sir” Paul reverted to the authorative tone he used in his business dealings. Either she takes her punishment or you’re looking for a new job on Monday!” he thundered.
........... “Paul you can’t be serious” Marcia added.
........... “I am perfectly serious” he retorted.
........... “Paul is always serious you should know that by now, Mark” joined Bob.
........... “Come on Mark let’s go home” Katie looked up into her husbands troubled face.
........... “We can’t, you know I need that job, what about the second mortgage we’ve just taken out?” he turned towards Paul give us a few minutes to discuss it will you Paul”
............ “Take as long as you like, you can use the kitchen” he replied.
...... Marcia showed Mark and Katie into the kitchen. Katie wasn’t sure, but she fancied she noticed Marcia wink at Mark as she closed the door behind them. Mark put his arm around Katie to console her. “You had your bum spanked before, so what’s the big deal?” he whispered softly “You always said it turned you on”
........... “That’s different I’m married to you. He wants to pull my pants down....” Katie paused remembering she didn’t in fact have any on “Well” she continued he wants to do it in front of total strangers. How could I have been so stupid to let you talk me into coming here with no knickers on?” 
........... “Look don't worry about that, we need the money, after all we're all adults together” he pleaded.
........... "And what about me, the humiliation of having my arse tanned by a total stranger. he may not be as considerate as you>"
........... "It'll be fine ,honest, trust me." Mark looked into her frightened eyes "Please, just do this for me" he added.

“But what are they going to think when they see I’m not wearing pants?” She was getting angry now, but angry at herself for letting Mark have his own way.
.......... “Paul won’t even notice he’ll be to busy looking at your gorgeous

backside, Come on pet, I’ll love you forever” He kissed her full on the lips and made to squeeze one of her boobs, she brushed his hand away.
........... “If you ever put me in a situation like this again Mark Fellows I’ll never speak to you again!” she knew that wasn’t true she could never stop speaking to Mark, and anyway, secretly she was exhilarated at the thought of what lay ahead. She enjoyed light bondage and spanking with Mark, and it was true it did make her feel sexier.
............ “Good girl. I love you, you’re the best wife in the world” Mark hugged his partner and led her back into the lounge. All the furniture had been moved to the side of the room. The chairs had been rearranged in a circle with a bar stool in the centre. Katie approached with trepidation, what had started out as a casual thing now looked pre-planned and pre arranged. She shot a glance at Mark.
........... “All ready then” said Paul, smiling. 
........... “I suppose” Katie replied “If I must”
........... “Nobody is forcing you Katie, you do understand that don’t you?” Paul said.
........... “Yes” replied Katie I know “Come on let’s get it over with”
........... “Okay you’d better take off that expensive dress I don’t want to ruin it” Paul had a stern look on his face and Katie knew what she had to do.
          She lifted her dress up to shoulder level, Marsha and Marcia both helped her ease it over her head. She stood in the middle of the room naked save for her bra and feeling vulnerable but strangely excited. ........... “My word” Paul commented “I like a girl who’s ready for it, No pants eh Mark, aren’t you the lucky one.” “Oh Gorgeous! babe” Marsha announced and made Katie feel quite proud.Marcia had already unclipped Katies bra, she cupped her hands and gently stroked her breasts. Katie didn't complain and even felt a tingling sensation as the womans gentle touch caressesed her nipples
........... "Lovely titties" Marcia announced to the assembled guests. 
Paul turned back towards Katie “Come on then bitch, park that lovely arse of yours over here” he gestured towards his knees as he sat on the high bar stool. Katie turned to face him and gave the other guests a view of her well rounded figure. As she got to Paul, he casually brushed his hand across her pubic hair, no obviously, but enough to let her know it wasn't an accident. She had no time to protest as Paul had her pinned across his lap.

Katie knew from the position of the stool and its height that everyone would have a ring side view of her exposed nether regions. She braced herself for the onslaught and felt Paul gently prise her legs open. How could she be doing this?, here in front of total strangers she was bent over some guy’s knee with her cunt on display to the world, waiting to have her arse whacked like a naughty child.
...... Paul’s hand was firm and hard she wailed several times as it landed on her tender cheeks. It seemed to last forever, she felt so humiliated. It was a toss up whether her arse was redder with the stings of Paul’s slaps than her face was with embarrassment. She placed her hands over her bum in an attempt to shield herself but Paul quickly brushed them away and asked Bob to hold her steady. She screamed out for him to stop but that only seemed to make him slap her defenseless arse more. Mark always used to start slowly then work up to faster and harder slaps. Paul had no such finesse. He really laid in to her glowing rear. First one cheek then the other, he was an expert at extracting maximum discomfort. Katie bit her lip as the tears welled up inside her; she was about to bawl the house down. It genuinely hurt her and she was visibly crying when Paul told her to get up 
........... “Stand up and I'll change places with Bob” Paul announced.
........... “That’s not fair “Katie protested rubbing the assaulted area “You never said anything about two of you spanking me. It was only a bit of wine.”
........... “You forget my dear, there five people in this room, and anyway you were over half an hour late getting here."
........... "And then she still forgot to put her knickers on" Bob joked and everyone laughed; except Katie
Paul pushed Katie down onto Bobs knee whilst he held her hands and stroked her tits as they hung helplessly from her trapped torso. Katie was sobbing; the mixture of pain from Bob’s smacks and ecstasy from Paul’s gentle probing was proving too much even for her, and then when Marsha and Marcia joined in she was whisked into a heaven which obliterated the stinging pain of her crimson arse.
...... Katie did not remember how many times she climaxed that night, but the next morning not only was her backside the colour of ripe tomatoes but her tits and cunt ached.

You set me up you bastard" she yelled at her husband.
................. "Not really, it was your choice." he smiled. "Did you enjoy it?" 
.................. "No! it still hurts" she complained.
.................. "No it doesn't, it just that now your sober it's the thought of strangers ogling your arse and tits that hurts.
..................."Bastard" she snapped. "And where were you whilst all this was going on, I don't remember seeing you joining in?"
.................. "Me, oh I was operating the camera" he said and smiled. He kissed his wife on each nipple and buried his head between her luscious thighs. 
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