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Chastising the Innocent Teacher

The heat was omnipresent, suffocating, and suppressing every last impulse for work I might have otherwise had. It seemed to be affecting everyone. The kids who were usually rambunctious and bubbly, were subdued and appeared exhausted from the earliest hours of the morning. Teaching them was definitely like walking through thick mud. Everybody seemed extra sleepy and relaxed today. When the noonday bell rang, I didn't think twice, but immediately walked up to Mr. Abdul Hameed, the principal, and told him I was having an awful headache, which wasn't too far from the truth. I was sure I was going to get one, what with the more than 120°F temperature that made even the door handles feel too hot to hold. The quiet septuagenarian English teacher become genuinely worried for me. From the first moments I had started work as an assistant teacher assigned to his school by the Peace Corps, he had taken to doting over me like a loving grandpa. I could see how troubled his face looked as he insisted on driving me home. 

Luckily I was able to quickly reassure the man that I could manage driving my own little rickshaw-looking vehicle the two blocks it took to get to my tight little condo. I simply couldn't wait to get back to reading! 

After spending almost four months in that wonderful but mind-numbingly boring country, I had been beyond excited last night to receive my aunt's gift in the mail. I knew she had sent me the latest Kindle reader and I had stayed up well into the late night forcing the the local dial-up to disgorge one erotica story after another. I had read myself to sleep and my tiredness now was merely adding to the heat. 

I don't know why I had immediately gravitated to downloading erotica when I had opened up the Kindle for the first time last night. Maybe it was the fact that I had spent the last four months in this quaint but ultimately

terribly conservative place. I had picked Zandalar as my choice upon being accepted to do work with the Peace Corps. My parents, God bless their soul, had been posted here a long time ago. My dad had been an entry-level bureaucrat with the local US Embassy. 

Both my mom and dad had never minced words when it came to describing the wonderful time they had in the quiet forgotten country of Zandalar. Apparently it was the last place on earth untouched by modernity. 

Its tiny desert population had passed a referendum many years ago that limited their exposure to Western media and mores. All the money the country got from its massive oil reserves was instead squirreled away in some deliciously gargantuan trust, its citizens merely choosing to go on living the traditional life they had been enjoying for generations before. It was a tourist paradise, if one wanted to travel back in time to a place that looked virtually as it did a hundred years ago. When I had first arrived here, it had been fascinating! Almost nobody drove cars, choosing instead camels and donkeys for transport. As well as many many bicycles. The people were beyond friendly and I always felt perfectly safe and secure. 

But what I hadn't considered when choosing to come to work here for nine months, was my own young and energetic nature. 

At eighteen, most local girls my age were already safely married off and nursing their first or even second child! The only female company out and about, were prepubescent children! What was a young American teenager to do with her free time in a country like that?! 

Luckily, my aunt had suggested that she send me a Kindle. 

I love my aunt! She has been a true saint stepping in to take care of me after both my parents had passed on that awful afternoon six years ago when they had crashed their car in a horrendous pileup in northern Michigan. 

My aunt had somehow managed to keep me on the straight and narrow preventing me from succumbing to the ever threatening depression of solitude. My aunt was a very outspoken woman and had a famous blog site which earned her enough money to allow us both to live comfortably in suburban Pennsylvania. Perhaps it was her influence that had helped me stay on the straight and narrow never once feeling tempted to do drugs. 

My only vice, if you could call it that, was that I simply loved boys! I found the males of humanity fascinating in all their rambunctious and dirty delinquency. I was not promiscuous by far. Actually, I  still hadn’t really slept for real with a boy but merely fooled around in the back of my

boyfriends' pickups. 

For some unknown reason I had simply assumed that the whole world was my oyster. It had been that mindset undoubtedly that had led me to look forward to spending nine months of my eighteenth year in the beautiful but boring country of Zandalar. 

Finally, I was home. The heat here was almost as bad as outside. Air conditioning was considered by most people in the country to be a sign of Western decadence and therefore completely omitted from virtually all buildings. I dropped my bag by the door and excitedly picked up the Kindle from its charging cradle. I slumped on my bed and soon shuddered as I started reading paragraph upon salacious paragraph of delicious erotica. I must have been very tired because the images floated up from the words on the screen like a movie of people doing anal and spanking…


*****

"I'm sorry, honey," my mom said. "But, it seems like there's no way around that. I spoke to your dad's attorneys, and they were adamant that we cannot, we shouldn't," she corrected herself, "appeal your sentence." 

I gasped. 

"But twenty lashes, mom! This is insane," I screamed at the phone. "This is the twenty-first century. I cannot believe that you are okay with it." 

"I am not okay with it!" My mom's voice came faint and distant across the copper wires. "But you're well aware that if we appeal it, we actually risk aggravating your sentence." I heard my mom clear her voice. "You should have considered all the possible dangers before firing off those silly tweets about the principal and the city officials. You have to admit, it is hardly surprising that conservative people as those in Zandalar won't take kindly to being called child molesters, and old goats." You should have thought before hurting the locals' sensitivities." 

I couldn't believe it! My mom was actually sympathizing with the religious fanatics who had arrested me and sentenced me to receive twenty thrashings for perceived disrespect and slander. 

"What about my sensitivities?! I'm your daughter. And they're going to beat me! Unknown men are going to beat me!" 

"Oh, stop it!" mom said, her voice distant and faint. "You're making it out to be a bigger thing than it truly is. I don't believe any real harm will come to you. It will just be a learning experience. Take it in stride and see if you can

actually come out wiser at the end." Before I could reply the phone went dead. 

Unbelievable! 

Here I was, alone and imprisoned in a tiny jail cell about to be taken and whipped as per the sentence of the local religious court. And my own mother was telling me to take it in stride! 

If it wasn't for the fact that I was already legally an adult, I might have considered this grounds to ask the courts to grant me independency from my parents! 

Unfortunately, however, my dear mom, was right on one count at least. 

Apparently begging for mercy at the higher court of Zandalar was considered to be tantamount to gambling with your own life. At least, that is what our lawyers had said. They had explained in uncomfortably graphic language the harsh penalties often meted out by the Court of Appeals in this country. They included things I believed belonged in textbooks about the early Middle Ages, definitely not in the twenty-first century! 

Floggings, public humiliation, being paraded naked through the country while locked like chattel in chains, were some of the things they mentioned. 

Apparently more frequently than not, the higher Court of Appeals, opted to make the initial sentence of a petitioner harder than what had originally been prescribed by the lower courts. I buried my face in my hands trembling as I knew that any moment now the time would come to lead me to the to meet my torturer. 

I almost jumped out of my skin when I heard the loud bangs that echoed from the austere walls of my cell. Immediately the door flew open and two burly, heavily bearded, sweaty men in military uniform walked in. 

"It is time, young lady," one of them said. I felt shivers run up and down my body seeing the openly lascivious way in which the two soldiers ogled me. My smallish body was virtually on display. I had not been allowed to take any clothes besides the ones I had been wearing in bed that night when they had come to collect me from from my condo. I was only wearing a thin T-shirt and soft pajama shorts that left very little to the imagination. 

I stood up and allowed the two towering men that stood a good foot taller than me unceremoniously grab me by the elbow and lead me to my destiny. I was still finding it hard to believe that all this was happening for real. When I had been picked up from my home less than six days ago and dragged before the religious court, at first I had thought it was all a prank. Unfortunately the

sentence was passed with alarming speed and only a couple of days later I was here, being marched off for it to be carried out. 

Twenty lashes! 

Twenty hard lashes was what one got for tweeting stuff about her superiors in this deliciously awful country! And that was supposed to be a mild merciful sentence, I had been assured by the gaunt bearded man presiding over the court. He had shaken his finger at me and told me that disrespecting one's elders here carried the heaviest consequences, his words like bolts of pain to my soul. 

Apparently no women shared cells in the prison where I was. I was marched down corridor upon corridor lined with gawking men, their catcalls sending chills down my spine. 

I walked between the two guards that virtually dragged me to my destiny and imagined the man who undoubtedly this very instant was looking forward to spank me. The moment the door to the prison courtyard swung open and the guards shoved me through, I saw that my imagination had painted a pale picture of reality. 

A giant of a man who looked as if he had come straight from some Arabian nightmare sat on a wooden bench in the center of the courtyard. He was wearing military issue pants that appeared to be a couple of sizes too tight for him. He wore no shirt, no shoes, no socks. 

I felt a calloused palm on the small of my back shove me forward as I did my best to dig in my heels and avoid the inevitable. I could see the monster shift around in his seat and smile through his thick beard that covered his sweaty face. That was when I felt a trickle of liquid make its way down my thigh and I realized I had just peed myself. 

"I see the little one has arrived for her punishment," his voice was deep and booming. It filled the space making claustrophobia blossom in my chest. I could see his blindingly white teeth that contrasted so brightly against his swarthy skin. "You can go now, Abdullah," he said to the guard behind me. 

"Come back in an hour to pick her up. I'm sure that by then, you will find her to be a much more agreeable creature." I heard the chuckles of the guards as they slammed the door shut behind my trembling form. 

"Please –," I started saying but stopped immediately as I saw the man shake his head. 

"Don't waste your breath, little one." He said. "Instead of that, come and stand before me, and tell me what you have been accused of, and what is your

sentence." I saw him place his meaty hand on top of a thick folder laying across a small table by his side. "Remember to be truthful and accurate," he instructed me. "I can always crosscheck what you tell me with your file. I believe however, that it is much better for the prisoner to confess their crimes as a first step of penance. If I feel that you are doing your best to be remorseful, your punishment here might not turn out to be quite as hard as you are expecting." 

Since the earliest age, I have always had the unpleasant habit of getting the hiccups when I was nervous. And now was no different – a tiny series of hiccups caught in my throat as I took small steps to stand in front of the man who even though still seated, was almost at eye level with me. 

I tried speaking, but found the initial effort almost insurmountable. My mouth was dry like the desert air that enveloped us both in its coarseness. 

Clearly the experienced executioner saw the deep state of my fright. 

"Try and breathe," he instructed. "Take your time. I'm in no hurry. We are here today to make sure that you learn a lesson. I know that all good lessons take time and all good teachers have to be patient with their students." 

Again, that smile that I had found so bothering upon entering the courtyard made an appearance. "In fact, I want you to address me as Teacher. Do you understand?" 

"I do," I replied. "I understand, sir. Teacher," I immediately corrected myself. 

"Very well, then. Go ahead and tell me what were you sentenced for?" 

"I –, I have been sentenced for using bad language on the Internet, and disrespecting my elders," I stammered. I heard my own voice echo back, small and faint, from the towering granite of the walls that surrounded us. 

"I see… And what sentence did the judges pass over you?" He took my hands in his and I felt I was trembling like a leaf as I stood a mere inch away from the thick knees of the husky man. 

"T – twenty strikes," I heard myself repeat mechanically. I saw Teacher nod. 

"Did the judges tell you what instrument is to be used on you?" 

"They didn't, Teacher," I replied. "But please, sir, be merciful. I understand that it is your job to exact retribution for my misdeeds. But, I do beg for your understanding and mercy. I am but a young girl far away from home. I'm still trying to learn your traditions and the expectations of your society." 

The man lifted a hand and at first I thought he was about to strike me and

flinched. I was surprised when he brushed away the locks of hair that had fallen across my sweat and grime covered face. 

"I will take your words on advisement," the man said. "But it is my job to enforce the traditions of my people. After all, surely I cannot be allowed to let you go unpunished. An example has to be set. You can take some pride and solace in the fact that your pain shall serve as an example to anyone else that might have otherwise considered disrespecting our beautiful country and traditions." 

I shivered with fright but nodded. I could see this man's point. 

"Good, I can see that you are truly remorseful little thing. Therefore, I will administer your punishment using the palm of my hand." The man said. “It is the least painful manner of exacting the twenty strikes that the judges have sentenced you to receive. Believe me when I say that if I were to use any of my floggers and whips, on you, I doubt you would be able to last more than five strikes before fainting with the pain and shock." 

"Thank you, teacher," I heard myself say. I was feeling truly grateful that this man had found it in his heart to show me even the tiniest amount of mercy. 

"Very well. Let us begin," he said and seated himself back in his wooden bench. He motioned to his lap and I understood he meant me to move in and position myself across his knees. "First, however, I want you to take off your T-shirt and the shorts that you just wetted.” 

I was mortified. "But why, teacher? Surely you can spank my behind through my shorts. I don't have to undress naked." I was stammering, my hands shaking violently in his husky palms. 

"Don't anger me now, little one," the man said, his accent becoming more pronounced. "I don't have to explain myself to you. Everybody takes their punishment naked. It is simply the way our system works. Surely you don't mean to disrespect our traditions yet again, do you?" The man's voice was sending chills down my spine. 

"No, absolutely not, teacher. I am sorry," I whimpered immediately  making to pull my hands away and disrobe. I found myself unable to do so. He squeezed his fingers around my dainty little wrists holding me tightly in place. 

"Remember, I will not be so merciful again," the man growled. "If you question me again, I will double your punishment. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, teacher. Thank you, sir," I said taking my hands away from his as if

his palms might sear my own flesh with his touch. I pulled off my T-shirt blushing deeply. I shuddered at the thought that it was my torturer who was to see me fully naked for the first time, not some lucky boyfriend smitten with love for me. I forced my mind away from that fact as I pushed down my shorts along my muscled thighs. I loved playing volleyball and I knew I was a looker. 

Gingerly I stepped forward and laid my naked body across the khaki pants of my torturer. 

The first smack echoed in the courtyard like a gunshot. 

And then came the pain! My entire body exploded with it making me gasp at the sensation. Had I not voided my bladder upon entering the courtyard, I would have surely peed myself here and now. 

"You need to count out loud for me," the man instructed. "Start from one. 

If you don't count out my strikes, they do not count." 

Slap! I felt my whole body quiver with the shuddering blow. 

"One, sir!" I screamed. 

And so it went, the man slowly leveling one openhanded strike against my cheeks after another. 

He didn't hurry. Not one bit. He probably was enjoying the way my quivering buttocks reddened with the imprints his hands left across my pristine white skin. It took him usually a full minute before following up with the next spank. 

By the time he reached ten, I was afraid I was going to hyperventilate. 

Every time he struck my butt, my breasts jiggled back and forth making my nipples tingle with a very odd sensation I had never felt before. 

When the man reached fifteen, I felt my face burning with embarrassment at the realization that I was actually getting wet! I wondered if he could see the effect his punishment was having on my impressionable young body. 

I found myself thinking of the pride the man took in his work. His voice had sounded so self-assured when he had spoken of the traditional ways of his country. Maybe it was the effect of being manhandled by somebody so decisive and set in his ways that was making me feel such a deep all-encompassing need. My hands were on the floor, my feet outstretched as I heard my voice counting out the strikes. 

"Twenty, teacher." I heard myself say. 

Finally it was done! Gingerly, I raised myself from the man's lap, reaching back with my hands to touch and massage my reddened cheeks. I saw him

observe this with no small interest as he smiled. 

"Well?" He asked looking sternly back at me. I didn't know what to say and so merely lowered my head demurely looking down at my feet. I felt his burning eyes linger on my unshaved crotch. "I think you might have not hated it as much as the judges intended." 

Oh God, he had noticed my wetness! 

I stood gingerly on my shaky knees and I felt a trickle of my juices slowly start to make its way down the inside of my thigh. I was mortified. For some bizarre reason I was more ashamed by this betrayal of my own body than what had been done to me. It was as if I had almost forgotten that I was naked, or had just been spanked at the hands of this burly man who now sat looking at me with obvious curiosity. 

“I must say that I have never before in my life come across anybody quite as excitable as you, little girl.” He said, his words adding to my shame. 

Surely my body's response to his strict treatment had to be some sort of innate reflex, nothing more. 

“In more than twenty years as a royal executioner, I have never once come across a woman who would get so wet as you from my treatment. I have read about it, sure, but I have always thought it to be silly folktales.” 

I felt faint and couldn't stand much longer. The violent assault of emotions and sensations roiling through my young mind were simply too much and I crumbled down at his feet. I somehow managed however to make it look as if I had simply decided to sit crisscross applesauce. 

"Are your knees weak?" He asked. 

I nodded, not trusting my voice to speak. 

"Doesn't your bottom hurt where I spanked you?" 

"It does, teacher," I replied. The man appeared to be genuinely curious about my bodily reaction to the beating I had just received. 

"Tell me, are you a virgin?" Sitting there, in the center of a prison courtyard, naked, freshly spanked and totally helpless, I didn't think there was any reason to act bashful. 

"I have never been with a man before that way," I replied, genuinely hoping that he would not press the point. 

"But, is your maidenhead intact?" 

"No, teacher," I replied. 

"How come?" He asked. 

The reply died in my throat unspoken, the blush of my cheeks doing the

talking. 

"Did you break your own hymen with your fingers?" The man's big bushy eyebrows went up in genuine surprise. "I have never seen a girl act so lascivious as you." The man made a disappointed sound with his throat shaking his head. He appeared to be genuinely sorry for me! "This must be what happens when young ones are exposed to the decadence and degeneracy of Western culture." 

Now I actually felt insulted. 

The irony did not escape me. For some reason the spanking I had just received had been taken in stride indeed. It was after all, the way that the crazy legal system worked in this country. But I felt it oddly denigrating to hear this obviously ignorant man judge not only me but also the culture I came from in such a cavalier way. 

I had come to Zandalar to try and learn about their traditions. Couldn't they at least respect my own way of life and the history of my culture at least as much as I did theirs? 

"Why would you think that young girls like me don't have sexual drives," I heard myself asking and immediately regretted it. What was there for me to gain in this situation? 

But then again – what was there for me to lose? I was already naked, and spanked, a convicted felon in this country's legal system. Maybe it was the lingering lightheadedness I felt as a result of my tribulations and the virtually surrealistic nature of the entire situation, but I decided I had nothing to lose. I wiped my eyes brushing away the tears and tossed back my hair as I looked up at the man. His face had frozen into a petrified image of unadulterated shock. 

He appeared to be genuinely flabbergasted at the tone of my voice and the nature of my reply. 

“May I ask you a question?” I said and not giving him a chance to reply pushed on, “Have you ever met a healthy eighteen-year-old boy who doesn't get excited to see a young woman's naked feet or bare thighs?” I looked at him feeding on the man’s obvious loss for words. “Tell me this one thing, and then berate and punish me as much as you wish,” I pressed. 

“I – I guess it is only natural for young boys to act out their nature,” the man said furrowing his brow. 

"Do you think women are that different from men?" I asked. It was his turn to stammer. 

"Perhaps, I don't know for certain. I haven't given it much thought…" He replied. 

I still don't know why I did what I did next. I don't think I can ever explain it or rationalize it. It was like a dream, when I saw my hand reach out and come to rest over the man's crotch. He didn't jump or react in any way as I felt for his hardness which I was quickly able to locate. He merely looked at me, his eyes having acquired a distant look I had never before seen in a man's face. I felt an unbelievable tingle of power make itself evident in the very core of my being. 

Here I was, a petite eighteen-year-old American girl, naked, a prisoner, and I had just turned the tables on my torturer! I didn't dwell on the situation but merely pressed on and brought my other hand up to unclasp his belt buckle. 

All the while I looked him straight in the eyes as I did it. I was shocked to see how the man had resigned himself to whatever I chose to do to him. 

When I pulled on his belt he merely lifted his butt up so that I could tug his pants off. I don't want to lie. His cock was truly proportional to the rest of him. 

Back in the states I had dated a couple of boyfriends. We hadn't gone beyond frilling each other and I still felt disappointed at how fast they tended to spill their seed in my hand after only a couple of pumps. 

For some reason, however, I knew that this now would be quite different indeed. This man's cock was easily twice the size of the largest I had seen before. Actually, I found it necessary to wrap both my hands around his shaft as I proceeded to stroke him. I looked at his face marveling at how wrapped he was in the moment. A low rumble emanated from his giant chest, his lips parted and panting. I knew then that I was in control. 

"What is your name?" I asked. He was silent for a moment but then replied, "Hussein," he said. 

"In my culture, Hussein, women have at least as big a sexual drive as men. 

It is considered normal and healthy," I added for good measure seeing his eyes grow wider yet. "Here, let me show you," I said and finding strength in my newfound power over this man I stood on my knees and moved forward taking his big cock in my hot little mouth. 

"Oh, my God," he moaned tossing his head back as I took him as deep as I could which wasn't very much at all. He was so thick that I found his cock pressing down on my tongue as I tried to take him in. I think the novelty of the situation was too much for the both of us after all. I felt myself get wet



and a thrumming sensation like I had never felt before started behind my navel almost exactly when I felt his balls tighten up against him. 

He started coming in copious spurts that I greedily swallowed. He came for a long time and so did I. I squirted for the first time in my life. It was a small trickle, but it made a puddle between where I was kneeling on the dusty gravel of the prison courtyard. 

When we were both done I let him grow soft before allowing his cock to fall out from between my lips. I sat back on my heels and watched him arrange himself as he buckled his pants closed again. For the first time those past ten days I smiled. 

“I hope you learn one day to respect other people's traditions and culture at least as much as we try to respect yours,” I said. 

He didn't speak for a long time but nodded, his expression serious and concerned as he did. 

When the guards came to pick me up, I was still kneeling and we were both staring at each other’s eyes. 


*****

I shot up in bed, almost falling out of it. My mattress was drenched with my perspiration. It was still dark outside and the ceiling fan was going strong. I looked down in my hands and saw the still glowing screen of the Kindle I had been reading when I fell asleep. I was definitely going to have to tone down the stories I read before nighttime. It simply wouldn't do for me to have such exciting dreams more than one night in succession, not if I ever wanted to make it back to work the next day. 

The end. 

Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant





Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish. 

Naturally demure young Elizabeth quickly discovers that she simply doesn’t  have the will to say No! Whatever Lord Benjamin wants, he gets. 

This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 

Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna is an eighteen-year old high-school student that is struggling to manage her time between applying for college, submitting scholarship applications and her two jobs moonlighting as a cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life is tough and joyless until she falls under the dark influence of Jake, a professional dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 

Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has something else entirely on his mind. The rich older billionaire is an expert when it comes to understanding human nature. 

He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His professional instinct is proven right yet again when he provokes the young and reserved Ms. Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18

years of age. 

Thank you for reading On My Knees, Wet, and In Control. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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