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  MY DEVOTED SUBMISSIVE


  When I received Douglas’s letter, I was immediately interested in his proposal, though it was something I hadn’t had before: a direct inquiry from a submissive male. Douglas told me in his letter that he got my name from a friend. His intention was for me to paddle him soundly on his bare ass. He didn’t say why he needed such treatment, except that he’d been yearning for a zealous punishment for some time.


  “… if there is anything I can do to please you, to sway your decision, please let me know. Knowing that you provide such a service as you do, gives me hope that this quirk in my personality can somehow be satisfied.”


  I could tell right away that the poor boy had a strong need beyond just simple punishment. I’d met such men before.


  Over the last several years, I’ve become accustomed to “doing favors” for business acquaintances who have unruly young gentlemen in their employ. I’ve been engaged for numerous rousing sessions with naughty boys, by employers not having the authoritarian sensibilities that are so natural to me. They find that I’m vigorous and thorough, applying necessary discipline on recalcitrant male bottoms, and have discovered that a good session with me has positive effects on their worker’s future performance. 


  These interesting arrangements serve me well, for I cannot deny that administering a hair brush or strap to a fine youthful set of male cheeks and seeing them turn bright crimson gives me an extraordinary feeling of satisfaction.


  But in reference to Douglas, I’ve found that there are two types of men I’ve had the good fortune to discipline. There are those that come to me, usually once. Their errors are quickly fixed by one session; having no intention of repeating the process, they quickly mend their ways or quit their job. Most of the men I discipline are of this kind. But there are those others, like Douglas, that seek discipline and punishment as a way of life, an aspect of their psyche that affects them deeply, usually in ways they don’t even understand. With my assistance, they find a degree of satisfaction in their lives that they wouldn’t have without my exacting treatment.


  I recall the first such young man to suggest to me this deeper need. Jeff was a new employee of my dear friend Caroline. She was terribly dissatisfied with his work despite his qualifications.


  “Do something with him Alexandra!” she directed me. She was totally exasperated with her attempts to move the young man in the right direction. “Perhaps with your guidance he’ll come around. I certainly hope so, or I’ll have no choice but to fire him.”


  I told her I’d be happy to accommodate her. It had been some time since I’d had the pleasure of a bottom poised and ready for my paddle, and I was enjoying the warm surge of sensation accompanying the thought.


  When Jeff arrived at my office that afternoon, he was trembling terribly, but surprisingly submissive to the punishment he was about to receive. With most men there’s usually some brief battle when they challenge me; though having their jobs on the line, they quickly change their tune. With Jeff, however, there was no fight at all, almost as if he was looking forward to the paddling.


  “Has Caroline told you what’s going to happen?” I asked him.


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  “Good,” I said, appraising him carefully. He was so anxious I almost felt sorry for him—wiping his damp palms against his trousers, beads of sweat on his brow.


  I pulled my paddle from the bottom drawer of my desk and let him see it. He trembled even more as he stared at the menacing instrument. I’d had it specially made for sessions like this; much like the backside of an oval shaped hairbrush, it was smooth, sleek and black.


  “Have you been spanked recently?” I asked him.


  “No, ma’am.”


  “Were you as a child?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  I appreciated his naturally polite demeanor.


  “Then you can think of this in much the same way as your parents’ discipline. Caroline only wants what is best for you, of course that being what’s best for her company. From what I gather, your untimely mistakes have cost her dearly in the past few weeks. I hope this puts you on the right track.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he replied.


  “Remove your trousers,” I ordered him. (It’s a most tantalizing feeling giving them that order; it takes the punishment from the imagination to real life, and demonstrates my control over these poor souls.)


  Jeff’s blush was nearly instantaneous; and he should blush, considering what I was about to do to him.


  I watched him hesitate. His hands shook, though he finally found his way to his belt buckle, undoing the clasp. He couldn’t look at me for his embarrassment. 


  “You’re taking too much time, Jeffrey, the more you hesitate the longer I will use this paddle on your bottom.”


  After that, he wasted no time in dropping his pants to the floor and stepping out of them. In just his shirt and underwear he looked all the more submissive.


  “Come here,” I ordered and he was quick to stand in front of me as I assumed my place in the straight back chair I always use for such occasions. I briskly pulled the boy over my knee and noted the lovely roundness of his tight ass cheeks as I gazed at them through the fabric of his briefs. With a finger under the elastic, I slowly pulled them down, hearing Jeff gasp as I did.


  As was normal, his manhood was rising, though I ignored that. At the moment, I preferred to consider the delicious sight of his creamy white buns … so round, so fresh, inviting the paddle to bring out a rosy blush. I could see how nervous Jeff was; his poor rear cheeks were clenched so tightly. 


  Raising my arm, I let the paddle fly with a resounding whack against his left ass cheek.


  “Yeow!”


  The blow wasn’t hard, I’m sure his response was shock more than pain.


  The second blow landed on his right cheek, but without the accompanying cry. I then began leveling the instrument across his bottom in steady rhythmic whacks, though these first were not intended to be too biting. I’d save the most severe for later. I planned a long paddling, letting him get used to the treatment a little at a time.


  “Yeow, ow ouch!” He began to cry out again.


  After my initial round of whacks, I began another, increasing the intensity just a little, covering every inch of his delightful bouncing rear.


  “Ouch ow, please!” he wailed. As the blows became more severe, so was the sting, and so was Jeff’s obvious distress. “Ouch, ow, oh gawd no!”


  “Hush! You’re going to take every bit I have to give; if you think I’m stopping now, you’re in for a rude awakening.” And for good measure, I decided to give the center of his cheeks a special treatment, directing at least a half dozen whacks on each, one whack right on top of the last, so that those two fiery spots would burn like hell!


  “Oh, my gawd, no! No, ow, please,” he shrieked, squirming wildly on my lap.


  “Be still!” I ordered and I smacked him hard.


  “Ow, ouch, please, Alexandra.”


  “Ah! You can take a good deal more than this young man. You’ll have a lesson you’ll not forget, do you understand?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  As I continued, I was determined that he got the message. The crimson on his bottom was fast turning a deep shade of purple, and his cries were becoming more distressed. I paused only to let him get ready for the next.


  “Oh, ma’am please, please stop,” he pleaded.


  “When I say it’s enough, then it’s enough. Do you understand me?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he replied pitifully. “Ouch, ooo gawd!”


  As the paddling continued, I realized there was a discernible difference in the tone of his cries from the first ones. Rather than wails of horrible distress, he was beginning to moan as if there was something unexpected taking place.


  “Oh, ah, ah, augh,” the deep sounds from him, seemed almost musical. And with this change in tone, I was soon aware that his manhood was rising even more than when he’d first laid down across my knees. I leveled another round of strokes to find that this change continued. His jerking, jiggling changed too, as his bright red fanny was moving erotically, there was no other way to describe it.


  “Have you learned your lesson, Jeffrey?” I finally asked, not sure I wanted him sexually aroused. After all, this was a punishment!


  “Yes, ma’am, oh yes, ma’am, I have.” There was such a sweet softness in his voice.


  “Then we’re done,” I said, with two last emphatic swats. I let Jeff recuperate for a moment, not pushing him from my lap too quickly. I took the time to relish the sight of his punished bottom; I would have loved to caress it, it was so appealing. 


  “You can get up now,” I said at last. And as he rose, I returned to my desk waiting for him. Once he’d dressed, he stood before me.


  “So, have you learned something today?”


  “Oh yes, ma’am,” he said. “Thank you. Really. Thank you. I … I really needed that.” He stumbled over his words, but they were sincere. Never had one of my charges been so honest to admit his need.


  Jeffrey saw me many times on a regular basis. It seemed that he would find some small thing to upset Caroline enough that she would send him my way for another session over my lap. It became clear to both Caroline and I that Jeff was more content when he regularly faced my paddle. I came to recognize that after each encounter, the young man was truly grateful for the stern discipline, his face would brighten. His attitude was more peaceful. And … he was always delightfully aroused, a state I assumed he took care of in his own way. Spanking satisfied him, and I was only too glad to accommodate his need. 


  Which brings me back to Douglas.


  I had a feeling, from Douglas’s letter, that he might be just like Jeff; and curious about his proposal, I called him to see how serious he was about his desires.


  “Tell me what it is you need, and don’t be vague. I don’t have time to waste,” I told him after I’d introduced myself.


  “Well, ma’am, I’m looking for a female to serve, a dominant woman that will give me the discipline I need.”


  “How interesting,” I commented. My mind was racing with a dozen fascinating thoughts. Having a good submissive man at my beck and call could give me even more satisfaction than I was already getting from my sessions with Caroline’s naughty boys. This new dimension to my own dominant urges was certainly appealing, and Douglas’s proposal in particular sounded very tempting.


  I agreed to have him come to my home for our first meeting, to see how compatible we would be. And fortunately, once he arrived, it took little time to figure that the arrangement he had in mind would likely work for both of us.


  Douglas was not much younger than I was, and to my surprise and delight he was not anything like the young “pups” I’d been spanking for Caroline. A mature business executive, with a pleasing smile, he seemed to know without any reservations what it was he was looking for. I’m not sure who was more pleased with the initial first impression.


  Though he was older than the men I was accustomed to, he did share those younger men’s “naughty” inclinations. And standing before me as I lounged on my divan, I made him tell me everything he wanted.


  “You can have no secrets from me if I’m to assume control of your behavior, is that understood.”


  “Yes, Alexandra,” he answered. 


  “Then tell me, what naughty thoughts or deeds have you feeling so dreadfully guilty?”


  “My thoughts of you, Alexandra,” he answered timidly.


  “Of me?” I feigned surprise.


  “I don’t just want to have you spank me just because I’m bad … it also makes my dick hard, to think of being taken over your lap and spanked.”


  “Is that so?” I replied. “Well, you are a nasty boy.” I watched him blush like a child. “Perhaps once I’ve paddled you, you’ll have a different point of view.”


  “That’s what I was hoping.”


  I was experienced enough to know that the paddling would only turn him on even more, but then wasn’t that the point. Though I couldn’t wait to get on with the punishment, I decided to play the scenario to the hilt. He’d either regret this day, or find it the most gratifying one he’d ever had.


  “If I provide you with this need of yours, you will have to serve me as I please,” I informed him.


  “Oh yes, Alexandra, that’s exactly what I want.”


  “You’ll find me demanding.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “I expect complete compliance.”


  “I understand.”


  Everything about his demeanor indicated that he was more than willing.


  “Well then, let’s see, how shall we begin …” I mused aloud, considering the many ways I could handle him.


  “I was hoping over your knee,” he promptly suggested.


  “Did I ask your opinion?” I shot back.


  “No, ma’am.”


  “Then don’t offer it,” I rebuked him sternly.


  “I’m sorry.” 


  “I’m afraid you’ll have to earn a punishment over my knee, a good strapping over the back of my couch is all you’ll have today, if you get anything at all.”


  “Anything would please me.”


  “Then get on with it, present your naked bottom to me, over the couch. Now!”


  I watched him hastily remove his pants, and bend over the back of my plush green sofa. I enjoyed looking at the lovely white of his bottom as it appeared against the dark green. It would soon be a marvelous red, but not so quickly … Douglas was too eager, he needed to wait a bit.


  “Don’t move,” I instructed him. “You stay here until I return, and think about your nasty thoughts and desires, and why this punishment is so necessary.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he answered.


  I walked out of the room and let his pretty buns hang in the air for a good half-hour. When I returned, I appraised his firm round cheeks for some time, thinking how they’d look burning bright red. Douglas would soon be squirming and howling like crazy. It certainly would be delightful to have him around on a regular basis … for lots of reasons!


  In my hand, I held a strap, a two-foot long, two-inch wide, oiled leather. I flicked it in the air so he could hear the ominous swish.


  “You have a naughty, naughty mind Douglas, we’ll see if that changes with this.”


  I raised my arm and the leather cut through the air landing squarely across my submissive’s fine smooth flesh. He jerked, but like most men, he attempted to remain in control, letting out only a low grunt.


  Smack! The leather landed over the same spot.


  He grunted again.


  Another smack, smack, smack, I made sure each vigorous cut landed exactly on top of the last for maximum effect. Finally, after at least a dozen, my brave boy let out a ferocious yell.


  “Oh, gawd, please!”


  “Ah, so we’re not so stoic after all,” I observed. I leveled another two well-placed smacks.


  “Yeow!” he cried again.


  The pain was no doubt excruciating, though I noticed even as he was finally moved to scream that his dick was swelling nicely. 


  “You are a nasty boy.”


  “Oh gawd!” he cried with the smack that followed.


  This time the blows landed above and below the others, giving his entire backside a nice red blush.


  “Yeow, ow, please!”


  I had landed a few deliberately at the top of his thighs, and they must have hurt like hell.


  “You won’t forget this day Douglas, never!” I vowed.


  “Ouch! Miss Alexandra, please!” he begged.


  As I began my next set, I started at his thighs, at the base of his round cheeks, the fleshiest part of his bottom, slowly deliberately making each cut a little higher than the last, until I was at the top of his ass end.


  I didn’t bother to listen to his pleas, I knew he could take a good deal more. I did pause for a moment, just to let him recoup enough so he could endure what followed. 


  “I do think it’s going to take another weighty session tonight to complete your punishment.” It was an unexpected idea but it seemed perfectly fitting for both our needs. 


  “Yes, Alexandra.” He was moaning, half in pain and half in pleasure.


  “We’ll stop for now. And then, you’ll have another round before I’m finished with you tonight.”


  I laid the strap down next to him, across the back of the couch, and moved back to my place on my divan, reclining against the soft pillows, the paddling was positively exhausting. Douglas remained in his submissive pose until I spoke again. “Come here,” I purred.


  The poor man was now so meek and well punished, so thoroughly subdued that he was quickly on his knees at my side, such soft sweet eyes he had. We looked at each other for some moments without speaking. There was an instantaneous moment when something clicked between us. It seemed as if we had both found something special in what had just taken place. And as if that was not pleasure enough, it appeared we were quickly heading for some new very pleasing territory.


  “May I massage you, Alexandra?” Douglas asked humbly.


  “You may,” I replied. My fired loins were only too happy for some earnest attention.


  I stroked his hair as his hands began to caress my thighs, moving with great care under the hem of my skirt.


  “Ah! That’s perfect,” I murmured, as the pleasure was quickly mounting. “You’re going to make a fine submissive.”


  “I hope so,” he replied, as he continued to stroke the bare skin above my stockings.


  “You take care of my needs, perhaps you’ll get to take care of yours too,” I suggested with meaningful gleam.


  “I’d like that very much,” he answered eagerly. As his hands made their way deeper up my skirt, I lay my head back, relishing his ardent attentions. And when his mouth descended to the sopping crescent of my sex, I let out an impassioned gasp. It was all the encouragement he needed to proceed. Pulling away my panties, the strokes of his tongue were as dear to me as the strokes of my strap against his rear were dear to him. 


  A tender sweet surge of orgasm claimed me and I realized that I’d indeed found a most enchanting satisfaction of my own, being serviced by my devoted submissive. As I recovered from my pleasure, I looked down to see him smiling broadly as I smiled back at him. It seemed he knew my needs as well as I knew his.


  “Would you like me to cook your dinner this evening?” he asked.


  “Before I punish you again? Of course,” I answered sternly, though there was a distinct lightness in my voice that Douglas could not help but hear.


  He flashed me a delicious grin.


  By then, I had little doubt that he and I were destined for a long, fulfilling relationship.




  DOMINANT IN TRAINING 


  Smack! My wicked wooden paddle came down across his burning buns with another furiously resounding thwack!


  “Yeow!” he cried out.


  He always tried holding back, his manliness not wanting to give into the pain. But he gave in at last, and this time it didn’t take long. I started out with very vigorous swats, without any warm-ups and I continued from there. I was furious with my dear Douglas.


  Smack!


  “I’m sorry, please,” he finally cried.


  “I’m sure you are.” I’d rushed home to see him. My darling submissive had been on a business trip for two weeks and I must admit I missed him terribly, and looked forward to his coming home. When he wasn’t there as he had told me he would be, I was livid to say the least. At least he could have called, that would have reduced my anxiety, if not his punishment. I fumed for two hours until he finally walked in the door. Showing no mercy, he was over my lap as quickly as I could get him there.


  Finally finished with his punishment, I pushed Douglas brusquely to the floor. Then again maybe I wasn’t finished with him, I wondered, as I looked at him trying to recoup from the shocking homecoming. Punishing him was so satisfying, his rear cheeks were a lustrous red, just the way I like them best.


  “My plane was detained,” he explained, when he caught his breath enough to speak.


  “I suppose so, but you have no idea how angry I was coming home to the house without you being here. Especially when I was thinking about it all day. I expected you to have it all warm and cozy just like you told me last night on the phone.” I continued to scold him, wanting him to suffer for his slight. “You didn’t even call me.”


  “I know it doesn’t matter to you, Alexandra,” Douglas said, “but we were caught on the runway, there was no way I could call.”


  I eyed him sternly, but my resolve was beginning to crumble. “Well, come here,” I purred. My horniness was catching up with me, two weeks without his divine attentions, and all I could think of was him servicing my cunt for the next eight hours straight to make up for it.


  Douglas scrambled to me. I’m sure he was as horny as I was, even though he knew he’d have to satisfy me first. He quickly buried his face between my legs letting his glorious tongue play with all my favorite places.


  “Ah yes, ah,” I moaned, a delicious feeling of satisfaction took over. I bucked against him as my body soared. I probably squeezed his head too tightly with my throbbing thighs, but I didn’t care. I was greedily lost in my selfish, self-seeking moment.


  “Ooooo Douglas, you are good!” I praised him, when I finally came down to earth.


  “Forgive me?” he asked.


  “Let’s see your bottom,” I replied.


  The red was fading, but his skin was still warm from the paddling. I massaged it affectionately and he groaned. “Oh yes, thank you, Alexandra,” he cried, grasping his cock, he would be off in seconds.


  Once Douglas had cleaned us both, we padded like lovebirds into the kitchen to scare up a meal.


  “Did I tell you Doug, we’re entertaining Kathleen and Andrew tomorrow night?”


  “Really?” he looked at me curiously.


  “I told her I’d show her how to keep Andrew in line.”


  “Ah, I see,” he answered. “You think he’ll be receptive to this way of life?”


  “Oh, god yes! Andrew practically begs to be dominated. He just doesn’t know it yet. I could have that man eating out of the palm of my hand in one evening.”


  “I’m sure you could, you’re a genius for taming men, but is Kathleen up to the task?”


  I shrugged. “That’s up to Kathleen, All I plan to do is show her how to put the ornery bastard in his submissive place.”


  “He can be a bit of an egotistical prick, if you’ll excuse my commentary,” Douglas added. He was putting together a big tossed salad, that would no doubt taste terrific. I watched him with my mouth watering, popping croutons in my mouth. 


  “Stop that!” he snapped at her lightly. 


  “Stop what?”


  “You promised not to eat my creations until they’re done.”


  “Don’t get surly, there will be plenty left,” I shot back. “Besides, you bark at me again you’ll give me reason to redden your fanny again.”


  “You don’t need a reason, my dear Alexandra,” Douglas reminded me affectionately. “My buns are all yours.”


  “You’re right about that,” I said, “Come here with that spoon.”


  Douglas bent over and I gave him twenty with the wooden spoon, bringing back the rosy glow on his ass cheeks. He didn’t protest that much, we were both into an erotic rapture that was likely to last all evening long. We teased each other mercilessly, and punctuated the playfulness with more sound paddlings and some righteous fucking.


  The next evening, Douglas and I took great pains to prepare ourselves for the impending special event, starring Kathleen and Andrew. We intended to set the tone early for the casual and revealing evening. Douglas wore silk pajama pants and nothing on top. I liked looking at him, seeing his bulging muscles, thinking how he was completely at my mercy, this brute of a man.


  For myself, I was wearing a short leather skirt and a leather corset that pushed my tits into a fine cleavage, and my thigh-high boots. The costume was my only venture into dominatrix attire. I wasn’t the type to go any great extremes, yet this particular costume seemed to have a peculiar effect on Douglas. Every time I wore it, his cock would instantly stiffen.


  As we dressed, I thought of the interesting possibilities the evening posed. The idea of starting a brand-new twist in my dear friend Kathleen’s relationship was very intriguing.


  “So, you’re going to show me off tonight,” Douglas asked, just as we were about ready to go downstairs.


  “Yes,” I said.


  “You’ll paddle me in front of them?”


  “I’ll likely use the strap,” I conjectured.


  “You don’t think that will be a little too severe? I mean with Andrew being taken by surprise.”


  “You let me be the judge, my dear,” I replied.


  “I just thought …. “


  “You’re just getting scared, Douglas, I can see it in your eyes.”


  “I am not,” he objected.


  “Don’t disagree with me, you never get testy unless you’re afraid.” He wanted to reply, I could see the words forming on his lips, but he was silent. “This’ll do you good to have a challenge. You haven’t had a decent one in a while. I’ll likely let Kathleen have you, just to get in practice.”


  His trepidation was what I expected from him, though it didn’t bother me, since I had no doubt that my well-trained husband would perform exactly as I directed. On another night I’d have probably taken him over my knee just for this small hesitation; but it was almost time for Kathleen and Andrew to be arriving and we had to get downstairs. Besides, he’d have plenty of good sound swats before the night was over.


  Douglas and I had entertained Kathy and Andrew a number of times before, but obviously there had been no real discussion of our private lives. I suppose there were clues that an astute observer could pick up about our relationship; but I suspected that Andrew would be surprised by the turn of things later in the evening. Kathleen, on the other hand, had been aware for some time of the unusual aspects of my marriage. She was shocked when I first told her that Douglas craved, indeed needed, regular spankings on his naked bottom, and I was more than happy to oblige. But some months after that initial revelation, I found her asking me repeated questions about how our spanking life really worked. 


  “I think I’d like to do something like that to Andrew, especially when he’s so moody. He’s infuriating, and he gets so agitated I’d just like to slap him!” 


  “Perhaps a good spanking is exactly what he needs,” I suggested. There was an odd look in her eye. “Want to give it try?”


  “I think so,” she answered firmly. I could see that the idea had ignited her imagination. “I just hope Andrew will be as yielding as Douglas is.”


  “Oh, there’s sometimes an uproar at the start, but it’s just a little fear of breaking the traditional man/woman boundaries. If Andrew is at all like Douglas, he’ll thank you for it once you take the plunge.”


  “You know thanking me is the least of my concerns right now. I just want a ready answer to his rotten attitude.”


  I remember thinking at the time, that Kathleen and Andrew were a perfect couple for the kind of life that Douglas and I lead. Kathleen is a remarkable woman; she isn’t so much beautiful as she is dramatic, with dark skin and eyes, and raven black hair that she often ties back with a clasp, giving her an elegant if not severe look. I’d watched her come into her own in the last several years as her small business blossomed and she found herself relishing the authority and power that went with it.


  Marrying Andrew, she chose a man who was decidedly different from her. Though he was handsome and charming, a perfect complement to Kathleen’s charm and good looks, Andrew was much more reserved than his wife, an artist who withdrew into his work and needed a good strong woman like Kathleen to “take care of him.” Though I knew she loved him dearly, I could see that he was likely frustrating, demanding and egotistical, the way many artistic types often are.


  She was probably correct in her appraisal of Andrew’s real needs, including the need for some good sound discipline to bring him off his “high horse.”


  When the doorbell rang at eight o’clock, Douglas and I were both there to greet our guests.


  Kathleen instantly recognized our attire as appropriate for the games we intended to play that evening. Andrew on the other hand was momentarily taken aback.


  “You look ravishing tonight, Alexandra,” Andrew finally commented. “A little frightening, I might add.”


  “Ah, you noticed,” I said.


  “How could I not?” he answered, giving me the once over again, from the high-heel boots to the cleavage atop my leather corset.


  “Just another side of me,” I replied. Everyone but Andrew knew what I meant.


  We escorted our guests downstairs to our “playroom.” This special basement room was, in fact, one of our favorite rooms in our large home. It was originally intended to be an old-fashioned men’s parlor. While the rest of our home had been modernized to a more eclectic contemporary theme, the lower level was still very rustic. It revealed the hundred-year-old home’s original roughhewn beams in the high ceiling, stone walls and the massive fireplace—that on this night was roaring brightly, keeping the room well-warmed for our intended antics. There was a thick burgundy carpet covering the floor, a wall of dark cherry bookshelves and cabinets, and several brown, leathers couches, all giving the room an old-style European ambience that suited our taste in pleasure.


  Douglas called it my dungeon, though I’d never employed any whips and chains usually associated with that kind of place. We kept our dominant/submissive relationship to the simpler accouterments: paddles, straps, leather spankers, couches, benches and my lap. Occasionally, I tied his hands, when they threatened to get in the way, or I was exceptionally put off. But I always thought that the best bondage was that of the mind. His own desires usually kept him in his place.


  “So, what’s going on here tonight?” Andrew finally asked when he’d become aware that it wasn’t the friendly gathering that he was accustomed to.


  I saw Kathleen sigh with a small tremor of reluctance, and I knew I’d have to take the lead if we were to ever get anywhere with our plans.


  Rescuing my friend, I began by suggesting to Andrew that I thought he might want to know a little more intimate side of Douglas and me.


  “More intimate? I don’t think I’m particularly interested in seeing you screw, if that’s what you mean,” he quipped jovially. 


  “That’s not quite what I had in mind,” I replied. “This is something that both Kathleen and I thought you’d find fascinating.” 


  “Oh? So, what is it?” He was looking at me cautiously. I don’t think he’d ever quite trusted me, because I never let him get away with barking at me or Kathleen; though to date, I’d only verbally admonished him when he started to sass.


  “You see Andrew, Douglas has been a bit of a naughty boy,” I said. My husband and I were sitting side by side on a couch opposite Kathy and Andrew. I was stroking Douglas’s hair and purring like a kitten. (Though I was ready to bare my claws.) “Isn’t that right, Douglas?”


  “Yes, my dear,” he replied.


  “And he’s going to be paddled on his bottom.”


  “What!” Andrew looked at me astounded.


  “That’s right, he’s learned that his best self comes out when he’s my submissive little lamb.”


  “You put up with this Doug?” Andrew replied disbelieving the whole thing. 


  My husband only smiled.


  “And you will too,” Kathy piped in evenly.


  “Wait a minute!”


  “Douglas, get me the long strap,” I ordered, and he quickly rose to comply with my wishes.


  As I stood, I directed my attention to Andrew sitting shell-shocked across from me. Looking down, I made certain he was looking directly at me as I didn’t want him to miss one word of explanation. “You watch very carefully, my friend, because it’s going to be you next. Your behavior is frightful and Kathleen is going to learn tonight just how to tame that cocky attitude of yours.”


  With that, I briskly moved on, realizing that the best weapon in this scenario was to keep Andrew off guard.


  “You know why you’re getting this?” I asked, now directing my attention to Douglas, who had presented me with the leather razor strap. 


  “Yes, I do,” he replied. 


  “So, tell our guests.”


  “You’re still angry that I was so late last night, and I know you didn’t appreciate my balking over your plans tonight.”


  “Very good. And now that you’ve nailed down the reasons, down with your pajamas.”


  “This is absurd!” Andrew barked as he tried to rise from his seat.


  “Sit down,” Kathleen snapped, pressing the palm of her hand against his thigh.


  Surprisingly he did. I half expected him to march out the door, but it appeared that Andrew was as yielding as I hoped he’d be.


  Douglas had his back to them. Even so, stripped naked, I could see my husband’s face turning crimson from embarrassment. Had our guests been able to view the state of his erection, I’m sure Douglas would have been even more embarrassed. This was turning into a most satisfactory episode. Whether it help out Kathleen or not, I was sure it would be successful adventure for Douglas and me.


  “Bend over the back of the chair,” I instructed. Douglas had to lean over and scoot the chair around so that the leather back was facing him. It hit him at a perfect height, so that when he bent over his nakedness protruded before me, poised and ready for the strap. Douglas knew to grab the opposite edge of the chair seat below in order to steady himself. As I mentioned, he was as “bound” as he’d ever need to be, so splayed out and exposed.


  “Watch carefully so you’ll know what to do,” I advised our curious observers.


  “Never!” I heard him exclaim, though most of his protest was drown out by the sound of the leather’s first swish in the air and loud snap against my husband’s bottom.


  Douglas stiffened, but he said nothing. From the corner of my eye, I could see that Andrew stiffened too, even though it was not his bottom being thrashed.


  I stood back and let the strap fly once more, this time the long leather hit the center of his ass cheeks, though the very end of the piece wrapped around his hips, biting into his tender flesh. He emitted a low growl, but he was holding fast. I loved mocking his attempts to be brave and not cry out. I always won, but it was interesting to see how long he’d go before he’d cave in and cry like a child. 


  Snap! I let the leather sing through the air, and it wickedly wrapped about his bottom. I snapped the leather several more times, covering the entire area of his ass, making certain that a nice red blush was rapidly rising. I knew the longer I went, the more it would burn, but still Douglas persisted in keeping his silence. Such a courageous boy!


  I turned for an instant to catch the eye of our guests, and saw that they both were fascinated. Andrew was nearly on the edge of his seat, though I had no fear that he would bolt the scene, he looked totally enthralled; and if I was not mistaken, I could see that his cock was beginning to throb inside his pants. As I deliberately stared at Andrew’s crotch, Kathleen looked too. When I saw that she’d noticed the rising member, I returned to my work, snapping off three more cuts across Douglas’s waiting posterior.


  “Yeow!” Douglas suddenly cried. 


  “Ah, so it’s hurting you,” I jibed.


  “What do you think it’s doing?” Andrew abruptly blurted out.


  “Hush,” Kathleen ordered.


  And again, he complied automatically, as if he weren’t in charge of himself anymore. It wasn’t like Andrew to watch so impassively, that is unless he was witnessing something that really struck home. Doing my part toward his re-education, I peeled off several more thundering snaps, watching Douglas twitch and jerk and grunt unhappily in reply. Deciding that he was warmed up enough, I turned to Kathleen.


  “Your turn.” 


  “Mine?” She pointed to herself.


  “Yes, yours. Let’s see how it feels.”


  Kathleen smiled as she realized that she was going to get to strap his ass; and hastily rising from the sofa, she took my place with the leather in hand.


  “Believe me Kathleen, he won’t want you to hold back, just lay it on a few times hard and fast.”


  “Hard and fast?” she repeated.


  “Yes, and make it sizzle,” I added.


  With that, Kathleen raised her arm and let the strap fall against Douglas’s sore fanny. Giving in to her natural urges with enthusiastic zeal her repeated swats raised the red on my husband’s ass while the poor babe moaned and cried and twisted about.


  Though he was approaching his limit I wanted to be sure that Kathleen had a good feel for the process before she was finished.


  “Keep going, dear, and stop when you think he’s had all he can take.”


  Andrew and I watched intently as Kathleen raised her arm again and again. It was obvious that she was a natural dominant, and would make a worthy counterpart for Andrew’s submissiveness. She continued on for several more cutting snaps of the leather, laying these on with even greater fervor. My darling Douglas was in tears.


  When she finished, she stood almost frozen in her place. Andrew didn’t move either and of course Douglas was waiting for his command to rise.


  “How does it feel being in control that way?” I asked my friend.


  She blushed, almost embarrassed by the feelings, “It feels terrific.” As she finished her statement she looked directly at her husband.


  “Oh, no,” he shook his head, “Oh, no you’re not going to do that.” He may have been protesting but he made no attempt to get away. It was all false objections, I think all three of us knew that.


  “Oh, yes,” Kathleen purred back in response. “You naughty little bastard, I should have been tanning your bottom for months.”


  “No, Kathleen, this is absurd.”


  “Maybe so, but look how happy these two are, I think it’s time we tried their methods, come here.” She still clutched the strap in hand.


  “No, no I can’t.”


  “Get up Andrew,” I bellowed. “Douglas go wait in the corner until I call you.” My own submissive quickly rose from his place over the back of the chair and padded off to the opposite corner of the room.


  “Just look at those fine buns, Andrew,” I ordered him. “Yours will be looking just the same.”


  The poor man was petrified, but I knew he was conquered. There was a lusty look in his eye, as if he suddenly found something that had been absent before. He was bewildered, but he’d obey.


  “Now get up,” I ordered again, this time I pulled him from his seat and led him to the chair where Kathleen waited for him.


  “You know there are lots of ways to proceed, this is by no means the only one, if you’d prefer an over the knee adventure, I’m sure Andrew would find that particularly pleasing.”


  “I can’t believe that this is happening,” he exclaimed.


  “Hush,” Kathleen told him. “No Alexandra, I want him just the way you had Douglas, it seems particularly punishing. I think Andrew will find it arousing too, but this first time we have a score to settle.”


  “Please Kathy, I’m sorry, I know why you’re angry,” he pleaded.


  “I’m glad you know Drew, but you’re not going to weasel out of this.”


  With that Kathy pushed him over the back of the chair, and reaching around his waist she grabbed his sweat pants and yanked them down so that they fell to his ankles. Pushing his sweatshirt up, she made certain that she had a clear target.


  “You don’t know how I’ve been imagining this day. I’ve been dreaming of punishing your ass for months.”


  “Then be my guest,” I said, backing away so that my friend had all the room that she needed.


  “Oh no, I want you to go first, Alexandra,” she instantly objected. “After all, you introduced me to this pleasure I think you should have first ‘crack’.”


  I smiled at the pun.


  “Razor strap?” I questioned.


  “Fine with me, though when it’s my turn I thought I’d use that wooden paddle.” She nodded to the cabinet where Douglas had retrieved the strap. Still open, all my implements were hanging there in full view, including the paddle that she mentioned.


  “Anything you like,” I told her. And with that I took her place beside her submissive Andrew and prepared myself for a rollicking good time on this virgin target. The poor man was trembling miserably. Little did he know what an exquisite encounter with pain he was about to endure.


  Snap!


  “Yeow!” he howled immediately.


  “Hush,” I warned him, “I’m only starting.”


  I let off a good half dozen strong whacks.


  Andrew was groaning and grunting, twisting around, in those first inexperienced ploys to get away from the sting. He’d learn fast that his wiggling would only make the strap come down in all the “wrong” places. He suddenly howled as the strap wrapped around his thighs catching him in the worst place of all.


  “Stand still and it’ll only be your bottom smarting,” I snapped.


  He stopped his little dance, and I began again. This time the leather landed squarely in the center of both cheeks. He groaned, though he didn’t cry out, as if he’d decided to take his punishment in a more manly way.


  I hauled off a half dozen more, laying the strap squarely on the softest flesh of his ass cheeks. I would have liked to have covered his entire back side, make it burning hot with stinging cracks, just the way that I disciplined Douglas; but this time I needed to defer to Kathleen who was waiting in the wings. After all, she was to be Andrew’s dear dominant, and I was just there to teach her the finer points of a good punishment.


  Once I had Andrew panting, and straining to remain in control, I stopped. “He’s all yours,” I announced, backing away from his steaming rear cheeks.


  Kathleen was positively flushed with excitement. She had the paddle in hand, a wooden instrument of some eighteen inches in length and nearly three inches wide. Douglas hated the thing, the wood was so very unyielding, unlike the more pliant leather. I wondered how Andrew would react to the change.


  Judging by the intense light in Kathleen’s eye I could see that this was indeed a moment of reckoning for she and her husband. She initially seemed just a touch reluctant, but now her purpose seemed very clear. She stepped forward boldly and with no further preliminaries, gave her husband several vigorous swats


  “Yikes!” he shouted in surprise. Obviously, the wood made a decidedly different impression on Andrew, too. The wood had such a sharp, unwavering sound against his cheeks. I could sense his distress, his response becoming more vocal, his movements in reply more pronounced. Even so, he appeared to be accepting his fate, as if he were welcoming the next blow.


  He moaned like a baby, then the tenor of his voice lowered as he began to plead. “Please, my love, I promise to behave. I’m sorry I’ve been so terrible to you… ” 


  “You can bet you’ll be sorry!” 


  “Oh, ouch, ouch oh!” He was jumping and dancing like crazy.


  I could see this bratty husband was paying for a long string of offenses, Kathleen was showing no mercy. But as his punishment continued, I could also see that there was something more than just mere punishment taking place.


  “Oh, oh my…” his voice trailed off, beyond his distress he was becoming hotly aroused.


  But seeing her husband move so seductively, Kathleen responded with even more zealous snaps of the paddle.


  If I was right, she was feeling her own sexual juices beginning to flow. It was a remarkable moment, the idea that my two friends were as enamored with this twist of sexual lust as Douglas and I were. It particular delighted me since I knew that once the sexual aspect was realized, it made the whole experience so much more gratifying. They may not know it now, but these two were “just getting started!”


  Kathleen laid on several final blows with particularly emphatic fervor. 


  “There,” she announced firmly. “Perhaps next time Drew you’ll think twice before you bark at me like an immature child!”


  “Yikes!” The last blow must have burned like a hot coal.


  “Now, go stand by Douglas, facing the wall,” she ordered, and he scurried like a guilty puppy to the corner of the room.


  If I had worried that Kathleen wouldn’t know how to end the experience, my worries were groundless. She was completely in charge. She’d been flushed with excitement at the beginning of the session, she was even more now at the finish. All her sullen, glowering expression had faded from her face, replaced by one of glorious triumph.


  “Alexandra, thank you,” she gushed, giving me a brief hug. “You don’t know how this will change things for us.”


  “Oh, but I’m sure I do.”


  We exchanged meaningful glances, gazing at the sight of our husbands’ punished bottoms, right there, side by side. The blush on Doug’s rear had faded from the arousing red it had been earlier, and Andrew’s was already beginning to diminish as well. What was important, however, was the message we’d communicated to them both—and that was something they’d remember for a long time.


  “You know, Alexandra, I’d like to stay, but …” Kathleen had a twinkle in her dark eyes. She was fidgeting nervously.


  “You’d like to go home and handle other things, too?” I suggested.


  “You read my mind.”


  “Well, by all means, Douglas and I have a few more things to cover, too …” I offered.


  “But you’ll be hearing from me soon, don’t worry. Andrew!” she called sharply to her submissive, “Get dressed; we’re going home.”


  I don’t think I’d ever seen anyone scamper so quickly to dress. Andrew was ready to leave in seconds as Kathleen and I said our good-byes.


  As I saw them to the door, I thought to myself that it would have been nice to have had some moments together to come down from the “high” we’d all been feeling. But I knew that Kathleen and Andrew had a few things more to get clear about before this session was completely over. They’d need the time alone.


  For myself, I still had my own dear Douglas to attend to, and so I briskly raced back down the stairs to claim my own night’s final satisfaction.


  I assumed that my “Dominant in Training,” Kathleen, and her submissive husband were well on their way to a glorious life, but just two weeks later, a problem arose and Kathleen called me for advice.


  ‘What’s the matter?” I asked hearing the sound of frustration in her voice.


  “Andrew.”


  “Again? I thought you were taking care of him?”


  “Well, that’s just it, it seems that he’s worse than ever, his grouchiness and nasty moods. I’m paddling his rear end every day and… I guess he likes it too much!”


  “He’s obviously found himself,” I suggested.


  “But, he’s still pissing me off, and now he’s even getting rewarded with the arousal he gets from the paddlings.”


  “Reward?” I queried.


  “Yes, he says the aftermath is the best sex he’s ever had!”


  “Well of course it is. But I think you’ve missed part of the point. You, Kathleen, have to remain in charge!”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Take control of the sex. Make him wait for his orgasm.”


  “You do that with Douglas?” she asked, completely amazed.


  “Absolutely. He has to earn his sexual release, and sometimes that takes days.” 


  “Ooooo, how nasty of you.”


  “You’re damned right,” I told her. “You’re just being a push over again. These men aren’t wimps you know. They’ll use every maneuver they can to get what they want, and Andrew’s using you again.”


  “So, what do you do with Douglas?” she asked.


  “He’s at my beck and call, whenever I want him. After a good rousing paddling, he’ll be between my legs lapping my juices for an hour… but he only gets his own release after I’ve toyed with him for a long time… I can’t say I’m cruel, but then again, I can be, if he really pisses me off. I may not let him come for days.” 


  “And he puts up with that?”


  “It’s all part of the game. He’d better put up with it. If he didn’t, it wouldn’t be worth my effort to discipline him.”


  “I guess I have more to learn,” she said with a sigh.


  “I’d guess so.”


  Listening to my friend’s distress, I had a novel idea that I thought might help her find the kind, sweet tempered man she was looking for. I invited her to lunch the next day to explain.


  The next afternoon we were sitting in a downtown cafe sipping wine, and I offered her my plan.


  “I think Andrew needs less punishment,” I suggested.


  “Less!”


  “Yes, and I would suggest, for a few months anyway, that you withdraw from doing the deed. Allow me.”


  She was eyeing me curiously as I spoke. I knew I didn’t have her convinced and the plan would take some further explanation.


  “We’ll meet weekly. Andrew will know the arrangement, and at our meeting he’ll be called to account for his behavior for the previous week. I’ll administer the punishment, and believe me it will only be punishment… and afterwards, now get this clearly,” I emphasized, “you go home and masturbate like the dickens if you want, have him lick you out a thousand times, but nothing for Andrew, not until he’s proven he can behave, and he’s really earned his good time.”


  I could see she was beginning to understand the plan even though there was a doubtful expression on her face.


  “Make him wait on you, pamper you like a babe, bathe you, feed you dinner, massage you, show you the respect you deserve. It’ll work.”


  “That’s awfully coercive,” she said.


  “Of course it is, and first he’ll be good humored and compliant just because he wants a good hot cum. But, after a while his consideration for you will really grow, and it’ll be genuine.”


  “I have to admit, you’re probably right about this, but you know I do like to wield that paddle. I mean you’ll be getting all the fun.”


  I laughed, knowing exactly what she meant.


  “Well, then, I’ll make Douglas yours for a month or two, and you can burn his bottom and get as aroused as you want.”


  “Really? You’d really let me take over punishing his buns.”


  “It’s only fair.”


  She smiled in agreement, and the deal was set.


  The next Saturday night become our day of reckoning.


  Kathleen, just as I instructed her, did nothing to Andrew the entire week before. No lectures, no punishments, no paddles, no straps, not even a mention of it. And just as I figured, when the two arrived at our house that evening, Andrew was frustrated, perplexed and beside himself with unmet needs.


  Because I wanted some time to access Andrew’s state of mind, we began the evening as a typical social gathering, no mention of punishment or spanking, not a word.


  “You have something up your sleeve, don’t you?” Douglas asked, when we were in the kitchen getting our drinks and snacks. I’d told my husband nothing of my plans with Kathleen, I wanted him surprised, too.


  “What’s makes you say that?” I remarked. 


  “I can spot the devious twinkle in your eye.” 


  “Am I that obvious?” I exclaimed lightly.


  “I can see right through you,” he replied with a jaunty grin. He was likely right, Douglas knew me very well; but he also knew what provided me with blissful satisfaction, and it usually provided him with the same.


  “Let’s just say there will be a new wrinkle in our lives for a few weeks. I’ll let the rest be a surprise.”


  “You’re horrible, you know,” he said, as he picked up a tray of drinks, and we prepared to rejoin our guests.


  “And you love it, my dear,” I purred in his ear.


  After about an hour, I knew all that I needed to know about both Kathleen and Andrew. He spent most of the time on the edge of sulking and surly. Not so much that we could really take notice of it, but enough to throw a wedge into what could have been a pleasant time. Once tired of the games, I was ready to begin. “Andrew!” I got his attention. 


  “What?” he turned to face me.


  “You know you’ve been a prick all evening?”


  “What?” He was dumbfound.


  “A prick,” I repeated for emphasis.


  “What’s this all about?”


  “The way I hear it, you’ve been a prick nonstop for two weeks.”


  “Hey, what gives… ” he said trying to recoup from the shock of my pronouncement.


  “You know exactly what gives. You get a real raging hard-on from a good, sound paddling and you’ve been an even bigger prick than usual just to get it.”


  “Hey, you may have started something with Kathleen, but it’s between her and me now.”


  “I don’t think so Drew,” Kathleen interjected. “I’ve had it with you, and things are going to change.”


  I couldn’t quite read Drew’s dour expression, but I knew we’d surprised the hell out of him.


  “For the next month, Alexandra is going punish you every Saturday night,” she explained. “Your attitude, your nasty remarks, and general surliness will be reported to her and she’ll thrash your ass accordingly. And then… when it’s over, I’ll decide what happens after… If you’ve earned the right to get off, you’ll get my permission. If you’ve been a bad boy, you’ll have to wait.”


  “You’re kidding?”


  “No, I’m not.” She was dead serious, and everyone in the room knew it, especially Andrew. “You don’t treat me like a queen, you don’t have any fun.” 


  “You wouldn’t,” Andrew protested. 


  “Oh, but I would,” she charged.


  Andrew gazed around the room bewildered, once again a bomb had dropped into his well-ordered life, and this time he wasn’t so sure he liked it. For once, he was not in control anymore.


  “Come here, Andrew, we’re going to start right now,” I said. As I spoke, I pulled him by the wrist, and before he was conscious of what was happening, I had him over my lap, my hands tugging on the top of his pants.


  “Kathleen!” he protested.


  “You’re going to learn who’s boss. I’m tired of the nasty way you treat me. And to do it just to get spanked because you like the sexual stimulation, that makes it worse than ever!”


  “But…”


  “Hush!” she ordered.


  I began with my hand. It was a pleasure to whack his rear flesh to flesh, though I knew that I’d have to graduate to a sturdy implement before it was over; there was no way my hand could stand the amount of punishment he was going to have to receive. But before I was finished with my hand, I made sure that I’d covered every inch of his rear flesh.


  “Hand me the hairbrush,” I finally ordered and my dutiful husband was quick to place the instrument in my hand.


  Eyeing the pink blush on my targeted ass, I resumed Andrew’s punishment, covering the pink with vigorously laid on swats of the wood. His bottom was bouncing on my lap, the flesh turning red and his body aroused. I could feel his member pressing furiously against my thigh, and it delighted me to think the poor man would have to wait and wait and wait to get himself off… he’d probably have wet dreams before Kathleen would consent to his orgasm.


  Whack!


  I continued on with whack after whack. He wiggled a bit, groaned and moaned, but he was surprisingly passive. I wondered if that meant that Andrew was really glad that he was finally going to have to account for his quarrelsome behavior. Did it mean that he was really happy to have someone take charge?


  “Oh, gawd, that hurts,” he finally blurted out when a nasty crack cut at the side of his bottom. I could sense he’d reached his limit, but I continued on, giving him at least another dozen whacks right in the center of his tightly squeezed bottom. “Oh, thank god,” he gasped when at last I pushed him off my lap.


  “I’m NOT done with you yet,” I warned him, “you stay right here like a good boy.” His cock was rock hard and he was wanting to stroke it. “Don’t you dare touch yourself until Kathleen orders you to,” I directed. “Now Douglas, your turn.”


  “Mine?” my husband looked at me all flustered.


  “You didn’t think you’d get away with nothing did you?” I said. He smiled at me. “For the next few weeks, you’ll have Kathleen to answer to, she’ll be taking charge of your spankings.”


  He looked at me wide-eyed. “You mean… nothing from you?”


  “Nothing,” I confirmed. “It’s only fair, since I’m taking charge of her brat.” I pulled gently on Andrew’s hair, and his face jerked up to look at mine. I’m sure he didn’t like my smirk.


  “But…” Douglas began to protest.


  “Don’t but me… I intend to teach Kathleen everything about taking care of a submissive, and a submissive taking care of her …. you’ll have all my wrath and hers if you start to balk… and you too,” I added, looking back at Andrew.


  Douglas looked at me astounded, but he knew he would comply.


  “This should do, don’t you think?” Kathleen asked. She sat down on the couch opposite me with a thong whip grasped firmly in her hand.


  “Oh, that’s delightful, he likes it all up and down his butt and thighs.”


  “God no!” Douglas objected looking at the dreaded leather thongs.


  I shook my head admonishingly. He immediately quieted. I knew he was in agony over the thought of that whip making strips across his flesh. I’d used it just the night before, and he was undoubtedly still sore. But like my good boy, he took a good deep breath and draped himself submissively over Kathleen’s lap.


  Andrew and I watched, as my friend began an ardent journey across Douglas’s backside with the ruthless instrument. This was not a soft implement, it stung like hell and before there were six lashes across his bottom, he was howling madly.


  “Oh, god, please stop!”


  Neither Kathleen or I paid any attention to his pleas. She continued on as we all watched my husband’s bottom redden to a perfectly beautiful hue. Once his punishment was well on its way, I pulled Andrew back over my lap and in melodic unison, we whacked both smarting buns.


  “Oh gawd!”


  “Ouch!”


  “Please, Alexandra!” 


  “No more!” 


  “Stop!”


  “Oh, gawd, no please!”


  Their submissive wails only added to the inherent pleasure of our mutual task. I knew that Kathleen and I had struck a perfect arrangement. I could see my friend renew her purpose, excite herself, and all the while keep the proper perspective with Andrew. A little more guidance from me and she’d have her petulant husband singing her tune in no time.


  This time, once we were finished, there was no going home right away for Kathleen and Andrew. No quick hot sex for Andrew’s purposes. She let him serve her food and drinks all evening long, massage her feet and hands, while she admonished him regularly for any nasty retort. “It’s all going to add up, my love,” she purred so sweetly.


  He grimaced, though I had to admit, he tried his best to obey. With Douglas as a good role model, by the end of the evening, he was watching his tongue and being perfectly submissive to her every whim.


  As they were about to leave, I gave Andrew a warning. “Remember next Saturday night, it all begins again. You have a whole week to think about it, and a whole week to practice a little humility and respect for your wife. She’ll be keeping track.”


  Andrew looked at me as if he wanted to protest, but I could see by his expression that he knew he had little choice. He’d found a pleasure in this strange idea of submission, and even the pain of the paddlings, once discovered, he wasn’t about to miss the benefits, even if he had to give up control and do it on Kathleen’s terms. He flashed me a reluctant smile, as if he was agreeing to what I’d said. “And next week Andrew?” I alerted him, “I think I’ll use the lash on you.”


  He looked at me suddenly petrified.


  “Oh, yes,” I added for good measure, “the lash will be perfect.”


  Kathleen looked at me as if she was in heaven. “I do think it’s time to get him home, Andrew has a few more chores to attend to before we go to bed.”


  “Enjoy yourself and remember the rules,” I instructed her.


  She smiled at me happily. “Don’t worry, I think we’re finally on the right track.”


  Douglas and I waved to them as they walked down the sidewalk to their car.


  “So my sweet, how’s your butt?” I asked, as I closed the front door.


  “Horrid,” Douglas admitted.


  “Oh, it can’t be that bad, you’ve had worse.”


  “I don’t remember when, she’s harder on me than you are!” he charged lightly. 


  “Is she now?” I commented. That was a challenge, I couldn’t let her beat me at my own game. 


  “Maybe, I should refresh your memory of me, you want some, you naughty boy?” I asked. 


  “God, no more punishment,” he retorted, “but I would like to have more of you.” He nuzzled up to me.


  “Is that so?” I gave his ass a good whack.


  “Ouch!”


  “Can’t have one without the other! It’s downstairs with you,” I said. I could tell he was ready for more, a lot more and so was I.


  “I thought I belonged to Kathleen these next few weeks,” he reminded me.


  “Oh, that’s just on Saturday nights,” I said, “but look…” I pointed to my watch, “it’s Sunday morning, and it’s my turn!”


  I whacked his ass all the way down the stairs, picked up the lash and gave him a good dozen more nasty snaps with the implement, but only to be sure his cock was nice and hard again.


  Once aroused I let him lick me off between my legs, while I caressed his tender backside with sometimes delicate, sometimes smarting blows to his rear. That made him all the more attentive to my fiery cunt.


  He’s such a perfect submissive, I thought to myself, I might even let him screw me silly all night long… it would only add to the heaven I was already feeling.




  MISS CLICK—PROVING HERSELF 


  The bell rang its shrill sound, grabbing everyone’s attention, reminding the students not already in their seats to scurry quickly to their desks before the clanging sound ended. The halls of Wickham Academy that had been filled with loud-mouthed revelry were abruptly silenced.


  With quiet reigning, the dozen rooms of students could all hear the distinct sound of high heels clicking down the well-polished hardwood floor.


  Clipt, clipt, clipt, clipt ….


  Miss Click. Even her name sounded like the sound of her heels against the wood. And the image of the fresh youthful teacher was immediately in the minds of 180 schoolboys as they listened to her walk from the one end of the hallway to the other.


  Miss Click was an anomaly at Wickham Academy. The sole female instructor, she was a pleasant curiosity for the entire male complement, teachers and students alike. As the founder’s granddaughter, it was no wonder she’d been hired to teach English Literature; but despite the pleasant diversion she offered in a normally priggish, mundane boarding school environment, it was quickly apparent that Miss Click was no soft, sweet pushover.


  While the sound of her heels snapping along the corridor may have conjured pleasant feminine images, it also conjured the picture of her pretty face scowling sternly with a grim expression, and her dark eyes glimmering heatedly in response to some recalcitrant youth’s devilish antics.


  She may have been young and relatively inexperienced as a teacher, but it didn’t take long before she was taking matters of discipline into her own hands.


  The first time was shocking.


  It was only the second day of school when Miss Click apprehended a young felon as she passed by the boy’s lavatory and smelled smoke coming from the other side of the door. Without warning, the young teacher burst into the lavatory, showing a side of her that no one had seen before. She proceeded to march the young offender down the hall while dozens of gaping eyes witnessed the spectacle. Moments later the boy was in her classroom, not in the headmaster’s office as everyone expected, and soon the terrifying sounds of a hard spanking were heard coming from inside.


  There were at least fifteen whacks, apparently applied with the standard wooden paddle. The sound was unmistakable to any boy who’d been at Wickham Academy any length of time. Each smack resounded through the air as it firmly landed on the boy’s posterior. Ears outside the classroom hardly had to strain to hear the boy’s attempts to muffle his grunting responses. And even as the young men listened to the sound they winced, thinking of their own moments bent over a teacher’s desk, a paddle rudely applied to their waiting bottoms. Funny, although the paddlings were intended to be a deterrent to their juvenile crimes, certain boys seemed to almost thrive on the exhilaration of the student/teacher game. They’d deliberately misbehave just to see how far they could get before the wrath of some staff member sent them to the headmaster’s office, or had them straightaway, “assuming the position” for a quick firm paddling by the teacher.


  That second day of the semester, Miss Click served notice to teachers and students that she had no intention of being intimidated, made fun of, or being taken as an easy mark. Because she was a woman, there were many who thought that she’d need to give away her disciplinary responsibilities to the male teachers. Even the headmaster was uncertain if she’d be able to handle the sometimes unruly young men.


  “Audrey, I realize you’ll be an oddity at Wickham, the only female,” the headmaster, Mr. Knoll, had said to her before the term began. “You will no doubt, run into some special situations because of that. I wonder if you might want to defer any serious disciplinary situations to Mr. Dunfee, perhaps?”


  Miss Click’s eyes flashed with lightning speed.


  “I beg your pardon, sir, but I have no intention of deferring to another teacher. If there’s a discipline problem in my class, I will handle it!”


  Mr. Knoll was impressed by Miss Click’s verve, though he didn’t show it.


  “These boys are man sized,” he warned, “I admire your determination, but your diminutive size may be to your disadvantage.”


  Miss Click bristled, though she tried to maintain a calm reserve in front of the headmaster. “In my two years of teaching, I’ve never had any problem with maintaining discipline, or administering punishment when necessary. These boys may be a rough and tumble lot, but I’ve seen worse. I have no doubt I can take care of any situation that arises.”


  If Mr. Knoll had his doubts about a female teacher in an all-male institution, they were beginning to be dispelled. Miss Click just might prove his suspicions wrong. He might even have to eat his words, he thought as he gazed at the resolute young woman, especially since he’d so passionately argued with the Board about hiring her in the first place. He’d thought the idea was “ill conceived, reeking with nepotism of the worst sort.”


  “Well, Miss Click,” he said, “I will take you at your word, since you’re so certain of yourself. Please understand, however, if you should need any assistance, I’ll be happy to help you out in any way.”


  “I appreciate that, Mr. Knoll, but I think you’ll find that I’m thoroughly competent in all areas of teaching.” She was greatly relieved that his patronizing tone had diminished. She was a woman with something to prove to an unsuspecting male world, and she had every intention of doing so.


  As the young teacher turned and walked from the room, Mr. Knoll stared at her retreating form, hoping that he’d be the fly on the wall that first time she’d have to wield punishment strokes against an offending rear end. The thought amused him.


  From the first, Miss Click was kind enough, though she was surprisingly stern. The teacher had hoped that the quick paddling with the smoker would be enough to send the message to her classes that she meant business. However, that was not to be. There were those who still found it necessary to test her resolve, as well as her mettle in handling the standard Wickham Academy discipline. They had to know firsthand exactly what they could get away with in her class.


  One day, during the second week of classes, her first hour literature class was passing notes from one end of the room to another.


  “Gentlemen,” she addressed the class, as she turned from the blackboard to face them. “Hand me the notes.”


  “Notes? What notes?” a smart aleck, Nate Willis cracked. He’d just crumbled one in his hand, assuming that Miss Click had not seen the deed. Though, the sound of crackling paper had not gone unnoticed.


  “The notes that have been going behind my back for the last five minutes,” she said, looking down at Nate with her eyes glaring. The boy shrugged. “Open your hand.”


  “Me?” he pointed to himself innocently, while his one hand with the crumpled note slowly disappeared under his desk.


  “Yes, you. You have a note in your hand,” she told him.


  “Oh, no, ma’am,” he said still defending himself. And he pulled his now empty hand from underneath the desk. He had an amused smirk on his face; his lip turned up at one end of his mouth. He gazed around the room, letting the class take notice of his flippant attitude.


  “I see,” Miss Clicked commented, “perhaps I was mistaken.” She gazed around the room, then settled her gaze on Nate again. “Someone will pay for this disruption in class, we’ll just see who that will be…” Saying no more she turned back to the board, writing down an assignment on nineteenth century poets.


  Nate shrugged her words off as he watched Miss Click, a nervous laugh escaping his lips. The whole class wondered what she meant by “someone will pay…” 


  Swats for passing notes? That was unheard of. Without further explanation, Nate and the whole class would sweat out the outcome.


  Later, as the class hour was ending, Miss Click, while sitting at her desk, leaned down and pulled something from her desk drawer.


  “I hadn’t thought I’d need to introduce this to you so soon, but since we’ve had a flagrant abuse of the rules already today, I think you should know that I intend to discipline my classes with traditional Wickham Academy methods.” Miss Click had pulled out a smooth wooden paddle; much like the one the other teachers had hanging in their coat closets for special occasions. The only difference the boys could note between this one and the others, was that the handle appeared smaller, no doubt made for a smaller feminine hand. “I don’t want there to be any doubts about my intentions. I do believe many of you have already heard how vigorously I apply this instrument?” She looked absolutely ruthless as she reminded the class of her adventure with the smoker. And again, her eyes rested on Nate Willis, as if she had something particular in mind.


  With that she let the paddle rest on the top of her desk and went back to her papers, while the boys were to read silently in their texts.


  A ripple of smirks and giggles went through the room, and dozens of eyes rested on Nate, who looked as if he’d slink to the floor and slither away. He tried to look tough, but it was becoming harder as the minutes of the period ticked away. Did she really intend to paddle him for passing notes? He was certainly not the only perpetrator, just the only one that had been caught. He didn’t like the idea of being singled out, but there was little he could do about the predicament, without snitching on the other boys. And that was something their “code of ethics” would never allow.


  “Miss Click,” Nate finally said, raising his hand. 


  “Yes, Nate,” she said, looking up at him. 


  “You’re not really gonna use that?”


  “Don’t slur your words young man, “gonna” is not good English.”


  “Yes ma’am, you’re not really going to use that?” he repeated. “I mean, it wasn’t even my note.”


  “So, you admit to having the note?”


  “I … uh.” She’d caught him.


  “You told me that you didn’t even pass them, so now you’re telling me you Lied.”


  “But I wasn’t the only one!” he protested. 


  “As far as I’m concerned, I have the culprit.” 


  “But, Miss Click,” Nate whined, “that’s not fair.”


  “Mr. Willis, if you can convince the other responsible parties to confess, then I suppose you’ll have some company, otherwise you’ll stay after class alone, and atone for the entire incident.”


  There was no way anyone would willingly get paddled at Wickham Academy, so there was little likelihood that the other boys would confess. Nate Willis knew right off that he was the scapegoat and he didn’t like it.


  “Hey, I’m not gonna stand for it,” Nate spoke sharply, his voice taking a sullen turn.


  The rest of the class held their breath as they saw Miss Click bristle angrily. They knew their friend was only sealing his fate with this feisty temper. But then that was Nate, never could keep his mouth shut, especially at critical moments like this one.


  “Mr. Willis,” Miss Click snapped.


  The bell rang.


  “Stay in your seat,” she added firmly, as Nate tried to rise with the others and move on to his next class.


  The boy collapsed back into his chair, and teacher and student waited until the classroom cleared.


  “It’s fortunate that I have my free period now,” Miss Click informed him. 


  “But ma’am…” he whined.


  “Pull the note from your pocket, Mr. Willis.”


  “What?”


  “It’s in your pocket, I saw you put it there. I don’t want you to think that I’m just arbitrarily punishing you. If lying is not enough to incriminate you, the evidence on you is more than enough to warrant the paddling you’re going to get. The note please.” She held her hand out waiting for Nate to respond.


  The boy reluctantly reached inside his pocket and pulled out the rumpled piece of paper. He handed it to Miss Click, and to his surprise, she tore it up without reading it and dropped it into the trashcan beside her desk.


  She stared him down, till Nate felt as if he were being pinned to the wall. Then, only to make matters worse, she smiled as if she were totally pleased to have nailed him and nailed him well. “Assume the position,” she ordered at last.


  Nate was quite familiar with the famous position; he’d been in that particular pose on several occasions in the past, but never when he felt he deserved it so little. But as unmerited as he felt this punishment was, there was nothing he could do. He’d been caught red-handed and he’d lied. That was certainly enough for any teacher to try and convict him. His hope had been that Miss Click would prove more lenient than the other teachers, but instead, she was proving to be one of the more exacting and inflexible teachers.


  Seeing few options available, Nate rose from his seat and walked toward the desk. For a second, he wondered what she would do if he simply defied her orders. Certainly, she wasn’t as strong as he was; he could easily walk out of the room and she’d be left holding her damned paddle. Yet, that thought was a mere fantasy. The trouble he’d be in by defying her would be far worse than the few swats he’d get this day.


  Eyeing the old wood desk, he ambled towards it gingerly and stood some two feet away. He then leaned over and grabbed the edge, all the while maintaining his well-practiced smart aleck air. It was the only way he could defy her.


  “Fifteen,” she informed him, ignoring his posturing. “And count.”


  Miss Click eyed her target carefully, seeing the youthful posterior presented at a perfect height for her swats. She picked up the smooth polished wooden implement, and stood to one side of the boy’s rear end. For an instant she rested the paddle gently against his bottom, getting her aim exact, then she drew back her arm and brought the paddle down again so it landed squarely on the center of his behind.


  “Yeow!” he cried out. The strength of the female teacher’s blow surprised him. It wasn’t proper decorum to yelp and cry, nor was it considered manly behavior; but the first smack had taken him off guard and the cry leapt from his mouth before he could squelch it.


  “Count, Mr. Willis,” Miss Click reminded him sternly. 


  “One,” the boy announced. 


  Smack!


  The paddle flew again, hitting the boy in exactly the same place where it had struck before. This time Nate swallowed the cry even though it stung more than the first. He gritted his teeth, knowing that just as before, he had no choice but to endure the treatment.


  “Two,” he declared in a cold, clear voice.


  Smack!


  The paddle hit him hard again, and again in the very same place. He jerked, his feet wanting to dance away the rude sensations. “Three.” Smack! “Four.” Smack! “Five.”


  The intensity of Miss Click’s strokes was remarkable. He winced each time, but said nothing more. And as the pain became more difficult to bear, he wondered if she weren’t worse than the male teachers! Smack! Six.


  The ruthless Miss Click seemed to settle into a steady methodical rhythm; and just to get the whole dratted business over with, Nate complied by counting out his swats to the end as quickly as he could manage. Smack! 


  “Thirteen.” Smack! 


  “Fourteen.” Smack! 


  “Fifteen.”


  The last stroke landed with a decided flourish. Miss Click wanted to make certain that the young man learned the all-important message.


  “That’s it, Mr. Willis,” she announced. She backed away and returned to her chair behind her desk, laying the paddle beside her.


  Nate, nearly in tears now that it was over, rose from his bowed position with a blush on his face, though still trying to maintain his all-important cool. The whole thing was all the worse being punished by a woman.


  “I know you’re not completely to blame for today’s misadventure. There were others involved. But I want you and your compatriots to understand that I will not tolerate your misdeeds. I will not overlook them, and I intend to punish them with the same enthusiasm as the male teachers in this academy. Is that understood?” 


  “Yes, ma’am.” 


  “Good.”


  The boy stood before her, nervously fidgeting with the tail of his jacket. “Can I go now?” he asked, embarrassed to have been so humiliated.


  “May I go now,” Miss Click corrected him.


  “May I go?” he repeated her words.


  “No more notes, no more foolishness in class?” she asked.


  “No, ma’am.”


  “No more testing me? Because I’ll thrash the whole lot of you if I have to,” she warned.


  “Yes, Miss Click,” Nate answered.


  “You may go.”


  There was a satisfied smile on her face. Nate wasn’t sure what was behind her pleased expression, but he wasn’t going to stick around and find out. The only thing he cared about was fleeing the classroom.


  “Mr. Willis?” Miss Click said as the boy reached the classroom door, “Don’t you need a hall pass?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he said, and returning to her desk he grabbed the slip of pink paper and quickly exited the room.


  Miss Click was pleased that the example she’d made of Nate Willis was duly noted by the other students in her first hour class. Some of these boys were the most irascible boys in the school, and she knew if she made the right impression on them, she’d have problems with any class licked from the start. For the next two weeks, Miss Click enjoyed a pleasant calm in all her classes.


  But little did she know that the boys in that first hour class were not about to be undone so easily. They were biding their time, watching the new teacher carefully, and in secret, planning some ornery brew of nastiness that would certainly arouse Miss Click’s wrath. Though this time they planned their schemes in such a way that no one could ever get caught. Behind the conspiracy were Nate, still smarting from his brief acquaintance with Miss Click’s paddle, Jeremy Updike and Scott Stevens. Nate and Scott were two of the most notorious troublemakers in the sophomore class. Jeremy was the kind of kid that was easily led into trouble, though he rarely manufactured his own. After Nate’s incident with Miss Click, the three were regularly seen together, whispering secretively as they plotted their revenge.


  “She thinks she’s so tough, making an example of me,” Nate whispered, “I’m going to find a way to show her, she’s not as tough as she thinks.”


  “What do you want to do?” Scott asked.


  “Ah, I have some ideas,” he answered slyly. “Little things.”


  “Like what?” Scott asked his interest piqued.


  “I’ve thought it all up very carefully, things to unnerve her, but not so much that she will be able to pin it on us.”


  Scott was definitely in on the plan, being the sly type, and Jeremy would go along for the ride, since he wanted to be in the other boys’ good graces.


  For the next two weeks, the three became ruthless accomplices to little crimes committed in their first hour class. Erased blackboards, tacks lying about the room and on Miss Click’s chair, glued together test papers, grease on the front edge of her desk that she leaned against when she lectured the class.


  Unfortunately, however, at each juncture the undaunted young teacher handled herself with the same self-assured calm that she handled everything. It was disarming for the three boys, seeing their teacher so unruffled by crickets in her desk, sticky gum under the erasers at the blackboard and her window nailed open.


  “Well class,” she said as she discovered this last prank, “I guess we’ll need to go about the business of learning in a cold damp room. You can keep your coats on, unless you’d like to brave the elements without yours.” Miss Click proceeded to continue with the class as if nothing had happened. She even told the janitor who came to fix the problem, that he’d need to wait until after the class was over because otherwise, he’d be interrupting their studies.


  Such a smile, a whimsical, unperturbed, pleasant smile graced her placid face—no matter what small tribulation the three boys put her through.


  “Do you think she knows?” Jeremy worriedly asked, one day at lunch


  “How could she?” Nate commented. “We’ve covered our tracks.”


  “She’s so damned calm, and that smile, I wonder what she’s thinking,” Scott said.


  “We’ll get to her, just a little at a time,” Nate said. “I thought we’d really had her with that axle grease all over the back of her skirt.” He smiled mischievously. 


  “Yeah, that was personal,” Scott observed.


  “Maybe that’s just what we need,” Nate wondered aloud.


  “What do you mean?” Jeremy asked.


  “Something personal, really, really personal,” Nate explained.


  “I’ve got it!” Scott said. His eyes grew expressively bright, “Love letters,” he pronounced.


  “Love letters?” Jeremy said.


  “Ah! What an idea!” Nate said, understanding exactly what Scott meant. 


  “What do you mean?” Jeremy asked. 


  “We fake love letters?” Scott explained.


  “Yeah,” Nate said, inspired by the thought. “We’ll take it really, really slowly, make sure she buys the whole deal.”


  “So, who will they be from?” Scott conjectured.


  “Hummmm,” Nate considered, “How about Mr. Dunfee?”


  “Perfect,” Scott said.


  “Perfect,” Jeremy echoed.


  It was two weeks of careful planning, careful scrutiny of both teachers and some of the boys’ most creative imagination to make the scrupulously contrived letters exactly right. It was their plan to write several fake letters from Mr. Dunfee to Miss Click, giving the young teacher the impression that the adequately handsome Mr. Dunfee had a considerable crush on her. After a couple of weeks of well-timed missives, they’d arranged a meeting between the two designed to finish Miss Click off once and for all.


  “She’ll be mortified beyond belief,” Scott exclaimed, after he’d written the last letter. He was the scholar of the three.


  “Mortified,” Nate affirmed with a devilishly gleeful smile.


  “Mortified,” Jeremy echoed, since he could find nothing original to add.


  The problem with the whole plan was that it was just too juicy a morsel not to witness. The coup d’etat, that fateful meeting in Miss Click’s classroom between the “star-crossed” Miss Click and the unsuspecting Mr. Dunfee just had to be seen by the three boys.


  The afternoon of the meeting, the three took off as usual for their outdoor activities, but doubled back to the school building, making very certain that no one saw them. Realizing that they might be caught if they were seen walking down the corridor together towards Miss Click’s room, they followed the line of the building behind the bushes until they came to the windows of their English Lit classroom. Peering inside, they saw that the room was still empty exactly as they anticipated since the English department teachers were supposed to be in a staff meeting. Opening the window, they quickly climbed inside and secreted themselves inside the storeroom at one end of the class. From there, they could see the entire room while looking through the keyhole. Of course, they would have to take turns, but that was the only way they’d be able to view Miss Click’s humiliation.


  “I wonder if she blushes?” Nate whispered to the others as they settled in. The three boys sat together on the floor of the storeroom waiting.


  It seemed forever, but at last, they heard the sound of her heels clicking against the wooden floor. They listened as the door opened, and Nate, who had first dibs on the keyhole, saw the young teacher enter the room.


  “What’s she doing?” Jeremy asked, anxiously.


  “She’s primping,” Nate informed him with a smile on his face. “Let me see?” Scott asked. “Shhh!”


  The three boys couldn’t wait, only moments later the unsuspecting Mr. Dunfee should be arriving.


  Unfortunately, Mr. Dunfee did not arrive as they had planned. Miss Click proceeded to sit down at her desk and absorb herself in paper work. At least an hour ticked off the clock and the three boys were cramped and tired, wondering if perhaps the meeting might not go off at all.


  “It’s gotta happen soon,” Scott said.


  “Heh, maybe he’s not going to come,” Jeremy said.


  “He’s got to come, after that letter Scott wrote,” Nate assured the others, even he was no longer certain that their plan was going to work out the way they had hoped.


  “What if we’re stuck here all night?” Jeremy worried.


  “Shush,” Nate said.


  Just as the three boys were about to come to blows, the stuffy closet almost too much for the near asthmatic Jeremy, they heard the classroom door open. At the keyhole Scott reported to the two, “He’s here.”


  Nate pushed Scott aside so he could see. After all, he’d waited for weeks, for Miss Click’s grand humiliation!


  “Miss Click,” Mr. Dunfee said.


  “Mr. Dunfee,” Miss Click answered with a smile.


  “I got your note,” Mr. Dunfee said.


  “Ah the note!” Miss Click said as she pulled herself from the desk and waltzed around to the front, standing face to face with Mr. Dunfee. The two embraced.


  “Oh, my god, they’re going to kiss!” Nate exclaimed, totally forgetting his place. Even as he spoke, he watched as Miss Click and Mr. Dunfee turned toward the storeroom door. “Oh no,” he whispered. But his concern was far too late, the game was up. Miss Click moved swiftly toward the door and flung it open, and three boys hovering on the wooden floor could do nothing but stare sheepishly into their teachers’ faces.


  “Thank you, Mr. Dunfee, for helping catch these ruffians,” Miss Click said, once the three boys were on their feet. She had a self-satisfied smile on her pretty face.


  “Would you like me to take care of their discipline, Miss Click?” Mr. Dunfee asked.


  “Oh no, sir, I intend to see to it that these boys get exactly what they deserve, and since I’ve been the victim in their little plots, I’ll be the one to see them get their just desserts.”


  The boys were shivering in their shoes.


  Miss Click turned to them. “You three have been digging a hole for yourselves for the last two weeks, since I became certain who was playing pranks on me. You must have thought I was stupid not to figure out what you were doing. I admit, you had me stumped at first, but it didn’t take too long to get it clear who was at the bottom of those silly pranks.”


  Nate looked at Miss Click innocently, “But, Miss Click, we didn’t do anything, we just got caught in your room, we were here to pick up some papers and… we were just waiting for you to leave.”


  “You think I’m stupid enough to believe that?” she said, her eyes suddenly growing darker as she stared at them.


  “Really, you’ve got to believe us, we’re innocent,” Nate insisted. For the first time since the boys had been caught, Miss Click was becoming angry. Pranks were one thing, lying was quite another. But even so, Miss Click continued to display her now famous poise. On the other side of the room, Mr. Dunfee looked on almost as though he were entertained by the whole event.


  “Gentlemen, let me put it to you this way, you three have a choice. You confess now and I’ll deal with you myself. If you don’t confess, I’ll report this to the headmaster, and you know he’ll report it to your parents. Either way you’re in for a nasty punishment. My way you avoid the embarrassment of having this on your records forever. What will it be?”


  The boys looked back and forth to each other, neither wanting to speak first, all waiting for one of the others to talk.


  “What will it be?” she asked again.


  The boys were still silent, while Miss Click waited patiently for one of them to speak. When no one volunteered a confession, the young teacher turned to Mr. Dunfee, “Sir, will you ring up Mr. Knoll, I think he’d like an opportunity to take care of this.”


  “No ma’am!” Jeremy blurted out.


  “Oh?” the teacher turned back to him. “You have something to say?” 


  “Yes, ma’am, we did it,” he continued nervously. 


  “Did what?”


  “Well, those things…” he stumbled over his words.


  “Like what exactly?”


  “The glue on your desk, ma’am,” Jeremy said.


  Nate elbowed him.


  “No, Nate, let him speak,” Miss Click countered. “How about the crickets in my desk?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Jeremy answered. “And the gum on the erasers?” 


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “The tacks around the room?”


  “Yes.”


  “The nailed open window?”


  “Yes, ma’am, I’m really sorry,” Jeremy said blushing.


  “I’m sure you will be by the time I’m finished with you.” She turned to Scott, “And Mr. Stevens, how about the erased black boards?”


  Scott was reluctant to speak, but he didn’t see much choice, since Jeremy had just implicated them all. “Yes, ma’am,” he answered.


  “And the grease on the edge of the desk that ruined an expensive skirt?”


  “Yes, ma’am.” He hung his head trying to look apologetic.


  “Well, Nate, it appears your friends do have a good handle on the truth. For that, they’ll be first.”


  Both Jeremy and Scott looked at Miss Click in horror realizing what she meant. “Here, right here, in front of everyone?” Scott asked.


  “And why not? Wasn’t it your intention to embarrass me these last weeks with all the pranks you pulled? Let’s see how you feel being humiliated. Be grateful I’m not paddling the three of you in front of your entire English Lit. class.”


  Jeremy looked at her completely petrified. He’d never so blatantly misbehaved as he had the last few weeks. And he’d never been paddled in his two and a half years at Wickham. To make matters worse, Miss Click nodded at him. First, … he was mortified!


  “Over the desk, Jeremy,” she said, when he hesitated.


  He gulped and took his place in front of Miss Click’s massive desk, taking hold of the edge to steady himself.


  “Twenty swats,” she announced.


  Twenty times! he gasped to himself.


  Jeremy was sweating with fear, having no idea how that awful wooden paddle would feel against his bottom. However, it didn’t take long for him to find out, since Miss Click wasted no time getting started. With Mr. Dunfee, Scott and Nate looking on, she reared back and let the wooden paddle fly, smacking his bottom with one ruthless blast.


  “Yeow!” he exclaimed, even though he knew it was improper to cry out, only sissies cried when they were paddled. But damn, it hurt!


  Each time the paddle came down the sting got worse, the poor boy couldn’t believe how much it hurt. How could he have been so stupid to let Nate get him into this kind of trouble?


  He bore down hard and gritted his teeth trying to retain his composure, but there was no way he could hold back the tears that were beginning to form in his eyes. Those looking on could see the distress on his face, the anguish he was enduring, beyond anything the boy had ever experienced.


  “Oh, please, Miss Click,” he finally gasped between blows.


  She only paused a second. “Maybe next time you’ll think twice before you let some other boy talk you into playing some foolish tricks.”


  Smack, smack, smack. The paddle continued its ruthless journey across his burning bottom. He cringed with every blow, but resolved to take the pain. Counting to himself, he knew that it was almost over. He drew in his breathe and bore down again. 


  “Can you assure me young man that this will not happen again?” she addressed him.


  “Oh, yes, ma’am, never, I promise.”


  She wielded the last with emphasis, right on the center of his pants, and for an instant, knowing the paddling was over, he slumped against the desk. “Mr. Stevens, your turn,” Miss Click said turning to Scott.


  Jeremy slowly pulled himself from the teacher’s desk, hoping he could just leave the room and return to his dormitory, but Miss Click had other things in mind.


  “You stay here and watch the other two, Jeremy. They need the audience and the embarrassment as much as you did.”


  Jeremy blushed, though he was relieved that the worst was over. The sullen looks on his friend’s faces only intensified as the two were closer to their own fate. Scott rubbed his sweating palms against his pants, while Nate seemed darkly within himself, almost as if he were plotting some way to flee.


  Finally, Scott stepped forward and took up the dreaded spot in front of Miss Click’s desk. Without her having to remind him, he leaned forward against the wood and steadied himself just as Jeremy had done.


  “I really should give you more than twenty, Scott, I have no doubt that you were nearly as instrumental in planning the antics of the three of you as Nate, but I don’t have quite enough evidence to prove that. Suffice it to say that I’ll have my eye on you every minute. Another slip up, young man, and I’ll have you back here for another go round before you can bat an eye. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the boy obediently replied. For all his pluck and steely nerve, Scott was surprisingly docile. A chameleon of sorts, he was smart enough to know when he was licked.


  All three boys were unable to understand just how the sassy teacher knew the three of them so well, how she was able to discern just who was the leader and who followed, who provided the ideas and who was along for the fun of it. But it was quite clear that the young woman was an astute judge of character, as well as being a cagey detective, ferreting out all their well laid plans.


  “I’ll expect perfect deportment from you from now on,” she advised.


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Good,” she replied as she delivered the first blow to Scott’s waiting bottom. 


  Miss Click rained the blows on his bottom with the same methodical zeal that she’d paddled Jeremy. For Scott’s part, he was not unfamiliar with paddlings, having had several over his years at Wickham Academy. Just as he had in the past, he didn’t let the biting sting get to him, remaining stoic and brave, though not defiant—too much defiance might just add strokes. (He’d had that happen in the past.) Yet even with all his well-practiced composure, by the time Miss Click had administered the tenth blow, Scott was convinced that gender certainly didn’t have anything to do with the ability to wield a wicked paddle. Not only that, he was certain that the blows she administered to him were twice the strength of those she laid on Jeremy.


  The pain was excruciating. The final blows landed with an enthusiastic fervor, he was at last finished.


  “Mr. Stevens,” Miss Click prompted Scott. He’d not moved after the smacks ceased. It took some time to regain his composure, to face his friends again with any kind of dignity remaining. He wiped the traces of tears from his face when he realized that he needed to rise before he was prompted again. When he finally stood, he kept his head hung low so no one would see his red eyes, even though he didn’t need to worry about being further embarrassed, since all focus had been turned on Nate Willis.


  “So, Mr. Willis, it’s your turn,” Miss Click informed the last boy.


  Nate smirked just slightly, thinking for the moment that the whole charade was a little over done. Miss Click certainly did know how to drag it out, but he’d had her brand of punishment before. She may be pretty merciless, but he’d taken worse from others in the school hierarchy. And who cares that it was in front of an audience. So, what! Just grin and bear it was always his motto. This time would be no different, or so he thought.


  “Mr. Willis,” Miss Click said sharply, stopping him as he waltzed to his place before her desk.


  “Ma’am?” He looked up at her. There was still a faint smirk on his face, though he knew enough not to play up his nonchalance too much.


  “Lower your trousers, please,” she instructed him.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Lower your trousers, you’ll take your punishment on your bare bottom.” 


  “Ma’am?”


  “You heard me?”


  All his cocky self-confidence suddenly vanished.


  “Oh, no you don’t, I’m not about to lower my trousers for you or anyone.” His voice was rising angrily. His heart was pounding, his palms sweating. The thought of baring his bottom for Miss Click’s paddle was impossible for him to even consider.


  “I beg your pardon, young man, you’re not the one in control here. You’ve spent the last several weeks harassing me and we all know that you’re at the center of the attempts to embarrass me.”


  “But?” he tried to protest.


  “Don’t you “but” me,” she said with her eyes narrowing.


  “You can paddle me, I suppose I’ve earned that, but NOT on my bare ass!” It was a standoff never before seen at Wickham Academy. Enough of a standoff that Mr. Dunfee stepped forward, just to remind the boy that he was there. If Miss Click couldn’t handle him, he would.


  Nate’s two friends, still smarting from their own agony, looked on sympathetically. At another time they might have smirked themselves at Nate’s misfortune, however they could both appreciate what a bare-bottomed paddling might mean.


  “I won’t need your help, Mr. Dunfee,” Miss Click assured the other teacher. “Nate and I understand each other, don’t we?”


  The boy looked up at the teacher, wondering what she meant.


  “You are a natural born hellion, Nate Willis. You have a naughty streak so long in you, it’s going to take someone that really understands you to take care of this.”


  “I’m not lowering my trousers,” he informed her adamantly.


  “Oh, yes, you will,” she promised. “I have so many ways to make your life miserable, you wouldn’t believe it. You took great pleasure in trying to embarrass me; I’m simply turning the tables. You keep defying me now, I’ll just take this to the headmaster, and I’ll still get what I want, this paddle” she waved the instrument in the air for all to see, “this paddle on your naked bottom!” The woman was absolutely determined.


  Nate had never met anyone quite like her. His face drew up into a dour pout as he glared at her, but seeing the resolve in her face, he knew it was unlikely that he’d weasel out of this. That made him angry, though there was no way to express that anger.


  “Okay,” he finally said, nodding his head, suddenly breaking into one of his notoriously cocky smirks.


  “I don’t think you’ll be smiling when I’m through,” Miss Click commented. 


  “We’ll just see, won’t we?” Nate said. He knew he was playing with fire, Miss Click could easily up the number of strokes for his attitude, but if he was going to submit to this debacle, he had to have some satisfaction. Besides, he had decided, in no uncertain terms. that he’d not give her one squeal, one cry, one slight indication that her nasty punishment hurt him. He turned toward the desk again, and loosened his belt. Undoing the zipper, he pushed his trousers and underwear from his hips and let them drop to the floor at his ankles as a cold rush of air greeted his naked bottom. He tried to put it out of his mind that there were four pairs of eyes intently staring at his naked ass.


  “Assume the position,” Miss Click ordered.


  Nate leaned over and braced himself against the desk, just as his two friends had just done. He breathed deeply, bearing down, waiting for the first stroke. Once that was over, he knew he could take the rest. The first was always worst.


  “Twenty,” Miss Click announced.


  She paused, no doubt a deliberate attempt to keep him guessing, in agony of anticipation.


  SMACK!


  The first swat landed with a furious impact.


  Nate jolted, his flesh stung by the heat.


  Miss Click didn’t pause an instant before she landed the next smack across the exact same place as the first. Nate jerked again. If this was a test of wills, he was already beginning to regret the resolution he’d made with himself. He was not certain that he could bear up against another eighteen such cutting smacks in complete silence. But he grabbed the edge of the desk tighter still and waited for the next.


  Smack, smack, smack! The three consecutive swats, while laid on quickly, were above and below the first so that his burning rear could get some small rest from the punishment. Unfortunately, that only made his entire bottom burn, so soon there would not be one inch escaping Miss Click’s biting paddle.


  Again and again, the paddle hit against his bottom. His flesh was already bright red to those that watched. While Miss Click and Mr. Dunfee seemed to watch impassively, the two boys could hardly bear to see Nate’s predicament. The only saving thing was that it was not their own nakedly displayed and burning rear ends. 


  Without realizing it, Nate began to grunt in response to the blows. It was impossible to keep his reaction quiet. If only he could allow himself to cry out, perhaps it would relieve some of the anguish. But still he was resolved to hold it in.


  The paddle hit high at the top of his ass cheeks, and then at the bottom, almost at his thighs. Tears were running down his face.


  For a moment Miss Click stopped. Is it over? the boy wondered to himself. The pause seemed interminable. What the hell is she doing? His mind was a fury of imaginings and questions, as he hoped that she’d be informing him that the punishment was over.


  But his hopes were abruptly dashed.


  “Yeow!” he cried without realizing that the pain had overcome his resolve. She’d hit him with this last one right at the top of his thighs where the flesh was far more tender, where he didn’t expect it, and where the pain was searing.


  “Ma’am, please stop,” All bravery, all vows to himself, all cocky self-assurance aside, Nate couldn’t hold it in any longer. These smacks, landing on the center of his bottom, were worse than the ones before. The brief respite seemed to make it burn more hotly!


  “Don’t worry Nate, this is the last one,” the woman informed him. Nate could almost breathe easy, but then there was that last blow. SMACK! It landed with a resounded finality.


  “Yeow…” he cried, though this cry was not as impassioned as the previous. It was almost a gasp of relief that the ordeal was at last over.


  Miss Click waited while her penitent student slowly recovered. He was indeed far more humbled than he figured he would be at this point. But at last, he came to realize that his red naked rear was still “blowing in the breeze” for all to see. Once fully conscious again, he quickly stood up and gathered his pants, pulling them over his bottom and buckling his belt.


  “Mr. Willis,” Miss Click called him to attention.


  “Yes, ma’am.” There was no smirk, no cocky attitude, just a wondering look on his passive face.


  “I’ve already discussed this with Mr. Stevens, so I don’t suppose I should have to repeat this with you, but just for the record… you’ll toe the line for the rest of the year; you’ll behave yourself without incident; you’ll maintain a polite attitude and responsible deportment; and you’ll give me absolutely no reason so see your naked rear bobbing in front of my eyes again. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  He hated being beaten—both mentally and physically—but at this juncture, he was not about to argue with the woman. In fact, he wasn’t about to do anything but behave exactly as she ordered him. It remained to be seen, if the effects of this punishment would last.


  As Miss Click watched the three boys file out of the room, she hoped that her words were heeded for at least a couple of months. Oh, she had no doubt Jeremy would behave himself for the rest of his life! But Scott and Nate Willis? They’d be back to their old tricks before the term was over. Maybe subdued, but certainly not broken. That was all right with her, she didn’t want to break their spirit. She just wanted to keep them in line.


  And Mr. Dunfee… 


  “You put on quite a show, Miss Click,” he said, when the two were finally alone.


  “It wasn’t a show Mr. Dunfee, it’s quite serious keeping these boys under control.”


  “And I see you have what it takes,” he observed. “It surprises me that you’d find it so natural.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Dunfee, but it’s really no mystery at all, you see I’m quite like them at heart.”


  “Is that so? You mean you were once just as naughty and unruly as they are?” 


  “I was worse,” she informed him. “That’s why they’ll never win with me.” There was a quick bright flash in her sparkling eyes. “And thank you Mr. Dunfee, I couldn’t have pulled it off without you.” With that, she took his arm and they strolled from the classroom into the soft lovely autumn evening. Even if the boys had been up to no good, their schemes did have one positive note: Miss Click spent a lovely evening with the handsome Mr. Dunfee… hopefully it was just beginning.




  BEACH BUNS


  Looking out my office window, I watched as Joey took a leisurely break from his job as pool manager at the spa. He was screwing around, as he often did, flirting with the guests rather than paying attention to his work. Of course, it was part of the job for Joey to be charming to our clientele; and he was hired because of his Italian good looks, his dark flashing eyes, and his ability to woo even the most ancient of spa patrons with his delightful personality. But he also had work that needed to be done.


  The truth was, I was almost pleased that he was again violating the terms of his employment. It would be very satisfying to have to take care of the problem in my own unique way; but I could only justify that with enough ammunition. Little did Joey know, that in addition to having the “right” personality for the job, he was also hired because I hoped to bring out an aspect of his personality I suspected was lurking beneath the surface of his captivating charm. I believed that there was a deviant side to Joey, one that wanted what only a few women, like myself, were capable of giving.


  So far, Joey had given me a lot of ammunition to proceed with my plans. He was always flirting with the guests, especially the young good-looking ones. And his flirting often went beyond the normal limits, bordering on impropriety that might cast a shadow over our high-class business, catering to the wealthy socialite clientele of this beach resort.


  For my own part, I’d already had a personal experience with the intimate delights Joey had to offer. He was the kind of young man who loved a quick sexual interlude; and I was the kind of woman who didn’t mind joining in. But I wanted more than just a few casual encounters; I wanted to get down to business, to the “real Joey.” So, as I watched him continue to play around, I was delighted to see that it was quickly becoming time to execute my plans.


  As I walked out to the pool, I saw him again with the same lovely woman he’d been with that morning. I glared at him, hoping he’d get my message. A half-hour later, I was walking back inside, and Joey was still with the woman, ignoring his work.


  “Joey, may I see you, please?” I said, while giving the client a pleasant smile.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. Excusing himself, he followed me into my office.


  I sat while he remained standing in front of me.


  “Aren’t you forgetting a few things?” I said.


  He grinned at me, flashing his bright white teeth at me in his usual winning way. “Just doing my job. Be charming to the paying customers, that what you told me.”


  “I know what I told you. I also told you that getting inside their pants, to be quite blunt, is strictly forbidden.”


  “I wasn’t in her pants,” he replied.


  “Not yet.” I said. “But I know you. I have no doubt that’s exactly where you were headed.”


  “I have to do something, Ms. Miranda Crane,” he purred. “Especially when you don’t give in to me. I have these unsatisfied raging needs.”


  “I’ve given in to you several times,” I reminded him.


  “But it’s not enough for me,” Joey said.


  “I do have a spa to run,” I argued. “And you are my employee, with a job to do, a job other than your flirtatious escapades with our patrons. Remember, this is a high-class operation with first-rate standards.”


  “Oooo, yes, ma’am,” he said sarcastically.


  “Watch that attitude,” I warned him. His sassy tongue could be cute as pie; it could also be annoying.


  “What you gonna do, spank me for misbehaving?” he teased.


  “Don’t test me,” I said with enough of a look in my eye to suggest that I was serious.


  Joey backed out of my office, only mildly ruffled by my threat.


  A day later, Joey was back in my office. This time, he faced a serious dressing down. That day, my boss had caught Joey coming from a customer’s room at eleven in the morning, when he should have been at the pool. 


  “I don’t care how you do it, Miranda, but you’d better take care of that, or I’ll fire him, and you too!” he warned me. He was dead serious. 


  “Miranda,” Joey announced, popping his head through my door. “You wanted to see me?”


  “Yes, I did,” I spoke sharply. I didn’t waste time with his flirtatious banter. I was determined that he was going to face the consequences. I wasn’t about to be fired for his misbehavior. And frankly, I didn’t want him fired, either. 


  “You’ve been screwing customers again,” I charged. He looked at me with his dashing eyes dancing. I could see why women were so enticed by him, I was myself. “Don’t you do that, you little flirt,” I warned.


  Rising to my feet, I closed and locked my office door. Then grabbing my chair, I placed it in the center of the room. All the while Joey watched in wonder at my curious actions.


  “You remember what I told you I’d do if you were caught in places you don’t belong?


  “Aw, c’mon Miranda, we were joking…”


  “Maybe you were, but not me.”


  His flashing eyes suddenly darkened.


  “No more games, no more sweet nothings, I’m more than a little pissed off at you. You’re going to cost me my job, if you don’t straighten up!”


  A surprised look registered in his eyes, but he quickly brushed it off. “Are you sure you’re not just jealous?” he suggested.


  “No Joey, this isn’t jealousy. This is something I should have done a long time ago. The truth is, I think you’ve been wanting it!” I knew I’d been far too lenient with him. And now, the prospect of punishing him was proving very satisfying.


  “Oh no, you don’t mean that!” he said, trying to beg off.


  “I certainly do mean it. Come here!”


  He looked at me suspiciously, but he didn’t bolt from the room. I was right, he wanted it, despite his protests.


  He was beginning to tremble like a schoolboy, which I thought was cute, though I didn’t let him see my amusement. Those sultry dark Italian eyes were burning lustily even as they filled with fear. And looking down at his shorts, I was sure I could see his cock rising beneath them. As he finally took the several steps to my side, we were both overcome by the crazy sensations racing through our bodies.


  Without saying another word, I had Joey over my knee, his hard body firmly in my grasp. I eyed the target of my designs, those tight muscled buns resting across my lap. I couldn’t wait to get a good look at his naked cheeks. I tugged at the waistband of his shorts, and lowered them to reveal a pair of tiny red bikini briefs. Those too, I pulled down. I wanted nothing to protect him from the spanking I had in mind.


  For a moment, I rested my hand against his firm round buns. “You’re clenching Joey, relax,” I suggested, in a soft soothing voice. I ran my hand along his tanned rear and the flexed muscles let go. He’d been sunbathing nude, there wasn’t a sign of tan lines anywhere. And while his skin was a soft brown, I couldn’t wait until it was glowing crimson red.


  Abruptly, I brought my hand down with an enthusiastic smack.


  Joey groaned, but he didn’t cry out.


  I loved the feel of his flesh, as my hand came down again with several sharp smacks. It was only the beginning of the long journey I planned across his posterior. As the spanking continued, I increased the tempo. My hand smacked his naked cheeks and warmed his skin, until the two tanned orbs began to turn a mellow red.


  Unfortunately, the longer I continued, and as much as I was delighted by the feel of his punished skin, I knew my hand couldn’t take much more.


  “I’m not done,” I warned him, pushing him off my lap and onto the floor. His hands were immediately at my thighs, roving their way under my skirt.


  “I said, I’m not done,” I told him sternly, slapping his hands away. “You stay put!” Rising, I went to my desk, looking for something, anything that could act as an effective implement, where my stinging hand had faltered. I spotted a wooden ruler.


  Perfect! Pulling it from my desk, I returned to the chair.


  “Hey, wait a minute!” Joey gasped, looking fearfully at the ruler.


  “Maybe you’ll understand that I mean what I say! I expect you to follow the rules.” Pulling my handsome employee over my lap, I began again, this time with renewed enthusiasm. Not having my hand to worry about, I increased the intensity. The staccato rhythm of the ruler made his bottom cheeks bounce, and soon his entire body was dancing on my lap.


  “Yeow!” he cried out at last. He’d held on well, I thought. “Enough please,” he continued, “this is hurting.”


  “It’s supposed to hurt, you little ass! This is punishment, not play.” The more I pelted his bottom, the more I was convinced of what I was doing. Of course, this was punishment. This was exactly what he needed, and I was going to keep going until I thought that he finally got the message.


  I continued to whack him with the ruler until his buns were literally glowing red from top to bottom, and poor Joey was almost in tears. He was also getting more vocal with this protest. But even so, he didn’t try to get up. Certainly, he could have overpowered me, but he didn’t try. 


  I was right. I had him perfectly pegged. Submissive and loving it! He’d be all the better in bed with a nice warm glow on his buns.


  “Please, Miranda,” he pleaded with me.


  “Are you going to behave yourself,” I queried him, as if I were talking to a schoolboy.


  “I will, I promise,” he said.


  “I bet you’d say anything just to get me to stop,” I charged, as the ruler came down again on his bottom.


  “Really, I promise.” He was wiggling against my lap, though he wasn’t wiggling to get away. As we conversed over the sound of the ruler striking flesh, I slowed the intensity so that it was not as harsh. As I did, Joey began to move more sensually. I realized moments later that his dick was rock hard and he was deliberately rubbing it against my lap. He was he getting off on this! I resumed the harsher whacks and his moans changed to anguished pleas again.


  “Miranda, please.”


  I couldn’t stand the tension any longer. I pushed him from my lap.


  “Take me, you wicked man,” I murmured. I was flaming with sexual heat. He was kneeling between my feet, his hands between my thighs. The sensations of his skillful play shot arrows all around me, sweet, wild, tender, exciting pangs of pleasure. “Ah, ah yes,” I seethed, leaning back in the chair.


  But the chair was not adequate for our needs. At the same moment, we both flashed on the desk, since there was no bed in the room. We were there in seconds, and clearing the surface. I leaned back and let Joey devour my throbbing cunt, continuing where we left off. 


  “Ah! Ah! Yes!” Every lick, every nibble, even his breath on my hot, pussy lips, sent me soaring. Ah, he was a devil with his tongue! “Ah, yes, more Joey more!” I bucked against his face with my throbbing cunt. This was what I’d been missing, this willing devotion to my ecstasy. I came, with long, slow, potent spasms.


  After the sweet, passionate feelings began to disappear, I could see Joey at my side, his hand lewdly stroking his hard, fat prick.


  I smirked. “Not now, you little devil.”


  “What? You’re making me wait?” he protested.


  “I’m making you wait,” I confirmed. “You deserve it. Besides, you have work to do.”


  “You’re horrible,” he charged.


  “I guess I am, but you love it!” 


  He grinned at me playfully. I’d really touched a chord in him. I’d never been with him when he was so attentive to my needs. And though I made him wait, I’d never seen him looking quite so satisfied.


  “Later?” he asked, referring to his aroused cock.


  “Maybe, if you behave.”


  “We’ll see about that,” he replied with a suggestive tone in his voice. “If I behave too well, you wouldn’t punish me now, would you?”


  “Oh, I can always find an excuse,” I told him. “You just remember you’re at my beck and call, not the ladies out there. Besides, you’ll have a lot more fun with me than you’d ever have with any of them. And … you won’t lose your job!” I emphasized the last point just to make certain that he remembered how this all began.


  “I’ll remember,” he assured me, as he dressed and walked to the door. “By the way,” he said, as he turned to me with a mischievous grin, “I’ve always fantasized about leather.” Without another word, he walked out, his hot beach buns swaggering nastily. 


  Leather, I thought to myself. I’ll have to see what I can do about that. I never would have guessed.


  Two days later, I was feeling so hot and agitated that I needed something spectacular to release all my pent-up energy. Joey was back to his old tricks, wooing the young women by the pool. I found his behavior, while not terribly naughty, annoying to say the least. I figured it was a good time to teach the little bastard another lesson in humility.


  “Joey,” I called to him, as he stood next to a buxom blonde.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he responded, turning to me.


  “Come here please.”


  He was promptly in my office.


  “Another spanking so soon,” he asked, when he looked at my glowering eyes.


  “Not yet,” I said. “I have something else in mind,” I told him, “a shopping trip.”


  “Shopping trip?”


  “Yes, let’s get going, we only have an hour for lunch.”


  We climbed in to Joey’s Jeep and drove into town, to a shop where I knew they’d have some things that Joey would find interesting.


  “A western store?” he looked at me puzzled.


  “Why not?” I said lightly. I was enjoying the game, the wait and see what I have in store for you game.


  We strolled about the western shop with its square dance clothes, boots and cowboy hats. But it was not any of those things that I was interested in. We continued on until we reached a display case of riding crops and lovely leather implements that were tastefully arranged behind glass.


  “You get to pick yours out,” I told him.


  His eyes widened. “Now?”


  “Now,” I affirmed.


  I saw him breath in deeply, half in fear, the other half aroused. He could hardly keep his rising dick from poking through his flimsy shorts.


  “Watch yourself,” I said, noting his erection.


  “You little tramp,” he exclaimed, playfully. I could see that he loved what I had in mind.


  “And you have no idea how much your revelation ignited my imagination,” I told him.


  “I thought you’d simply provide it for me.”


  “Oh, this is much better,” I suggested. “Isn’t it nasty, the idea that we’re here, in this shop, to pick out a tool to punish your rear end?”


  He didn’t reply, but I knew the answer, it was written all over his face, and apparent by the physical reaction that was growing larger even as we stood there. 


  Joey pressed himself against the glass case, and looked down at the leather crops. There were several styles, ones with narrow shafts and little tassels at the end; another with a longer “punishment” end had several laces of leather with knots on the ends. There were others, more formal looking pieces that had triangles of leather that would snap like a belt.


  “Well, which one would you like?” I asked.


  “Damn! They’re frightening,” he said.


  “Frightening? I think they’re exciting.”


  “Well, that too, but so wicked. I don’t know which one, what do you think?”


  “Oh no. This is your call. I’m not even going to suggest a thing. It started out your idea; it’s going to remain that way. If fact,” I whispered in his ear, since a sales clerk was coming our way, “you’re going to beg for your punishment this time.”


  He looked at me bewildered, but he couldn’t ask any more questions, since the clerk was on us.


  “May I help you?” she said pleasantly.


  Joey was nervous, as if his intentions were written all over him. He clasped the edge of the display case with his sweaty palms, and kept himself pressed against it, to make certain that the lovely young woman didn’t see his erection.


  I nudged him.


  “Ah, um, …” Joey tried to speak. “We’re looking for a riding crop. I see you have quite a few to choose from.”


  “Yes, we do, would you like for me to take some out for you to inspect?”


  “Yeah, sure,” he said.


  The young woman withdrew four of the crops from the case, each slightly different from the others. Joey took each one, feeling the handle; running his hands along the shaft, and swinging it in the air with an accompanying swoosh. 


  As if he’s going to wield it, I thought to myself.


  “You ride?” the woman asked.


  “Ride?” Joey looked at her trying to figure out what she meant. “Oh yes, ride, of course,” he said flashing the girl a bright smile. “On the beach, it’s lovely in the morning.” 


  He was incorrigible, I thought to myself, flirting every chance he got! The whole little cover-up was really quite sweet. I wondered what the girl would think, if she knew he was buying the crop to be used on his naked behind.


  After some more conversation and careful inspection of the implements, Joey made his choice. He pulled from the others, a long lean crop with a flexible leather end, some three inches long. It looked like a cross between a crop and a strap. Certainly, the punishment end would give him a nasty sting, something quite different than either my hand or the ruler. I could tell by the look in his eyes that he couldn’t wait for me to use it. For my part, I couldn’t wait to see his posterior spread out for me against my desk, or over a chair (this was definitely not an “over the knee” implement), so that I could take aim with the crop and let it fly. I could already hear the air sizzle with the sound.


  Once he’d made his choice, we paid the bill and were quickly on our way.


  We arrived back at the spa with just minutes to spare in our lunch hour. Joey had to quickly move on to some work, and I had my own to do. I suggested that he keep the crop in his locker, since he wouldn’t want it where someone might find it. It might be difficult to explain since he was certainly not known as a horseman.


  It was two days before I had the chance to even discuss the new acquisition with Joey. But my, what a wonderful moment that was!


  “Where’s your crop?” I asked. The day was nearly over and I was getting ready to leave. But I did want to see Joey before I left, since we hadn’t had a moment together since we’d been shopping. I must admit, I was in a pissy mood. Nothing had gone right that day and I was hoping I’d find some reason to wallop Joey with our new toy, just to get my own frustrations in check. I didn’t plan anything severe, but I knew a good paddling could work wonders.


  “I didn’t know you wanted me to bring it,” Joey responded.


  “I suppose not,” I admitted. “We haven’t had any time since our lunch date. How are you feeling about ‘the leather?’”


  I watched him breathe deeply, titillated by the thought of the riding crop. “I guess we’ve been so busy that I hadn’t even thought about it much, except when I go to my locker.” He gave me a meaningful look.


  “And when you do think about it, what are those thoughts?” I asked.


  “Well, what would you expect?” he answered.


  “Tell me, I want to hear it from you.”


  He gulped. Putting such fantasies in words isn’t easy. I knew that’s why I asked. I wanted to make him squirm as he voiced his own desires.


  “Well, I think about your being stern and forceful with me… about your cold eyes glaring my way … about you ordering me to bend over … and my butt’s right where you can whack the crop against it hard …” Joey was such a different person when he was in the midst of his fantasy. So aroused, so steamy, even more so than when he was on the make with some woman. This obviously tapped a very deep place in him. 


  “Well, why then is the crop not here where I can use it?” I said with my voice steely cold.


  He looked rather sheepish. “I didn’t think to bring it, should I get it now?” he asked.


  “No, you’ll have to wait.” I knew he’d hate that, but it would also arouse him even more. I found just toying with Joey in this particular way was having exactly the effect I wanted. In control, that was what I needed. Joey needed to be submissively out of control, while I needed to be in charge. What a perfect complement we were to each other.


  The agitation that I had been feeling earlier seemed to melt away as I manipulated my charmingly virile man. I wanted him so hot, he’d be begging me to whip him.


  “You look a little sullen Joey, what’s the problem?” I asked.


  “I thought we’d do it yesterday, then today, and now?”


  “And now you’re going to have to wait some more?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Well, I’ve been adding up your crimes in my calculating little head, and I think you definitely deserve a thorough thrashing.”


  He almost looked as if he were panting with need.


  “Am I provoking something in you?” I asked.


  “Yes. I love those words,” he explained.


  “Which words?”


  “Thrashing, spanking, whipping, paddling.”


  “Really? So much so that you’ll be begging me?”


  “I’m begging you now.”


  “Well, I’m not in the mood,” I said. “Come see me tomorrow.” I waved him off, pretending to go back to work.


  The next day, we were busy, just as we’d been the previous two days. The owner wanted some special work done on the spa, so I was bustling about, supervising, while Joey was himself. In the middle of the afternoon, we all decided to take a break. I took some time to pamper myself in one of the Jacuzzis that was closed to our patrons for the day. I was just getting relaxed in the pulsing water, daydreaming about Joey and me, when my strapping fellow strode into the private room. 


  “What are you doing here?” I asked. I could see the crop at his side.


  “Have I pissed you off?” he asked, hopefully.


  “Did you want to?”


  “Yeah, I kind of did.” He had a lusty expression on his face.


  “So, you’re having a problem waiting?”


  “Yeah. I want to get this over with.”


  I took a quick glance around the small room, and decided that it might be just the place to enact our little drama. 


  “Strip,” I ordered him, as I climbed out of the Jacuzzi and grabbed my robe.


  Joey laid the crop on a chair and quickly removed his shorts and tee shirt. I watched as his cock responded to his expectations. What a delightful sight that was, but we’d be ignoring sex for a while, we had other things to do.


  “I think that chair will do nicely,” I said, pointing to a sturdy one. It appeared to be just the right height for my needs.


  As bold as he was, coming to ask for the punishment, I was surprised to see him trembling. “Over the back of the chair,” I ordered, brusquely.


  He gave me a quick, longing glance, and moved to the chair, bending over the back of it, exactly as I envisioned.


  “Hang on to the front edge,” I ordered, “I want you stretched tight.”


  Pushing himself over the chair even more, his buttocks were tight and taut, ready for a good sound wallop.


  “Spread your legs a bit,” I added. And with that done, he was exactly the way I wanted him.


  I fondled the leather crop in my hand, thinking what a magnificent mark it would likely make on Joey’s tanned buns.


  Swish! Letting the nasty implement fly, it landed with resounding impact, right across the center of Joey’s firm round buns. He jerked, and grunted slightly, while I watched a red mark instantly brighten his flesh.


  Swish, swish, swish! The crop sizzled again and again. I loved the sound, as it split the air with its distinct resonance. Even more, I loved the sound as it hit Joey’s ass with a passionate smack! His bottom was beginning to burn nicely, as each crack of the crop made new red marks.


  Joey’s response was a fascinating mix of pure anguish, and pure bliss.


  “Oh, god, oh yes,” he seethed. His ass jiggling nicely, as much as it could, considering his exposed position. “AH! NO!” he barked when one crack was especially hard.


  When he protested, I just reared back and hit him even harder with the next sizzling crack. The staccato sounds of the crop, blending with his varied cries, drove my own sexual passions higher than they’d been in some time. I was not easy on him. Although it was just our second session, I could tell from his response, that we were reaching a delicious pinnacle for us both. This was not some passing fancy for either one of us, we were both too excited for it to be just that.


  Swish! Swish! I let the crop land with ever more verve.


  “Oh god, Miranda, no!” he gasped. Yet, his burning buns kept wiggling at me, taunting me with their seductive gyrations. 


  “Miranda, yes!” he changed his tune, all within the space of instants.


  I can’t recall when I’d ever enjoyed anything so much.


  As the punishment proceeded, I bore down hard, wanting to be certain, by the time I was done, that every little inch of his beautiful round buns was flaming red. I became very methodical, as I began a second journey around his bottom. Starting with the top of his ass, I worked my way down, and then side to side, so that I didn’t miss a single spot. As I moved, I struck a regular rhythm, a perfect beat that Joey seemed to recognize. His own cries took on a similar consistent rhythm. First, he’d howl with an agitated “OH, NO!” and then he’d purr with a willing “Oh, yes!”


  The longer the punishment continued, the harder I whacked him, but my submissive scoundrel seemed to adjust to each new level of pain. When at last I reached the bottom of his buttocks, I gave him several sharp stinging blows at the top of this thighs. I imagined, without the ample padding of his buns, that this flesh would burn even more dearly than that above. I wasn’t wrong. He instantly cried out as he hadn’t before.


  “Ah, I can’t take any more.”


  I was not about to let him dictate what would happen next, but I also backed off a just a bit. Besides, it was time for the finale. And that would be right on the middle of his burning buns!


  “Oh, gawd, please Miranda!”


  There were nasty looking welts rising on his lovely buns. Swish! I let the last cuts land with all the fury I could muster.


  “NO! NO! Pleeese!”


  Swish! The final crack hit solidly, the leather end struck with stinging accuracy right in the most burning place on his glowing ass.


  “Oh, gawd no!” he moaned in reply as he tensed again for another strike.


  “We’re finished,” I announced, to his relief. And Joey slumped against the back of the chair, exhausted.


  I waited for some minutes for him to recover, then began to massage his bottom with some body oil. The soothing treatment to his ass end had him squirming once again. But this time, he turned around, going for what we both wanted most.


  We landed on the chaise lounge, with his head buried in my pussy. His cock was throbbing, his body was charged. All he could do was thank me. I had no problem accepting his grateful servitude. It seemed that attending to each other’s special needs was getting us exactly what we wanted.


  I knew there would be many occasions for Joey’s beautiful “beach buns” to jump and quiver and burn with such lively fires. And I couldn’t help but think how fortunate we’d been to have stumbled on this luscious piece of mutual desire.




  COLD NIGHTS & HOT BOTTOMS 


  Gabriella gazed out at the bright white snow; the sunshine bouncing off the crystal surface was blinding. People looking like tiny little miniatures dotted the slopes and lifts, busy as bees enjoying a banner ski weekend.


  “Gabriella,” she heard her name and turned around.


  “Meg!” she exclaimed seeing one of her dear friends coming in the lodge, just off the slopes.


  “You going skiing?”


  “Yes, all set for a lesson,” she looked at her watch,” in about fifteen minutes.”


  “I certainly hope you didn’t land that arrogant little cutie, Greg,” Meg said.


  “That’s exactly who I have,” Gabriella said. She’d chosen the young man especially for his stunningly handsome good looks. Blonde, tanned, a perfect build and a smile that likely charmed the pants off of a dozen women a season. He was also a damned fine skier, and that she wanted more than anything else. “Arrogant you say?” Gabriella asked.


  “A little prick if you ask me,” Meg returned. “It was a good think I saw through him before I gave him anything I’d regret. He has quite a line, but he’s so damned stuck on himself. Gave me one terrific lesson. He’s a real hands-on kind of guy, if you know what I mean. Then he seduces me into a dinner with a line I never should have believed. And what do you know, he’s out running around, getting all smoochie with another woman between my lesson and our date.”


  “My, you should be smarter than that!” Gabriella said.


  “Probably, but you can always dream. He’s so damned good looking, you’ve got to hope one of his type, will really be decent.”


  “Maybe I’ll see if he’s in the habit of screwing over women,” Gabriella said, with a devious smirk. “If he tries anything with me, I have my ways of taking care of men like him.”


  “Like what?” Meg asked, intrigued by Gabriella’s flashing black eyes. The brunette could be really devastating with men and it was no wonder; she was charming, well built, with the kind of body men fall over to see, and very bold. She could also act as sweet as sugar when she wanted. Meg had no doubt Gabriella would immediately catch Greg’s attention.


  “What do I do to naughty men?” Gabriella said with laughing eyes. “I spank them.”


  “Oh, this I’d like to see,” Meg said. “You really do that?”


  “The kind of conceit you just described begs to be punished. Our misbehaving Greg will get the surprise of his life if he tries to pull the kind of shenanigans you described.”


  “Can I watch?” Meg asked.


  “If I can arrange it,” Gabriella promised.


  Gabriella had just enough time to get her skis and make her way toward the practice slope where she’d meet Greg. She wasn’t an inexperienced skier, certainly not a beginner; but she was hoping to improve her style and speed this year, thinking a few pointers from a real pro would help.


  As she approached the ski hut, where all the students gather, she spotted Greg right off. He was looking especially hot.


  “I’m your next student, Gabriella Munoz,” she announced.


  The young man looked a little startled by the attractive woman. Seeing his response, she was pleased to have made such an impression. It would be quite fun toying with him, not to mention spanking his sweet bottom. He had a delectable ass, with perky round butt cheeks that would be even more attractive without his tight ski pants.


  “I’m Greg,” the young man exclaimed, looking up from the schedule on his clipboard. “Ah, you don’t look like a first timer,” he said walking her out to the slope.


  “I’m not,” Gabriella replied. “You could say I’m a seasoned but rusty veteran. If I’m really going to enjoy this season up here, I need some pointers.”


  “I’ll be happy to help an advanced skier; it gets pretty tiring sending these “once a year” novices to the bunny slope.”


  Gabriella could see the young man’s arrogance already showing.


  For a good hour that afternoon, Greg watched Gabriella ski, scrutinized her form and gave her some useful advice. He was an excellent athlete, but he was a little too full of himself, she thought. The young man also spent a good deal of time charming his student, making a number of outright plays for her. He was really smooth, so polished she almost fell for his routine. She had little trouble seeing how Meg had fallen for his line. At the end of the lesson, as she was taking off her skis, he walked up and stood next to her.


  “Maybe tomorrow we could go up on Run #1, and I’ll give you another lesson?”


  Gabriella looked up and smiled broadly. “That would be fine. I’m spending the winter here, I might as well get used to the slopes.”


  “The winter?” he asked, now even more interested.


  “Yes, I have lots of time to practice.”


  “You have time about 3:00 tomorrow?” he asked.


  “Perfect. I’ll practice what you’ve already shown me in the morning, then we’ll see how I’m doing.”


  Greg helped Gabriella to her feet from the crouched position on the ground, then reluctantly let go of her arm and watched her walk away. 


  The next day on top of the slopes, Gabriella was surprised to find Greg’s arms around her on several occasions. One time in particular, he was nuzzling her neck in an obvious play of affection.


  “Aren’t you getting a little too close?” she suggested.


  “I didn’t think you’d mind,” he said. They were kissing open-mouthed seconds later, Gabriella greeting the attention as excitedly as he gave it. In the quiet cold on the top of the mountain, she was easily swept away in the romantic moment. Despite Greg’s reputation, she could feel herself responding all too willingly to his advances. She could tell right off that he’d make a terrific lover.


  Pulling away from each other, they got back to skiing, and completed the lesson. As they were about to part, Greg suggested that another lesson might be a good idea.


  “Your skiing is rapidly getting better,” he said.


  “You’re not just saying that to get me on top of the mountain again?” she asked.


  Greg shrugged. “You don’t think I’m sincere?” he asked.


  “No,” Gabriella conceded.


  “I’ll prove you wrong. I do meet lots of women in this job, but none are quite like you.”


  “Oh, you don’t know the half of it,” Gabriella said. 


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked.


  “All I’ll say is be careful, you have no idea what I’m really like,” she warned without sounding too severe.


  “So how about dinner just to prove myself to you?” he asked.


  “Dinner would be fine.”


  “I’ll pick you up at the lodge about 8:00?”


  “Will we be eating there?” she asked.


  “No, I know a quaint little place in town, French food, you’ll love it.”


  “Sounds terrific, 8:00 then.” She sauntered away with a pleasant smirk.


  Before Gabriella would set her foot out of the lodge with Greg, she was going to do some checking up on him. A few well-placed questions with the right people, and she soon knew all she needed to know to make for a very successful evening. She was quite pleased with herself about her discoveries and left to meet Greg knowing that they would likely end up having a very interesting evening.


  Meeting in the lobby, the young man quickly spirited Gabriella away in his vintage yellow Porsche, driving briskly through the winding mountain roads toward town. He was right about the restaurant being quaint. Tucked away amid a small arcade of ritzy shops, the French restaurant couldn’t have had more than a dozen small tables. Most of the tables were full when they arrived, but a pleasant host ushered them to a tiny spot in the back, screened by several large plants.


  “You were right about this place,” Gabriella said impressed. She had the distinct feeling she was being seduced and nothing delighted her twisted sense of humor more. Catching this young man “in the act” was going to be fun. 


  Nothing could have been more romantic than dinner. The two feasted on a full seven course French meal complete with wine and a rich dessert.


  “Would you like to go to my apartment?” he asked her, after they finished their last cup of coffee. “We can walk from here, and I probably need to let this wine get out of my system before I take you back to the lodge.


  “So cautious, I appreciate that,” she replied. His apartment, huh? She knew exactly what he had in mind, and he was hardly disguising anything. Oh! Too bad, this couldn’t end the way Greg’s script was written, Gabriella thought. Having him in bed all night could be a fine diversion. But since that wasn’t possible, she’d have an ending of her own that she could triumph in—for herself and all the women who had been fooled by this man’s ruthless charms.


  In his apartment, Greg served her more wine and was beginning to get cozy with her. She lavished in the tingling warmth he sent through her, but she couldn’t let herself get hoodwinked by his well-practiced charms. Playing coy for several minutes, she could see Greg getting anxious for her to respond to his carefully timed advances.


  “I thought you were as interested as I am,” Greg finally said, when she rebuffed one overt move.


  “Well, I was,” Gabriella answered, “but …” she made him wait. “I don’t like to take another woman’s man.”


  Greg pulled away, astonished by her assertion.


  “What makes you think that there’s another woman?”


  “It certainly didn’t take much to find out that you’re practically engaged to a woman here in town, and that you regularly date the tourists. So, what is it now? Your girlfriend on vacation?”


  Greg was shocked; for the first time since she’d known him, he was completely speechless.


  “I don’t know how many unsuspecting women you’ve screwed over, but I’m not going to be one of them. In fact, I plan to teach you a lesson that will hopefully stop your sorry, sordid ways.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” Greg asked. He’d never, ever met a woman quite like Gabriella, and right now, she was scaring the shit out of him.


  “It means I’m going to paddle your behind for being such a vain, arrogant and deceitful brat.”


  “You are not!” Greg snapped back.


  “You don’t think so, then I suppose you won’t mind me telling your girlfriend about your extra-curricular escapades.”


  “You can’t mean that!” he exclaimed. He thought he’d run into a regular witch the way her dark seductive eyes glimmered.


  “I can and I will. I know who she is. I know she’s away, and I know she’ll be back in about two days.”


  Greg looked scared. “You’d really tell her?”


  “Absolutely,” Gabriella replied.


  “And so, you’re really going to spank me?”


  “Yes. I’m going to spank you twice,” Gabriella told him, “Once for me, and once for my friend Meg, who was your fling last week.”


  “Twice?”


  “Twice,” Gabriella confirmed. “Go get me that wooden spoon that’s hanging on the wall in your kitchen.”


  “With that?” he asked.


  “It’ll do just fine.”


  Hesitating a little, he finally moved toward the kitchen and removed the heavy, wooden spoon from its hook. Bringing the implement back to Gabriella, she took it from him, then stared intently at her naughty subject.


  “Now, suppose you take down those jeans of yours and we’ll get the first of these out of the way.”


  Greg looked at her petrified, but he apparently was just as petrified at the prospect of his fiancée finding out about his unfaithfulness. He turned around and gingerly dropped his pants. Wearing no briefs, his bottom appeared quite naked for Gabriella’s inspection.


  “Over my lap,” she ordered him.


  Greg looked over his shoulder at the severe looking brunette, embarrassed like any just admonished young man. He was suddenly too modest to turn around and show her everything, he scooted quickly over her lap before she had a chance to see his rising cock.


  Ah, but what a sight, the naughty boy had a perfect pair of round ass cheeks, just as she suspected. Too bad, all she’d be able to do was spank them. There was so much more she would like to do to this fine rear end.


  Taking the wooden spoon in hand, she was delighted with its comfortable feel. She couldn’t have asked for a better implement. 


  Not wasting any time, Gabriella began with a dozen quick spanks alternating each cheek to give Greg a brisk warm up.


  “Damn, that hurts!” he howled.


  “Oh, don’t be a baby, I’ve just begun,” she declared.


  “Don’t you think this is a little silly?” he asked.


  “Not in the slightest,” she replied, and Gabriella settled into a steady pace, applying stroke after stroke of the hard wood surface to Greg’s jiggling ass end. 


  Before long it was glowing a lustrous red, likely feeling as sore as it looked. Apparently shamed into silence, Greg held back further protests, merely moaning and groaning in reply to the repeated spanks.


  “Your mother should have done this to you when you were younger. I bet she didn’t, did she?”


  Greg did not respond to the question.


  “Did she?” Gabriella demanded to know.


  “No, ma’am,” he managed to reply.


  “I didn’t think so. If she had, you might not be acting like such a cad now.”


  “C’mon, this is starting to hurt.”


  “And well it should, you’d better get used to it because the sting is only going to get worse.”


  A hearty smack, smack, smack ensued as though Gabriella were keeping time to some inner beat. She couldn’t have been more methodical. Greg’s bottom was awash with a red hue blazing like fire against his skin.


  “Please, Gabe, no more!” he pleaded.


  “I’m Gabriella to you, thank you,” and she punctuated her remark with some especially nasty swats. The more she gave him, the harder the smacks became, and she could tell by his impassioned pleas that he was nearly at his limit.


  Gabriella was glad that this punishment would not end here. She could hardly let this one spanking suffice for all his crimes. Maybe she could cure the scoundrel of his roguish ways.


  “No! Please!”


  “Are you going to behave like a nasty brat?”


  “No, ma’am.”


  She laid on another several smacks.


  “Ouch!”


  “Are you going to behave yourself with your students?”


  “Yes ma’am!”


  “Are you going to be faithful to your fiancée?”


  “Yes!” he howled as another hearty smack practically sent him through the roof.


  Gabriella was done.


  Greg quickly pulled himself away from the woman’s grasp, finding his pants some distance away on the floor. Though he tried to hide the fact, it was plain to see that Greg had quite an erection. Gabriella admired the manly display in silence, knowing that this was certainly not the moment to bring up his obvious arousal. Certainly, under other circumstances, there were lots of possibilities at such a moment; but this time, she’d have to let them go.


  Once in his jeans, Greg looked at her rather meekly, as if he’d just as soon she leave, but Gabriella was not yet finished with the ski instructor.


  “Now, let’s arrange your next session,” she said sternly.


  “You mean that?” he asked. “Is it really necessary?”


  “I think another round of the same is due just to make sure you got the message.”


  “Well, I won’t let you,” he charged angrily.


  “Really? Then I suppose I’ll just have to give the message to, who is it, Rebecca? She’s your fiancée, isn’t she?”


  “You can’t.”


  “I can and I will.”


  “What is it, you the champion of some women’s causes?” he replied dryly.


  “You’d better understand one thing. The nastier you are with me, the worse it will be tomorrow.”


  “Tomorrow!”


  “No time like the present! And tomorrow my friend Meg will witness the show; you really pissed her off. She’ll be delighted to see your bottom burn the way it does tonight.” Gabriella’s eyes lit up with devilish intent.


  “You don’t really mean that?”


  “Try me,” Gabriella snapped. “Now if you don’t mind, I’ll be taking a taxi back to the lodge. Just remember, we have another lesson tomorrow, and you better be on your toes, because I’ll be watching you.”


  The next day, Greg was a perfect angel on the slopes. He seemed especially careful with Gabriella, except that the brunette skier noticed that Greg—without laying one finger on her—was even more interested in her than before. If she didn’t know better, she’d say that Greg was smitten. It was a most unusual circumstance, making her wonder if it was wise to continue with the lessons.


  After her lesson that afternoon, she informed Greg that he was to meet her in Meg’s room at the lodge.


  “Don’t be late for your spanking or you get it twice as hard. Six o’clock, room 657.”


  Greg nodded, a little frightened by the prospect, but surprisingly resigned to his fate. His change in attitude was not at all strange to her; she’d seen it before with the men she spanked. As much as they kicked and screamed and protested, there were those men that really liked getting spanked. They even got off on the stern treatment. She was afraid that Greg was one, and that unfortunately she couldn’t be spanking him regularly. Not with a fiancée or wife on his arm. She just hoped that these two spankings were all the impetus he’d need to be more considerate and faithful to his intended wife.


  Promptly at six, Greg walked through Meg’s door looking rather sheepish for such an arrogant young man.


  For this occasion, Gabriella sat back and let Meg take center stage, since this was her show.


  “I hear your bottom blushes quite well when you’re paddled,” she said to him with a saucy ring in her voice.


  Greg didn’t reply.


  “I can’t wait to see how it looks,” she added.


  “Please, can’t we just get this over with,” Greg pleaded.


  “Oh, no,” Meg shook her head flirtatiously, “not when I can see you act so humble like this. It’s really quite a treat. Too bad your fiancée isn’t here to see it. Gabriella had to hold me back on this one. I was ready to spill the beans to your unsuspecting girlfriend. But alas! Maybe we can set you on the straight and narrow and assure your future marital bliss.” Her tone of mockery was savage, and Meg was loving every minute of it.


  Gabriella admired how her friend could lay it on so thick. She was even feeling a little sorry for poor young Greg.


  “Well, my dear, I guess what I really want to see is those cheeks burning,” Meg finally said, turning to Gabriella.


  “So, what have you decided?” the brunette asked Meg. “The paddle or strap?” 


  “I was just thinking about what weapon he really deserves,” Meg answered. She cocked her head while she scrutinized the man before her. “I really think I’d like to see a leather belt laid across his butt. My daddy used to use one on my ass, when I was naughty. I’d really like to turn the tables and see what a sassy bottom looks like all warm and pink.”


  “Red is more like it, Meg,” Gabriella informed her. “Pink’s only a temporary phase.”


  “The belt it is,” Meg confirmed, and she walked to her closet, pulling out a western style belt that would be sufficient for the task.


  Greg noticeably shuddered seeing the thing. Being rather long, it would likely whip through the air and descend with a terrific wallop. Strangely, however, even as he looked at the dreadful thing, his thighs and groin were quivering excitedly. Just looking at Gabriella’s gloriously stern face made him even more excited. He had no idea what was happening to him, but at least for the moment he had no choice but to comply with the instructions. His whole future depended on it. And if he was going to have to go through with it, he’d do his best to enjoy the moment under Gabriella’s immutable decree.


  As the dominant brunette woman strode forward, Greg saw a soft sensuousness behind the stern exterior. Her lips were painted a soft red; he remembered kissing them, how moist and succulent they were. And the feel of her legs beneath him the night before. This was terrible, but even as he was being punished for being an incorrigible lady’s man, he was getting turned on by the administrator of the punishment. It seemed like a set-up for disaster.


  “Over the table,” Gabriella ordered. She was all business.


  Greg walked toward the table, and leaned over presenting his rear end to the luscious dominant woman.


  “Not so fast,” she said. “You’re forgetting something, aren’t you?”


  “Oh.” He pulled up and began to unbuckle his belt so that he could drop his pants. He hated the fact that his cock was already rising, but at least this time, he wasn’t facing the women, so hopefully they wouldn’t notice. Once Greg completed his task, he leaned back over the table, and waited for the inevitable first blow.


  “I think you’ll find this a much different sensation than yesterday. It might even leave a few marks, but I hope it will be as arousing as your last spanking.”


  Hearing Gabriella’s speech, he knew that the woman had seen his erect cock the day before. He blushed realizing that he wasn’t likely to keep any secrets from this savvy brunette. 


  With no preliminaries or further talk, the belt suddenly whisked through the air and landed on his bottom, effectively snapping against both of his exposed rear cheeks.


  Gabriella stood back for a few minutes allowing the pink to rise quickly on his bottom. She always liked to see the distinct mark of that first snap of the leather. Once she was satisfied with the two-inch path across his bottom, she began with a series of smacks, each one tracing a new line on his flesh. Once she covered his entire ass, she began again at the top making her way down to his thighs. When she reached his upper legs, she let go with three nasty whacks, and he howled.


  “Oh, please not there!” he wailed.


  “Not so much padding, is there?” Gabriella said, without any indication of sympathy in her voice. She just laid on another one, right over top of the burning red streak at the top of his thighs.


  “Yeeeeeawww!”


  Hearing his distress, she moved back to the top of his ass and began again.


  “My, what a beautiful red, I’ll just have to call you Scarlet,” Meg purred nastily. She was at his side, speaking in his ear with a haughty satisfaction accompanying every word.


  Another stripe across his burning ass, and he howled again.


  “Hurts, doesn’t it?” Meg whispered, with her continuing effected sweetness.


  “Pleeese.” He was both embarrassed and in pain.


  “I promise I won’t flirt again, just please stop.”


  “When I’m done,” Gabriella said. She laid on another half dozen stripes and at last put the belt down.


  Sauntering to his side, she joined Meg in their gentle mockery. “This is what you deserve for being such a cad,” Gabriella informed him. “I’m going to be in town all winter long, and I’m going to keep my eye on you. You’d better behave, because I will fill your girlfriend in on your exploits if you start to misbehave again. You understand that?” she said pinching his raw rear cheek.


  “Ouch! Yes,” he retorted nastily.


  “What was that?” Gabriella asked, wary of his attitude.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he replied.


  “That’s better,” she said. “Now, you go on and be a gentleman, and please keep your arousal to yourself.”


  “Yes ma’am.”


  The two women backed away from him, allowing him the room to restore his pants. 


  “You know, Greg?” Gabriella mused. “You might just tell that girlfriend of yours how much you like to be spanked. Give her the opportunity to enjoy the treatment when you’re married. It might just save your marriage a lot of unpleasantness.”


  Greg only nodded at her suggestion. One dominant woman was all he could handle, if he could really handle her at all. He had to escape the two, or he might get sucked into another spanking. As he left the room, he flashed Gabriella one longing look, seeing her radiant eyes shining so lusciously at him. It was too confusing to even think about, the rush of feelings that were rising in him. But, he squelched the sexual thoughts, anxious to get back to his apartment and have a good stiff drink.


  “Boy, you really shook him up,” Meg said.


  “That was the point, wasn’t it?” the brunette answered.


  “If I didn’t know better, I’d say he has a crush on you,” Meg suggested.


  “I wonder about that myself. I could easily have a crush on him, but that is hardly the point of all this.”


  “Well, you never know,” Meg said. “I’ve really worked up an appetite; how about some dinner?”


  Gabriella canceled her lessons with Greg. There was something in the ethers between them that she wasn’t sure about. As much as she hoped their sojourn together would be just a teaching experience for Greg, she wasn’t sure that a continued relationship on the slopes would instill the values that she intended. She refused to contribute to the downfall of anyone’s relationship, as least not if she could help it.


  The two did see each other around the slopes and in town fairly regularly. They nodded at each other, smiled kindly and went their separate ways, saying little to spark a friendship. After about three weeks of such careful behavior, Gabriella was surprised to have Greg plop down in front of her while she was drinking a cafe latte at a restaurant in town.


  “How’ve you been?” he asked, seeing just a half smile on the brunette’s gorgeous face.


  “I’ve been just fine. To what do I owe this visit, I thought we were keeping our distance?”


  “We don’t have to anymore,” Greg said.


  “Oh really?”


  “Rebecca and I broke up.”


  “That’s too bad,” Gabriella offered him her sympathy.


  “I’m not sure it was such a bad thing,” Greg said.


  “Why’s that?”


  “We’d been kind of on the rocks for a while. I mean I’d pulled some stupid things with her. You know flirting with other women, stuff like that.”


  “Going to bed with a few,” Gabriella added.


  “Yeah, that too. Anyway, she has a girlfriend in town that got wind of a really innocent little thing I had going with a cocktail waitress at the lodge. It was stupid. I mean I didn’t even sleep with her. Then Rebecca and I were arguing and I decided that I couldn’t wriggle out of it. I came clean with her, told her some of the things I’d done. I gave her all the usual promises, but she wasn’t buying.”


  “Did you tell her about Meg and me?”


  “No, I can only say so much,” he answered sheepishly. “I wasn’t ready for that.”


  “I don’t think you really loved her much,” Gabriella suggested, “the way you treated her.”


  “You’re probably right. She’s a bombshell, good-looking woman. Hot. I mean really hot, and hot in bed. But …” he shrugged. “We’d never have made it. That’s why I stopped by. I think your ‘treatment’ helped me see that.”


  “Oh, in what way?”


  Greg shrugged. “You pointed out the obvious.”


  “Well, I’m glad I could be of some service.” Gabriella had maintained a rather haughty demeanor, but now softened, realizing that she didn’t need to perform for him anymore. He was, in fact, a free man. That put a whole new complexion on things.


  Greg looked at her cautiously. “So … you want that real date?”


  The two seemed to be circumscribing new territory in their odd relationship, free to explore a whole realm of possibilities. The recollection of Greg’s erect cock was clearly in Gabriella’s mind, knowing what that meant about their earlier heated confrontations. He’d been sexually turned on by one of her favorite bedtime games, spanking. Now, it was something she could address directly. Perhaps this winter on the slopes wouldn’t be as lonely as she thought.


  “A date with you?” she pondered aloud. “Only if you behave yourself. Remember, I wouldn’t hesitate to wallop your ass if you get out of hand.”


  “I guess I should expect that,” he said. “Just to show you my heart’s in the right place, I’ll pay for your dinner tonight.”


  He was still a sly one, Gabriella could tell; but with her own libido unleashed, the thought of a night with Greg was not at all unpleasant. In fact, she couldn’t wait.


  “Just don’t make any promises you won’t keep, because then I’ll have to have my revenge,” she told him.


  Greg smiled his charming grin returning.


  “I don’t think I’ve talked to a woman as much as I’ve talked to you,” Greg confessed, when their dinner was over.


  “Not a bad idea, is it?” Gabriella asserted. “Women have lots of needs, and good conversation is one of them.”


  “Funny, maybe it was all that spanking, but you seem to know me so well anyway, it’s a little easier being honest with you.”


  “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Gabriella said.


  They rose from their chairs and walked into the night air. It was a brisk cold, their breath steaming around them as they strolled down the main drag. They walked up a hill a little ways and looked out to the mountains, seeing the reflections of moonlight and a starry sky on the snow.


  “It’s really beautiful here, isn’t it,” Gabriella said.


  “Not as beautiful as you,” Greg replied, pulling the brunette closer to him.


  “You’re giving me a line, asshole,” she charged lightly.


  “I know, but it’s true.” He turned the lovely woman around in his arms and they kissed. It reminded her of the mountain top weeks before.


  “I don’t think it’s possible to cure you of being the charming devil you are,” she said.


  “But you could try. I mean for you, I’d really try to behave.”


  “Would you?” Gabriella said. “Would you let me demand your ever vigilant submission to my needs?”


  “Anything,” he said. “I’d do anything for you.”


  “Oh, you’re just horny,” Gabriella charged.


  “Because of you. Sometime you’ve got to believe me.”


  She was horny too, very horny. Even if it were for just one night, she wasn’t going to let the perfect opportunity pass her by. She’d have him, just once, in a brief moment when faithfulness didn’t matter. There were no strings. Why not? Then she could see what happened later.


  They walked back to Greg’s apartment just a few blocks from where they were. This time, low lights and a little music were the proper prelude to the evening. She had no agenda but to enjoy this vibrant man, likely at his very best. He was absolutely ravenous for her, taking her into the bedroom quickly, the two rolling around together amidst his unmade sheets, peeling off layer upon layer of winter clothes until they were both naked, his cock finding the entry he wanted so much.


  “Ohhhhh, yes, please,” Gabriella lustily.


  Greg liked her darker version of sex, the way she liked to bite him, run her tongue around his nipples until they were erect buds, and then nibble at them until he screamed. She made him turn over on his belly, and she smacked his bottom a dozen times each cheek, as hard as she could. This time spanking was purely pleasure. He loved being at this woman’s mercy, and was sure he could remain in her demanding grasp forever. 


  “I want your ass really, really red,” she purred as she sat on his back, facing his pink rear cheeks.


  “There’s a hairbrush in the bathroom,” he informed her. He wanted the same result as she did.


  “Go get it,” she said, rolling off of him. He dutifully complied, quickly retrieving the brush. “Now lie down again, I rather like that position.


  He was face down on the bed again, his rear end not glowing nearly enough. Gabriella took the hairbrush and began giving him one nasty spirited spanking.


  “You know Greg, if you want me around, you’d better expect this because I’ll never believe you’ll mend your ways. I’ll just know you deserve a good paddling every time.”


  Greg moaned his response as his dick hardened underneath him, with each whack of the brush. He knew he was a naughty boy, he could feel it in his bones. This woman was the only one who’d ever understood the enormous unmet need in him. He hadn’t understood it himself, but he understood now.


  “Damn you have me hot!” Gabriella cried, as she rolled off Greg again. “Suck me boy, and do it right.”


  Greg turned around to bury his head in Gabriella’s fragrant snatch.


  “No, turn around, I want to whack you while you do it.”


  “Is that safe?” he asked worried he might forget himself in the midst of getting spanked.


  “It better be,” Gabriella advised him. 


  Greg turned around crouching with his face over Gabriella’s crotch; his hips and ass end were waving in her face so that she could easily wield the brush against them. She didn’t smack them hard, but just enough to keep them red and warm, with Greg’s sexual arousal flying through the roof. It had been a long time since she’d been with a man who loved the “treatment” so much.


  “You make it feel good, love, or I’ll really smack you,” she charged. 


  In moments, she was wriggling wildly on his tongue and lips, a wild orgasm flooding her loins with a delicious sensation of satisfaction.


  When they were finished with the first round of the night, Gabriella lay back on the bed and bit her lip with a coy blush of her own rising on her cheeks.


  “I’m really going to have to find you misbehaving a lot, because I love to spank your ass.”


  Greg looked at her without the sheepish schoolboy embarrassment or the ass-hole arrogance he’d had a few weeks ago. He seemed perfectly pleased with the way things were working out between he and the lovely Gabriella.


  “It’s a good thing I like it, too,” he said.


  An easy relationship evolved, days turned to weeks and Greg was so well behaved that Gabriella was about to give up on his being naughty anymore, and just spank him for the fun of it.


  But since absence doesn’t make the heart grow fonder in his case, Gabriella was delighted to find him back to his flirting ways after she spent a few days away. Coming home a little early from a family wedding in Reno, she caught Greg with arms around a student, not romantically, but certainly, he was being a little too close for his own good.


  Smiling broadly, as she looked at her wayward lover making his time-honored pass, she walked away, not announcing her presence, preferring to give him a surprise he wouldn’t forget.


  “How about a lesson?” she asked Greg several hours later after his fawning little student was nowhere to be found.


  “My god, you’re back,” he exclaimed, looking thoroughly pleased to see her.


  “You been a good boy?” she asked.


  “Of course,” he said, taking her in his arms.


  Gabriella could already see that he was horny.


  “How about my lesson?” she asked again.


  “You mean that now, it’s a little late to get started.”


  “Just one run, I want to get back in the mood.”


  “Okay, how about going up run #2?”


  “Sounds perfect to me,” Gabriella replied. She was delighted by his choice, knowing that Run #2 was off to one side in a rather secluded part of the mountain. Few skiers made this particular trek, since there were other runs more convenient. At this time of day, they would likely be the only ones there.


  Once up the rope tow, Greg began to instruct Gabriella as if he were giving the lesson she requested.


  “Just a minute,” she said, changing pace. “It’s really your lesson that I want.”


  “What do you mean?” Greg asked, perplexed.


  “Take down your pants,” she ordered.


  “Here?”


  “Yes, here,” she replied.


  “But why?” 


  Boy had she caught him off guard!


  “I saw the way you were flirting with the little blonde student a few hours ago, I think you need a paddling.”


  “But that was nothing!”


  “Were you flirting?”


  “Well ….”


  “Answer me!”


  “Yes, but it was very innocent.”


  “And that’s how it starts. We’re going to nip this in the bud right now, because I’m not going to let you make a fool of me, you understand?”


  “Yes,” Greg answered meekly. “But here? It’s fucking ten degrees on this mountain.”


  “You won’t get frostbite the way I’ll keep you warm.”


  Greg couldn’t believe his fate, but he also knew that there wasn’t any use arguing with his girlfriend. She’d be even more ruthless, if she thought he was hedging on anything.”


  “Please, just make it quick.”


  “It’ll be quick alright,” she assured him. 


  Turning around, Greg dropped his pants and bent over.


  From out of nowhere Gabriella pulled out a small leather spanker, and began to whack her submissive’s ass with a brisk round of swats. She was about as angry as he’d seen her since their first encounter. She literally didn’t stop for an instant, the smacks almost unbearable in the cold air.


  “God, please Gabriella, this is horrid.”


  “I’m glad,” she said, and she continued.


  “Yikes!” he screamed when she caught his thighs.


  She reeled off at least a half dozen on that worst of all places, while Greg screamed heartily at each one.”


  “Please,” he pleaded, when she finally resumed her smacks on his softer bottom.


  “I’ll stop when I’m ready,” she replied indifferently.


  The bright red on his ass was even more vibrant than when they were inside, the cold adding a dimension that she’d not had the pleasure of seeing before.


  “I really like you like this,” she declared as she eyed the pleasant sight.


  “Please, no more!” he cried again.


  But Gabriella defiantly continued, thinking again of how he’d been charming the little blonde.


  “She wasn’t the first one, was she?” Gabriella charged as she cracked the leather against one cheek.


  When he didn’t reply, she repeated the question, punctuated with another hearty smack and a stern, “Answer me!”


  “No, there were a couple of others.”


  “How many?” she asked.


  “Three, only three, I promise.”


  “Then I’ll have to give you three more paddlings just like this,” Gabriella told him.


  After several particularly nasty whacks she stopped.


  “You can put your pants up in just a minute.” She felt the warmth on his bottom, while the rest of him was getting cold.


  “Maybe we’d better be going in, the wind is picking up.”


  “I suppose,” Gabriella consented.


  “Damn, you’re one ruthless woman,” Greg said, as he pulled up his pants and turned around.


  “But that’s the way you like me, isn’t it,” Gabriella said.


  “Well, kind of,” he answered reluctantly.


  “I was thinking we needed some getting re-acquainted time, don’t you?” she said sidling up to him, flirting as badly as he did.


  “Yeah, this is what I need,” he answered, knowing that she was ready for the hot tub and an evening in bed.


  “Are you really gonna take me up there and paddle me three times more?” he asked, when they were at the base of the mountain again.


  “You’re damned right I am,” Gabriella said, with eyes gleaming. “And you’re going to love it.”


  Greg smiled at her beautiful fresh face. He guessed that she was right.




  KEEPING HIM IN HIS PLACE


  Galen Forrest eyed the expansive Tudor home wondering what she was going to do with the old family estate. She loved the place with its strange Old English flavor, sumptuous gardens, and mysterious nooks and crannies. She had been living in a small corner of the massive house, having all the room she needed to feel comfortable, in just four rooms of what was once the servant’s quarters. The rest of the house needed lots of work and tender loving care. It was such an expansive project; she was often bewildered by the enormity. Her lawyer expected renovations that would turn the fifteen-bedroom estate into a Bed and Breakfast, but to date, Galen was stymied by the whole project. The more she thought about it, the more anxious she got. And so, as she had on many days, she put the whole thing out of her mind, preferring a relaxing waltz through the overgrown gardens.


  As she moved down the garden path, she practically ran into Adrian Knox, the younger brother of a good friend, and now, the estate’s caretaker.


  “Oops! I’m sorry. I wasn’t looking,” she said.


  “Sorry, Galen,” the twenty-five-year-old man apologized as he backed away. He had his shirt off, and his well-muscled torso was glistening with sweat. Adrian worked outside without a stitch above the waist, and on many occasions, the sight of his beautifully tanned body sent her loins fluttering. Adrian was breathtaking. That was probably the reason why she didn’t have the nerve to fire him. Despite his horrible work record, he was pleasant as hell to have running around the estate, flexing his muscles and flashing his charming smile. He was always as polite as could be, but that shouldn’t make up for his lack of work, she kept telling herself. Yet, like everything else about the Forrest Estate and its uncertain future, this went along without any clear-cut decision being made.


  “Did you trim back those bushes around the pool?” Galen asked.


  “Just going to do it,” the young man assured her.


  She was afraid of that. He was always “just going to do it.” Adrian was a first-class flake when it came to a job that he was more than capable of handling.


  “Please get working on it, there are hundreds more things to do.”


  “I’ll be right on it, just have to take care of those dead petunias,” he told her.


  “Thanks,” she replied, fully certain that the bushes would remain untrimmed today, tomorrow and likely for the next week, until she harassed him again. Although she walked angrily away, she couldn’t help one last longing look at his perfect body—a look Adrian noticed.


  That afternoon, the telephone rang and Galen picked it up to hear her attorney George on the other end.


  “Galen, what’s the decision. Are you going to sell or get that B&B rolling?”


  “Hell, I don’t know!” she moaned, exasperated. “I can’t seem to get anything done around here. I don’t know what to do.”


  “You still have that young punk working for you?”


  “It’s a promise to an old friend, George.”


  “Promises only go so far. What the kid needs is a trip to the woodshed if you ask me.”


  “Oh, would I love to do that!” she exclaimed. “Turn his white buns as tan as his shoulders. But he’s hardly a kid anymore.”


  “You sure lust isn’t creeping into the picture?” George asked.


  “C’mon now, he’s ten years younger than I am.”


  “You’re a vibrant good-looking woman with certain needs. I don’t think you’d hesitate to land him in bed, just because of age.”


  “Aw, George.”


  “Well, that’s all beside the point,” he went on. “What you need now is to be objective about this estate of yours. Something’s got to be done with the property. I could be up there with a crew and have the place in great shape in a month. You keep saying you want this little hostel of yours, let’s get going.”


  “Okay, okay, you’re right. I’ll make some decisions tonight, and I’ll call you in the morning.”


  “Sounds good, just watch your lust!” George warned her.


  “Yeah, yeah.”


  Hanging up the phone, Galen slumped down in the chair and looked out to the patio, seeing Adrian with trimming shears in his hand, working with his typical casual indifference. The more she looked at him, the more she knew what she needed to do. Damn! She didn’t have much choice; but firing him and getting on with things was a first step in getting the estate problem handled.


  Galen cracked open the window, “Adrian,” she called.


  He turned, looking in her direction.


  “C’mere, will you?” she called to him.


  “Sure.” He dropped the shears on the top of the hedge, where they would probably fall through to the ground, forgotten.


  A few minutes later Adrian was at her door. She motioned him inside then sat back down.


  “Adrian,” she took a deep breath, looking at his handsome physique. “I hate to have to tell you this, but your employment is not working out.”


  “Oh?” He looked unfazed.


  “Yes. The truth is, I’m going to have to let you go.” She tried to say it as kindly as she could, being rather soft at heart.


  “You mean you’re firing me?” he asked, taken off guard.


  “That’s right.”


  “Aw, c’mon Galen,” he moaned as though she was just joking.


  “I’m sorry. I’ve got to clean this place up, and you’re not helping.” As she spoke, she thought of all the time he’d wasted while paying him good money. She should be righteously pissed off at him for his sloppy work.


  “Galen, you can’t,” Adrian argued. “I need this job, and you promised Kathy.”


  “I promised your sister I’d give you a job, but I didn’t promise to carry you forever. I can’t count on you to get anything done.”


  For the first time, Adrian had a serious look on his face, realizing his cushy job was rapidly falling away through his fingers. “What if I promised to work harder?” he asked.


  Galen eyed him for a moment, her stern resolve disappearing as she gazed at his terrific body. There had been whispers of something erotic between the two since he started working at the estate; but nothing had ever materialized. George was right; there was lust involved.


  “I’ll tell you what,” Galen said, after some thought, “I’ll make a list of things I want done by tomorrow night. If they’re not done, you’re gone. You think you can handle that?”


  Adrian nodded. “That’s fair,” he said, fully expecting this little upset to be a passing thing. He didn’t think Galen would ever fire him.


  “We’ll do this every day. As long as you get the work finished, you can stay. But let me tell you, if I think you’re slacking off anytime, I’ll paddle your butt.” Remembering what George had said about taking him to the woodshed, she added this last threat to heighten his incentive.


  “You’ll what?”


  “You heard me.”


  “You really mean that?” he asked, shocked by the very thought.


  “You’re damn right. You’ve run out of chances, this is it.” Galen could hardly believe how stern she’d become. It felt pretty damned good finally getting her resolve back! “Now, you just stay here while I make out the list for tomorrow.”


  Galen turned to her writing table and scribbled off a dozen items that needed doing. She’d gone through this routine before with Adrian, all to no avail, but this time she’d made up her mind not to back down. He’d be gone if every last one of these items was not complete by the following evening. When she was finished, she handed the list to a startled Adrian. 


  What!” he exclaimed. His face turned white as a sheet.


  “I want the first five done by noon, or I will strap your ass, is that clear?”


  “But?”


  “I’m not compromising, not anymore.” Her eyes narrowed with her expression utterly fixed; she wouldn’t give an inch.


  “By noon, huh?”


  “By noon, the rest by six in the evening.”


  Adrian breathed deeply, then flashed his charming smile as if to say he had it all handled. As he left Galen’s heart was pounding hotly and her loins sexually charged. If anything, the confrontation only stirred her lust even more. This was the most strange and difficult thing she’d ever done. She only hoped that she could live up to her threats.


  At noon the next day, Galen strolled the grounds seeing how well Adrian had done his work. Of the five things that he needed to do before noon, only three were complete, one looked half done and Adrian was nowhere to be found. Continuing through the grounds, Galen stopped to see the young man bending over to pick up some papers that had fallen from his arms.


  “Stop right there,” she ordered, as she approached him from behind.


  He started to stand.


  “No,” Galen ordered. “Don’t move, stay right where you are, bent over.” She took a moment to admire his luscious rear end.


  “But …”


  “You heard me.” Her voice was coolly detached. Taking a firm stand with the young man was giving her a rather pleasant thrill all its own. “You look rather stunning like that. I think this is exactly the pose I need when I punish you.”


  “But I,” he tried to explain. “I’ve been working all morning. I didn’t have time.”


  “Did you do all the work?” she asked.


  “No, but Galen I didn’t have time. Please, this is silly.”


  “You didn’t think I’d live up to my promise,” she suggested.


  “You’re not going to spank me, are you?”


  “I most certainly am. Stand up.”


  Adrian stood up, intending to turn around and face her, but she halted him.


  “Just stay as you are with your back to me.”


  He turned back, facing the bushes in front of him, totally flustered by Galen’s designs. “Now take off your belt and hand it to me,” she said.


  She could see that he wanted to protest, but so far, he was keeping quiet, dutifully removing his belt from his jeans and handing it to her.


  “Now take off your pants,” she ordered.


  “Hey wait!” Adrian protested, looking back at her, flustered by her invincible mood.


  She stared him down. “It’s this or your job,” she reminded him.


  “You can’t, Kathy will flip when she hears about this.”


  “Don’t make me laugh. Your sister will be happy as a clam to know her brother is finally getting a little discipline in his life.”


  “But….”


  “Take down your pants,” she ordered sternly.


  The embarrassment unavoidable, a crimson blush produced red blotches on his neck. Adrian turned back and undid his pants, letting the jeans drop to the ground. Much as Galen expected, he was naked underneath his jeans. Two fine white ass cheeks stood out, clearly defined by tan lines at his waist and upper thighs. He kicked the jeans away, standing perfectly naked, and oh so gorgeous!


  “He has a perfect ass for paddling,” she thought to herself, taking some moments to admire the flawless look of his nicely-rounded buns.


  “Now bend over,” she ordered at last.


  “Galen, you don’t really mean this,” he groaned.


  She flashed him a devious smirk as he looked back at her one last time.


  “It took me much too long to come to my senses, but since I have, I’m not going to change my plans one iota. Now, bend over, or you can pack your things.”


  With little choice available, Adrian bent over and rested his palms on a granite bench in front of him.


  “You’d better brace yourself, this is going to smart,” Galen warned.


  “Sure. Right,” he moaned as if it was all a big joke. Nonetheless, there was a touch of fear in his voice, as he wasn’t quite sure what was in store. Certainly, being walloped a few times by a woman couldn’t hurt all that much.


  Much to the boy’s surprise, however, the spanking did smart. And a whole lot more than he expected. His angry employer was downright ruthless. Galen, fueled by her newfound resolve, doubled the belt in her hand, stood to one side of his tight round rear, and let the leather fly. Without stopping for even a second, she smacked the pretty bottom a good twenty times. 


  Pausing, Galen watched Adrian’s buns turn a nice rosy pink. Seeing the terrific result, she assumed that more swats would only make his bottom an even brighter red. She let the belt fly again with another round of spirited wallops.


  “Goddam, Galen, stop! This hurts!” He wasn’t exactly crying, but he wasn’t as sure of himself as he’d been earlier.


  “I told you it would hurt, and it’s not over,” Galen informed him.


  Renewing her grip on the belt, she began for a third round, this time settling into a steady rhythm. Likely the strokes were less fervent, but one after another, after another, she went on as if she would never stop, knowing that the vivid pain that was mounting in his now crimson buns would soon be too much to bear.


  “Stop!” Adrian shouted. He was wiggling his rear, his feet beginning to dance underneath him. 


  What a terrific sight! Galen thought to herself. She had this young man exactly where she wanted him, submissive and ready to beg for mercy.


  “Please!” he tried a more penitent voice, seeing that an outright demand was doing no good. At the same time, he didn’t want to appear “soft and easy.” And he wasn’t about to let her see tears or hear him beg too anxiously. The belt continued its unrelenting journey, for a minute, then Galen began to slow the pace with each measured smack, until she finally stopped altogether.


  “There, I think that should be enough for a first time,” she announced.


  Adrian was about to stand, but Galen stopped him. “You wait right where you are while we finish this business,” she ordered him. “Now that you know how serious I am about things, I expect your complete cooperation with the work that needs to be done. If your list is not complete by six o’clock today, you’re fired. And tomorrow, I’ll repeat this treatment if necessary. Am I understood?” she asked.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Adrian said sarcastically.


  “Don’t you dare sass at me Adrian, or you’ll get another go round with this belt.” She let the leather fly one more time, just for emphasis.


  “Ouch! He jumped, surprised by the unanticipated blow. “Yes ma’am,” he said, much more contrite. At the moment, another paddling was the least of Adrian’s concerns. The residual effect of the belt created a pleasant feeling in his loins. A very bizarre result of the punishment was a rapidly growing dick between his legs. 


  “You can stand now,” Galen ordered. 


  Unfortunately, his employer wasn’t taking her eyes off him; further embarrassment was likely to follow. Finally getting the courage to stand, he grabbed his pants, and tried to put them on in one quick movement. To his dismay, it was awkward as hell trying to complete his task without Galen seeing what he was taking such pains to hide.


  “My goodness Adrian, did this arouse you?” Galen commented. The very idea sent quite a thrill through her, especially since she realized how turned on, she’d become herself, while applying that belt to Adrian’s delectable ass.


  The young man was about to come up with some snappy quip to counter his embarrassment, but when his eyes caught Galen’s, it was clear that there was more than just punishment between them. “Yeah, it did,” he admitted as if he was in a trace. “Did it turn you on?” he asked.


  “Yes.” She answered amusedly. “Maybe I have more than just one reason to paddle your bottom.” 


  Adrian’s patented smile was returning as he planned to charm her once again. “Maybe we should see where this takes us?” Adrian suggested, as he zipped his pants.


  “Maybe,” Galen agreed. “But right now, you have work to do.” With that, she handed the boy his belt and walked away.


  ***


  Galen’s plans to renovate the estate took a much different turn after her confrontation with her caretaker. The young man took a renewed interest in his work; each evening by six, a whole list of projects was complete. After the grounds were well under control, Galen moved him inside the house, where the two worked closely together, trying to sort through the mass of things that cluttered the place, as well as cleaning, painting and finishing off all the small things that needed to be done before the contractors came in to complete the bigger work.


  The added benefit of Adrian’s sudden change for the better was being able to work side by side with the tempting young man. They rubbed shoulders, bumped rear ends, and basically got in each other’s way several times each day. Neither one seemed upset by the mounting eroticism that was apparent between them. More than once, they almost kissed, but there was still some little barrier they couldn’t quite get beyond.


  After nearly a month, however, things took a curious turn when Adrian didn’t show up for work one morning. Galen made her way to the caretaker’s house to see if perhaps he was sick. This was certainly unlike him, at least not like the reformed Adrian she’d come to know in recent weeks.


  When she knocked on the door of his cottage, she heard a grumbled reply from inside.


  “Adrian,” she called loudly, so he’d hear.


  “Yeah, come in,” he answered as if he was in a groggy stupor.


  “What’s going on?” she asked, opening the door.


  “Hey, I must have overslept,” he answered her sleepily, looking up from his bed. He was sleeping naked, and his morning hard-on was hard to miss.


  “Listen, I’m sorry I interrupted you,” she said. “I just wanted to know if something was wrong.” She was hastily excusing herself, not wanting to make too much of his physical arousal. To Adrian’s credit, however, the sight of his buoyant erection, had ignited her own sexual juices, and the thoughts of going to bed with him that had been running rampant through her mind for several days.


  “I’ll be in the house in a little bit,” he assured her as he watched her leave the cottage.


  Two hours later Adrian finally showed up, much to Galen’s befuddlement and increasing displeasure.


  “What the hell took you so long?” she asked, testily as she struggled with an unruly strip of wallpaper. Finally, falling on her head, she had to beat her way out of it.


  “I fell back asleep until just about …” Adrian gazed at his watch, “five minutes ago.” He looked at her with his charming smile, as if that made up for any inconvenience.


  “You better not let it happen again,” Galen warned. Thoughts of another spanking were quickly resurrected.


  He helped Galen free herself from the irritating sheet of wallpaper, so she could hang it properly.


  As the next two days progressed, there were more little, and not so little things, about Adrian’s behavior that both puzzled and irritated Galen. He was tardy, careless, and becoming more like the lazier Adrian that had pissed her off before. When he disappeared altogether one day after lunch, that was the last straw. Galen was furious and ready to act!


  By the time he finally showed up, she was struggling with the wallpaper again in one of the fifteen bedrooms they were trying to redecorate. It was nearly three o’clock.


  “Where the hell have you been?” she asked, exasperated. “We were going to get this room done this afternoon, remember.” Her eyes flashed like fire.


  “God, Galen, I got tied up with some things in town. I thought we were going to do this tomorrow.”


  “You thought nothing of the sort,” Galen answered furiously. She could smell beer on his breath. “What? Did you hang out in the tavern all afternoon?”


  “It’s hardly all afternoon, luv. I only had one beer,” he said, trying to appease her. “I’ll help you now.”


  “You’re damn right you will, but not until after you and I take care of another matter.”


  “And what’s that?” he asked.


  “Go over to that bench and bend over.”


  “What!”


  “You know exactly what I mean and don’t play innocent with me.”


  “Not another spanking,” he started to whine.


  “I should have done it two days when you started to behave like a brat again,” she charged. “Now, go.”


  Adrian turned away and sauntered lazily to the other side of the room where there was a pile of sheet-draped furniture, including a dresser, an antique bed and the bench Galen had mentioned.


  “Bend over,” she repeated, just in case he forgot. His nonchalance was infuriating her even more, though he didn’t hesitate to drop his pants and assume the position. She didn’t have to even ask.


  For this occasion, Galen had a scrap piece of heavy oak molding in her hand. It was nearly eighteen inches long and just the perfect length for a paddle.


  “Thought I was going to go easy on you again, well you have another thing coming,” she lectured him. “I suppose you could call this a little gentle reinforcement.” Despite the fact that she could hardly contain herself eyeing his naked body, she let her anger and the paddle rule. Drawing back the wooden implement, she brought it down on Adrian’s tight clenched buns with an emphatic fervor. The sound was most appealing, much louder than the strap, and the effect was no less vivid. Adrian literally cringed as he waited for each new smack.


  Galen peppered his bottom with one stroke after another, beginning quite deliberately at the top of his ass, and working her way to the top of his thighs.


  “Yeow!” he cried as she laid a particularly nasty cut across his upper legs. 


  “Not so much padding there,” she observed. For good measure, she gave him an even six swats, right on top of each other in this most tender place.


  “Goddam, please,” he protested. It hurt like hell!


  Galen stopped the punishment for a minute. “You know, I expect a more respectful tone of voice. If you have to cry, do. If you have to swear, put a lid on it!”


  Another dozen whacks about his bottom had his hot skin glowing red. His bottom looked deliciously appealing in this state. She couldn’t wait to run her hands along the raw flesh. Would he like that, too? Was he as aroused as he’d been before?


  When Galen finally put the paddle down there was an uncomfortable silence between the two of them. Adrian remained poised, waiting for further instructions while Galen admired her handiwork, wondering what to say next.


  It wasn’t words that bridged the gap, but one impromptu gesture, when Galen reached out and stroked his flaming behind. “Why, it is quite hot,” she observed, and then she dropped her hand away.


  “Yes, it is,” he replied. This time, he stood and turned around without any embarrassment. His cock was nearly erect, and Galen was not likely to miss it.


  “Perhaps you owe me a little more, Adrian,” Galen said without missing a beat. This was just too damned much excitement to let pass.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “Since I’ve taken such good care of you, you can take good care of me,” she replied. Taking him by the hand, she led him to the bed, and threw off the dust cover. “Here. She pointed between her legs, as she lay back against the soft covers of the old bed. “Your tongue,” she ordered.


  Adrian smiled, delighted with the proposition. He jumped on the bed between her legs, and pulled down her shorts to find Galen’s soft creamy inner thighs, and fragrant pink cunt with well-trimmed wisps of soft curls.


  He dove into the tender flesh with an eager tongue, Galen lying back to enjoy a long slow and very attentive tongue, giving her a gentle ride to soothe her well-frayed edges. This was glorious, everything she’d wanted from him for so long. She bucked against his experienced mouth as she was about to orgasm, and he lapped up all her succulent juices, while she wiggled and groaned in happy reply. 


  When Galen was finished, it took just seconds for Adrian to satisfy himself, letting his own orgasm spill out on to Galen’s thighs. Then he fell back against the covers and cradled his employer’s inviting body in his arms. Their only thought: why hadn’t they done this before!


  “So, my young man, why don’t you tell me why you all of a sudden became such a nasty little brat again?” Galen asked, as she lay beside him on top of the covers, recouping.


  “Hey, what can I say?” he exclaimed in his distinctively charming way. “I guess I couldn’t wait to get really close to you. I thought that pissing you off might be just the way to get what I wanted.”


  “Why, you little brat! I should spank you again just for that remark!”


  “You really want to?”


  “You’re damn right I do, but not now. We both have work to do, and I’m not going to give you the satisfaction of a spanking until you get something accomplished. I’m on a deadline, you know.”


  “Yeah sure,” he replied. “But a little fun once in a while, makes it all worthwhile, don’t you think? I mean haven’t we worked enough for one day?”


  “I have, you haven’t,” Galen charged.


  “Yeah, but we could take a swim, relax and get back to the hard stuff tomorrow?” he suggested.


  “Well…” she began to answer. He lay beside her looking up in to her eyes, with his lustrous erotic brown ones. “I suppose a little play wouldn’t hurt us, and the pool would probably feel pretty good on that bottom of yours.”


  “Yeah, it would,” he answered, while reaching back to massage his ass.


  “Let me see,” she asked.


  “You mean see my ass?”


  “Yes, turn over,” she demanded. 


  Adrian complied, and turned to his stomach, so that sitting up, Galen had complete access to her new lover’s beautiful bottom. The red had almost faded away, but not some of the little lines, impressions from the edge of the wooden slat. You might even have a few small bruises here,” she suggested.


  “Really,” Adrian answered, not at all upset at that prospect. “Love marks I suppose.”


  “You’re right about that. We’re going to have quite a time getting this old place ready,” Galen she added. “In fact, it might just take forever.” There was a happy twinkle in her eye.


  “Wouldn’t mind that at all,” Adrian replied, happily submissive to this hot fired woman.


  “Now, how about that swim?” Galen suggested. 


  Moments later, the two raced out the door, Galen on Adrian’s heels, hoping to catch him before he hit the water. Another good spanking was on her mind, just to keep things in their proper place.




  BAITED BY HIS MEMORIES


  “I swear, Kyle Jeffries, if you don’t fix this altimeter by tomorrow’s flight, I’m going to drop out of the sky and tan your ass!”


  Kyle looked at Leslie and smirked, amused.


  “You think I don’t mean it, you just try me.” She charged from her Cessna with an angry scowl, her volatile tongue haranguing him, as it had many times before. 


  For a moment, Kyle thought he just might see if his sometime lover and boss would live up to her threat. She threatened to spank him at least once a week, but since he’d always managed to get things finished on time, she had little reason to take off her belt and wallop him. 


  Actually, the thought of a good old-fashioned paddling at the hands of this woman wasn’t at all unpleasant. 


  He remembered very well the erotic rush he got years ago when he was thoroughly admonished by Miss Remmington, his seventh grade English teacher. She was a fine woman; like Leslie, tall, well built in all the right places, and possessing a fierce disposition that thrilled him to the core. She could smile like a summer day, her face as beautiful as anything he’d ever seen; but she could also scowl nastily and wield a leather belt as mean as his father’s. Kyle had learned how to escape his father’s punishment early on, but when it came from Miss Remmington, that was something else. It didn’t take long before he realized that lying across her lap, having her take down his pants and paddle his bottom was an excitement beyond anything he’d ever known—even if Miss Remmington was purely business when she administered a well-earned punishment.


  Of course, Kyle kept his feelings and fantasy to himself, thinking it was pretty weird that he liked getting punished by that woman. Only after he’d read a few spanking magazines when he was in his early twenties, did he realize that his daydreams were not so strange. At least he wasn’t alone with his fetish.


  Then came Leslie, the first woman since Miss Remmington who really thrilled him in the same way. Maybe it was because they had a playful sparring relationship, that often landed them in bed together, or more often, on top of her office desk, screwing each other silly. She was always threatening him, and he always smiled back at her with a nonchalance that only infuriated her more. She was terrific when she was mad; her face would get red, and her eyes would flare, just like Miss Remmington. And since she didn’t have Miss Remmington’s need for proper teacher decorum, she’d let her anger fly like a raging thunderstorm.


  Unfortunately, his relationship with Leslie was still a tenuous thing. She was such an independent freethinking woman; it was sometimes hard to know exactly where it was going.


  “Maybe I should see what you’d really do Les, if I don’t follow your orders someday,” Kyle shot back at her, as he watched her pretty body walk past him.


  She stopped in her tracks.


  “What did you say?” she asked, turning around.


  “Maybe I should see what you’d really do,” Kyle repeated himself.


  “Kyle Jeffries, you’re playing with my life here, it’s not a laughing matter. And I really trust you to remember that.” She looked so serious.


  “I’m not going to play with your life,” Kyle returned with a tone as serious as hers.


  “Good, because you’ll rue the day I thought you deliberately screwed up my plane.”


  “This plane will always fly perfectly for you Leslie, or you won’t fly it,” he reminded her. He would never do anything to hurt Leslie. He was in love with her, and he hoped that someday she would help him fulfill his fondest dream. If only he could get her to act on her sharp-tongued declarations.


  Two weeks after the altimeter incident, Kyle was fooling around in his workshop, cleaning airplane parts and trying to reorganize his tool bench.


  “Hey, what are you doing, hot hands?” Leslie asked. He turned to see her standing at the door of her office, leaning up against the doorpost. God, she is breathtaking, he thought.


  “Just finishing up for the day,” he said.


  “You want to come in here,” she asked him. It was an obvious invitation to another romp across her desk, and on most occasions, he’d jump at the chance, but on this day, he tried a new answer, just to see how Leslie would respond.


  “Can’t now,” he replied, and he turned his back on her.


  “What’s the matter?” she asked, definitely curious about his refusal.


  “Aw, nothing, just need to find that replacement part for the 150.”


  “The what?” she asked, her interest suddenly peaked.


  “You know the part we ordered.”


  “The three-hundred-and-fifty-dollar part I just paid for?” she asked.


  “Yeah, that’s the one.”


  “You lost it?”


  “Naw, I didn’t lose it, it’s here somewhere.”


  Her temper was suddenly engaged. He knew it would be, and he was hopefully headed down the exact path he’d planned on.


  “You damn well better find it, how long have you been looking for it?”


  He turned and looked at her sheepishly, a little boy look breaking out on his otherwise manly face.


  “About an hour,” he replied.


  “An hour!” she looked dumbfounded and a little afraid.


  “Yeah, but it’ll show up. I’ll look tomorrow, if I don’t find it in the next few minutes. I have to go home before too long.”


  “You’re not going anywhere. You’ll stay right here until that part shows up.”


  “Truth is Les,” he looked at her sheepishly, “I might have shipped it out with some old parts I sent to the junk shop.”


  “What!” Her anger was building by the minute. “You’ll never get it back from there.”


  “Yeah, I know. If it doesn’t turn up soon, you’ll have to order another one, that is, if you want that plane operational by Monday.”


  “Damn it, Kyle, how could you be so careless,” she practically shouted. 


  “God Leslie, I’m really sorry,” he answered.


  “I ought to tan your hide,” she seethed, and righteously so.


  “Hon, I’m sorry really,” he said, thinking he should try to calm her down, though he didn’t do a particularly good job of it.


  “Don’t you dare ‘hon’ me, you’ve ticked me off like this for the last time.”


  “So, what’s that supposed to mean?” he asked.


  She looked at him, at first flustered, then her face brightened as if it all became clear. “Maybe I should tan your ass,” she said, with a firmer resolve than he’d ever heard from her.


  “You wouldn’t dare,” he snapped back.


  “You think I wouldn’t?” She took his statement as a challenge.


  “You haven’t got the guts,” he charged.


  “Funny you should say that, because I almost expected it from you. And just because you think you have it all figured out Kyle Jeffries, you are going to get it.”


  “Yeah?” He looked at her in disbelief.


  “Yeah, come in here.”


  He started to laugh. Putting down his screwdriver, he swaggered towards the office. “You don’t mean it,” he said, saucily, as he approached his boss. There was just a little fear in his eye, as he realized this time, she might just follow through. He’d never taunted her like this, and she wasn’t backing down, even one little bit. Did he really want her to spank him after all? Fantasy was one thing, reality another.


  “You don’t take me seriously, Kyle Jeffries,” she said. She turned on her heel and walked into her office, expecting him to follow close behind.


  Kyle closed the door when he entered, then pulled the shade. If she was serious, he didn’t want anyone else to see, and if she wasn’t, it was a nice touch. “Really, Leslie, I do take you seriously, I really try to; but you make so many idle threats.”


  “Well, this one, this time, is not idle at all. You’re going to get the spanking of your life.”


  “Really?” he asked, still not sure whether to believe her or not.


  “Yes, really.”


  Leslie plopped down in her chair, scooting it with her legs so that it was free of the desk. It was obvious that she was new to this scene; but regardless, she knew what she had to do. Leaning forward, she managed to pull her two-inch wide leather belt from her khaki trousers. Doubling it in her hand, she stared ominously at Kyle.


  “You do really mean it.” He looked at her amazed.


  “You’re damn right, it would give me nothing but pleasure to see your bottom glowing red, now take down your pants.”


  “Pants, too?”


  “Yes,” she said sternly. “It’s not like I haven’t seen what’s underneath.”


  “Sure, of course.” This was not quite like the fantasy in his head, nor was it like it had been with Miss Remmington. But Leslie’s eyes flared so delightfully and her firm demands were so compelling, that the whole scene had an arousing aspect all its own—nothing like he’d ever before experienced. He was embarrassed to admit that his penis was beginning to swell inside his pants.


  Unbuckling his belt, he unzipped, and let his work pants fall to the cement floor. 


  “Take them off completely,” she said, staring right at the heart of his crotch—as though she might actually see right through his jockeys. 


  He hoped his swelling cock would wilt, but nothing was happening to make him think it would. In fact, the opposite was occurring. It took him some minutes to get his pants over his shoes, but he soon kicked those off, too, so he was standing barefoot and nearly naked in front of Leslie.


  “I’ll take the underwear down,” Leslie informed him, when he reached for the waistband of his briefs. 


  That was a momentary relief. At least his erection wouldn’t be so obvious.


  “Come here,” she ordered sternly. 


  For an inexperienced woman in these matters, Leslie did have the whole drama down well. Especially the way she looked at him with cold dark eyes, and a firm set jaw.


  While moving towards her gingerly, Leslie reached out and pulled him over her lap. Kyle obediently followed her lead. It was a good thing that they were both about the same size, a smaller woman would have trouble accommodating him on her lap. But Leslie seemed to have no problem at all. Kyle felt as if he was walking into a bit of heaven, having waited for this moment for so long.


  “You think you know me, Kyle Jeffries, well today you’ll see another side of me, whether you like it or not. And it’s about time. You can be sure, the way you piss me off, it won’t be the last!”


  Her words were soothing music, even as nasty as they were rendered. This was the surrender he wanted. Ah! At last!


  “Such a spankable butt,” Leslie commented, as she pulled his underwear off his bottom and let them rest on his legs. “You know I’ve often thought about this, as round as your ass is; the idea of blistering it red is so appealing.” She massaged each cheek with a rough firm grip. “Hummm, I like the finger prints on your skin.” She stared at the red that appeared after a hearty squeeze. “I wonder what it will look like with the imprint of the belt on it.” Leslie seemed in no hurry to begin the paddling, which only made Kyle more anxious. She had every intention of playing her dominant role to the hilt, and letting Kyle suffer for it. When her careful study was finally over, Kyle waited with bated-breath, as he heard her picking up the belt again. She gripped him firmly about the waist, and drew back her arm. 


  SMACK! The doubled leather struck his rear end soundly, though it made very little impression on Kyle. He could see that she was starting slowly, just getting the feel of things. Yet, as she continued, with each successive smack, Leslie gained a measure of confidence. After a good dozen smacks, Kyle’s rear was beginning to sting.


  As she applied the belt to the delectable target, Leslie was delighted to see a rosy blush beginning to rise on his rear. The pinker his bottom got, the more enthused she was with the result. What fun to see if she could make his whole rear end, top to bottom, turn a fine shade of crimson.


  Once the initiating smacks were over, she became more methodical, starting over at the top of his ass where his cleft began and slowly working her way down to the tops of his thighs. It was then he finally cried out.


  “Damn it, that hurts,” he wailed.


  “Of course it does, you naughty bastard!” she cried back, and she lit into him, delivering a half dozen very hard smacks to the center of his red buns.


  “Yeeeeeoooow! Enough!” he shouted.


  She stopped, just momentarily. “Oh, yes, you think you’re going to control this episode? Well, you have another thing coming,” she vowed, administering yet another dozen smacks. She was just beginning to get her stroke down. 


  “Ouch! Yeow! God please!” he ranted. Goddam, she was a nasty disciplinarian, he thought to himself, nothing like his memory of Miss Remmington. But, the fact was, as much as his bottom hurt, he didn’t want her to stop. This was a whole lot better than Miss Remmington ever was.


  “You gonna stop baiting me, Kyle Jeffries?” she asked, as she continued the passionate punishment.


  He hardly had a chance to speak the way the leather was pelting his backside with one blow after another.


  “Answer me!” she demanded.


  “Yes,” he finally cried. He would have preferred to qualify his answer, but she didn’t leave him much choice in the crazy game they were playing.


  The leather continued unceasingly. My god, I’m gonna be sore for a week! he mused silently. Yet his satisfaction was rising rapidly, not to mention his cock, that once dangled half erect beneath him. Now he was stiff as a board, likely communicating his arousal to Leslie, although she wasn’t in the mood to acknowledge it. Not yet, anyway.


  “Dammit, Leslie, stop!” he ordered.


  “Hush your mouth,” she said, and the smacks rained harder yet. A wildly vibrant burn had risen to a peak, and he didn’t think he could stand much more. He knew he could bolt from her tenuous captivity, but he didn’t want to. He needed to finish the contest as submissively as it had begun.


  As Leslie’s anger began to subside, so did the smacks. They were no less harsh, they might have even been harder, but Leslie put some space between each one so that Kyle could recoup for the next. She continued with this pace for several minutes, as if she was teasing Kyle, letting him think that she was about done.


  When she finally stopped altogether, there was a dreadful quiet in the office. Kyle was uncertain what to do, waiting to follow Leslie’s lead. Could she be as aroused as he was, or was he the only kinky one in the room? He had always thought it really odd that he wanted mad passionate sex after a rousing punishment. Would that happen now, or was that not part of Leslie’s plan?


  When she finally put down the belt, he heard the click of the buckle on the desk, as it disturbed the eerie quiet around them. Then he felt Leslie’s hand on his burning ass, that soft gentle touch that had caressed his cock many times before was arousing him again. This time, however, the flood of warmth that spread through him was incredible. Far beyond anything he’d ever felt before. Churning against Leslie’s lap, she had to know by now how excited he was. 


  “This turns you on, doesn’t it?” she said, confirming his suspicions.


  “God yes,” he exclaimed.


  She slapped his rear. This time however, the sensation that ensued was nothing but erotic. She slapped again, and he wanted to drop from her lap, take her in his arms, and bend her back against the table; but he was stopped by his submissiveness. The moment required a different Kyle than he was used to: one he’d been suppressing for some time. Only now was he realizing how exciting his submissiveness could be.


  “You have such a nasty ass,” Leslie purred. Her hand dropped between his clenched thighs and he relaxed, allowing free entrance to his whole rear cleft. These were sensations he’d never had making love. So under her power and control, he wanted nothing more than to give to her, submit to her, be exactly what she wanted him to be. 


  For the moment, Leslie was content to let him remain on her lap where she could fondle him at will. She took great pleasure watching his crimson rear begin to fade. Every once and a while, she slapped him again, stinging both her hand and his bottom, and sending satisfying sensations flooding through them both. 


  “Don’t stop,” he moaned.


  “Oh, I’ll stop when I want to, you naughty man,” she purred. Her voice was deep, enticing and very much in control.


  Smack! Her hand landed again on his rear, and he moaned with the renewed jolt of erotic energy that raced through him. He could stay like this forever, if she wanted him to.


  Smack! Her hand began a gentle spanking journey all around his punished bottom. Pausing, she caressed him tenderly. It was sheer heaven.


  “You know, Kyle, I can think of a hundred ways right now to punish you. I imagine you’d find wooden paddles to your liking, maybe even a cane? Or should I tie you to my desk so you can’t move while I make this ass of yours raw? You deserve it, you know, as horrible as you are to me, taunting me the way you do.”


  Kyle couldn’t agree more, but it was difficult to talk, his hard-on was demanding some kind of relief. When she finally reached between his legs and grabbed his dick, he let out a surprised squeal. “Oh yes! Please!”


  She immediately released her grip, her hand returning to his ass.


  “You like being controlled, I see it all now, you brat! Do you have any idea how many times I’ve thought about this, and thought the whole idea so ridiculous?” she asked.


  He didn’t answer, thinking it wasn’t important.


  “Now, I have an answer to all those times you infuriate me so much,” she said. “Just take you over my knee and wallop your rear. What a terrific discovery! To think, I might have never known if you hadn’t baited me so much today.”


  “I didn’t bait you,” Kyle managed to protest.


  “Oh, you think you didn’t,” Leslie shot back, as she leveled a good dozen retaliating smacks on his rear. She spanked him in the same exact place so that his left cheek was burning hot when she was done. Before she spoke again, she laid another dozen blows on the other cheek, duplicating her fierce designs.


  “You’d better be honest with me, Kyle Jeffries, now that I have you figured out,” she told him.


  Then, without explanation, her legs parted and he fell to the floor between her feet. On his knees, he looked up to see Leslie’s face, soft, sultry and very definitely aroused. “You’re going to take me on that desk, my little lamb,” she told him in a husky turned on voice. “You’re going to please me like you never have before. You’re going to make me fly baby, you understand.” 


  “Whatever you want; I’m right here.” He kissed her thighs, wanting her skin on his mouth, and without having to ask at all, she was unbuttoning her trousers for him, slipping them off her svelte hips, so that he could feel her soft creamy thighs, and see the sweet bush of her sex underneath her panties. 


  “Take the panties off with your teeth,” she instructed him with a devious smirk on her face.


  He leaned forward to the soft nylon, and carefully grabbed the little elastic waistband in his teeth, pulling toward him. He pulled down, until the elastic slipped from his mouth, and snapped back against her belly. 


  “Ouch!” she seethed.


  “You’re going to have to do better than that if you plan to please me. You do it right, or I’ll spank you again,” she warned. “Now do it right.” 


  This time she was more accommodating, slumping in her chair so that he could pull her panties down more easily. He was very careful not to let the elastic snap again. When they were finally over her knees, falling to the floor, Kyle had a perfect view of her succulent cunt. “Now take me baby, right up here,” she told him, rising to the top of the already emptied desk, spreading her legs wide.


  His tongue was instantly at her snatch, doing all the things he knew she loved so well. She liked his tongue everywhere, teasing her, licking her, making her sexual heat rise to incredible heights.


  “Fuck me, Kyle,” she yelled at last. He could tell she was about to come, the way her body writhed joyously under him, as he descended on her, thrusting himself into her waiting wet pussy. 


  They were clasped together much like they’d been in the past, but this was different; Kyle’s ass was still burning, and Leslie was in charge. It was the way they wanted it. They hadn’t believed it could happen—until now. 


  They made love, rolling about the desk, practically falling off several times.


  “You make me fall, I’ll whip you silly,” she declared at one harrowing moment.


  He laughed.


  “Don’t you laugh at me,” she warned. 


  Kyle pulled her back on top of him, as he lay with his back against her desk, Leslie gently fucking him, her hips moving soft and slow, but then faster and faster.


  “I’m coming,” she cried at last, her voice rising sweetly in the hot and steamy air. “Oh, yes!” she moaned delighted.


  At that moment, Kyle came too, letting go with a vibrant orgasm. They rocked together for some moments until the final spasms died away, and they fell back exhausted.


  “Damn it’s hot!” Leslie declared, pulling her sweating body from Kyle’s similarly sweating torso.


  “You’re sure right about that,” he replied, looking into Leslie luscious brown eyes.


  “You know you screw me a lot meaner when you’ve been spanked,” she said.


  “You like that?” Kyle asked.


  “I think so,” she replied without committing herself.


  The afternoon sun was beginning to cast shadows across Leslie’s office, bathing it in a romantic light. To Kyle, it was the most romantic light in the world. Something happened this afternoon that was so remarkable he could hardly believe that it had happened. He wondered why it had taken them so long to get to this place when it felt so natural for them both.


  “You know you really pissed me off about that missing part,” Leslie said, when she’d recouped enough to talk. Kyle was on the sofa next to her desk, relaxing. Leslie still lay on top of the desk, her smooth slender form reclining as if it were a cushiony bed, one arm gracefully supporting her head. Her long brown hair fell softly to one side.


  Kyle shrugged. “These things do happen.” He tried to make light of the problem, knowing that he’d make it up to her in his own time.


  “Well, you know, I’m still pissed off at you. I could probably start over again where we began, except I’d give it to you twice as hard.” The look in her eyes was deadly, the way it shot darts at him.


  “Do you think I’d mind that?” he answered lightly.


  “Oh, you just be careful, because I assure you, you’ll get your fill of my leather belt, or anything else I can think of to use,” she vowed. “I can already see I’ve been too soft on you. I’ll have you behaving yourself, whether you want to or not.”


  She could look so hard, sound so stern, though he knew the softer side of her too. Now, he was just happy to bask in anything she gave him. He would gladly service her sweet ripe cunt again, if she asked. He couldn’t wait to run his hands along her body one more time.


  “Well, fun and games are over,” Leslie finally said, lifting her naked body from the desk. “You get back to work and find that part, or I’ll blister you again, every day until you do.” She was on her feet, putting her clothes back on until she was fully dressed. Kyle remained naked on her couch, in the process of admiring every move she made.


  “Get your ass moving,” she ordered him. “I want the final word on that part now!”


  Kyle scampered to his feet, and picked up his clothes.


  “Out, out,” she practically pushed him from the room still naked. “I have work to do, go on.”


  There was something about Leslie that just wouldn’t let go, a little bit of her that had to remain hard and nasty, even to the end. Kyle could imagine it eventually softening, but perhaps only after she’d had a chance to spank him a few hundred times. And now that they had broken the ice, he planned to let her do it as often as she liked. He couldn’t imagine anything more thrilling.


  Kyle waited about a half-hour before he knocked on Leslie’s office door.


  “Come in,” he heard her say.


  Kyle stood in the open doorway for some minutes holding the three-hundred-and-fifty-dollar part in his hand.


  When she finally looked up, her eyes lit happily. “You found it?” There was a sweet smile trying to make its way across her face.


  “Yeah,” he smiled brightly, a perfect reflection of how he was feeling right at that moment.


  She looked at him suspiciously, scrutinizing him from head to toe. Her smiled quickly faded. “Did you have it all along?” she asked at last.


  He stared at her with his unceasing grin.


  “Tell me the truth,” she said sternly.


  “Yeah,” he admitted.


  She considered the piece of information for a few moments. “You mean to tell me, you really wanted me to spank you?” she suggested.


  He nodded. This was something he’d never admitted to a soul.


  “Really!” She was awed. “But why?”


  It was difficult talking about it, but maybe it was time to start. “I guess I’m just a little odd that way,” he said, “but the thought has always aroused me, ever since seventh grade and Miss Remmington.”


  “Childhood crush?” Leslie guessed.


  “Something like that. But with you it’s another story.”


  “It certainly aroused you today,” she said, with a demure twinkle in her big brown eyes.


  “Yeah, I’ve never felt better.” 


  “Well, then,” she assumed a sterner attitude. “I guess I really will have to keep tanning your ass for all your indiscretions, lost parts, and general mistakes,” she said. 


  “I guess you will,” Kyle he grinning charmingly.


  Leslie eyed him just a little amazed; yet, she had to admit she was quite content and satisfied with the afternoon.


  “Tomorrow, I think we’ll have to attack this tardy streak you have,” she said. And with that, she turned back to her work, letting Kyle retreat to his shop. 


  He was about to close the door after him, when he turned about and popped his head back inside.


  “How about dinner?” he asked.


  She looked up at him with a smiling. “If you can sit down,” she replied. “I’d be happy to go.”


  “I think I’ll manage,” he said.


  “Good, I’ll get ready, give me five minutes.”


  “Perfect,” he said closing the door. It finally seemed they were getting somewhere in their relationship. Kyle couldn’t have been happier, and he couldn’t wait to be over her lap again. Ah! These results were worth every bit of the agony!




  THE RELUCTANT SUBMISSIVE


  He wanted to take me to dinner before we got down to business.


  I was amused by Derrick’s graciousness, since I suspected that it would surely vanish once I had him firmly in my grasp. But since he was footing the bill for this evening, I had no problem accommodating his need for all the preliminary formalities. Indeed, the prospect of the elegant dinner was more than pleasing.


  I met Derrick in the lobby of the hotel, recognizing him by the flawless appearance that had intrigued me in the picture he’d sent. He was a man nearly six feet tall with fine aristocratic features, and an expensive taste in clothes; his perfect blue suit, paisley tie and matching handkerchief peeking from his pocket, gave him a most distinguished air.


  And so polite, precise and careful, with a trace of shyness… I detected that he was like many men that came to me. He was driven by a fantasy not easily made real, so precise as to make it difficult to execute.


  That is where I shine. Not many women are as careful as I am in creating the perfect event. Even though I find that there is a point where, in the bright light of reality, the perfect fantasy goes “out the window,” and we play our games spontaneously, ruled by the need of the moment.


  I have to admit that I prefer a submissive not too stuck in their creations, because then it can become difficult when reality hits.


  Derrick continued as the perfect gentleman leading me to our table in a quiet corner of the dining room.


  “I must admit Alexandra, I am surprised.”


  “By what?”


  “You don’t look anything like I anticipated.”


  “I see.”


  He gazed at my flaming red hair. I wondered what he had anticipated.


  “I hadn’t expected anyone as… soft as you.” I chuckled to myself, thinking that “soft” was rarely a word to describe me, at least before a session.


  “I don’t know whether to take that as a compliment or not,” I replied.


  “I suppose just a statement,” he suggested.


  I could sense that something about me was not quite right in Derrick’s eyes. This sort of thing had come up before in such encounters, but I never let it stop me.


  Just to show him my other side, I reached down to my purse beside me and pulled out the paddle I intended to use.


  “Lest you get fooled by my soft look, my dear, fix your eyes on this for a while instead.”


  He gazed at the smooth wooden paddle as it lay on the table. I noticed a nearly imperceptible shiver race through him. He gazed back at me, his mature face looking innocent and awed. I think he was finally beginning to realize that his daydreams were coming to life!


  “You won’t have a problem with this Derrick?” I asked. “If you do, we’ll end now, my submissives don’t revolt in the middle of punishment.”


  “No, ma’am,” he answered instantly. Though he may have sounded certain of himself, I could sense his disquiet pouring from him. If ever a man needed to live out his secret life, this was the one. I wondered that the other dominants he’d been with hadn’t already broken the ice with him. This was more like “first time” nerves than the experienced submissive I expected.


  In an attempt to reassure him, I placed my hand on his thigh and rubbed it softly. He gasped just slightly and squirmed in his seat. “Are you aroused, Derrick?” I asked. 


  “Yes, Alexandra,” he replied.


  Smiling, my hand moved to feel his stiffened cock. “Good.” I withdrew and we resumed our meal with the menacing paddle remaining on the table to Derrick’s distress, my amusement, and the curious stares of our waiter.


  The dinner couldn’t have been lovelier; Derrick spared no expense pleasing me. I appreciated his good taste and basic gentlemanly behavior, though little did I know what a horribly naughty man I had to contend with.


  I got my next clue after coffee, dessert and mints, when I had the distinct impression that Derrick was stalling. His incessant conversation seemed to keep us from the real intent of our meeting.


  “Let’s get down to business,” I said at last, getting impatient.


  “Yes, ma’am.” He didn’t visibly gulp, though the implication was there by the curious expression of dread on his face.


  We adjourned to his suite some floors up in the elegant hotel. There was a living room with a bed and an adjoining bedroom, exactly as I wanted it. To my delight, the living room faced the rooms of the twin hotel tower, so that when the lights were on and drapes open, it was quite possible to see neighboring guests. In turn, they would be able to see us if we kept the drapes open and a dim light burning.


  “I want the drapes left open,” I ordered, when Derrick went straight to the window to close them.


  He stared out the window momentarily.


  “Don’t you find the possibility of an audience intriguing, that much more arousing?” I asked.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he answered reluctantly.


  He was so nervous I felt sorry for him, but that was all part of the game. He really should be used to these things. I mean after his letter explicitly detailing his previous adventures, I would have thought this little spice something he could easily tolerate.


  The room was spacious, in blue and gold, it glimmered in the soft light. I had turned down the lamps to create a mood to match the fine one we’d already experienced at dinner. With everything the way I wanted it to be, I sat down at the table by the window and pulled the paddle out once again.


  “It’s time to get on with your spanking. Come. Stand in front of me,” my order direct and to the point.


  Derrick looked at me nervously. All his grand aplomb had appeared to vanish.


  “Ma’am, I… uh…” he tried to speak.


  “You what?” I asked sternly.


  I could see the color drain from his face.


  “I’m not sure, I can go through with this,” he finally said, rubbing his sweating palms on his pants. 


  “What?” I bore down on him with both eyes.


  “I… I…”


  “Are you playing games with me?” 


  “No, ma’am, but you said that if I wanted to back out I could.”


  “Now?” I asked.


  ‘I’m sorry,” he replied, as if I’d let him get away with quitting so easily. 


  “You wanted a spanking Derrick, I didn’t misunderstand your letter.” 


  “Yes, ma’am, I know that’s what I said, but… “


  “But what?” I was astounded. “Did you not go to great lengths to arrange this?”


  “Yes, Alexandra.”


  It suddenly became quite clear, all the clues falling into place.


  “Have you pulled this stunt before?” I asked. 


  “This stunt?” 


  “You heard me.”


  He was starting to blush.


  “Have you engaged the services of a dominant only to back out at the last minute?”


  He fidgeted, not answering my question. “I want an answer now,” I demanded. 


  “Yes,” he replied reluctantly.


  “Have you ever submitted to a spanking, Derrick?” I asked already knowing what his answer would be. 


  “No, ma’am.”


  “So, you’ve lied to me.”


  “I’m very sorry, Alexandra, I thought this time it would work… I’ll pay you for your time, and…”


  “Oh yes, you’ll pay me for my time,” I retorted, “but you’ll pay exactly as we planned.”


  I leaned forward and grabbed his wrist and pulled him toward me not stopping until he found himself over my lap.


  It shocked him so that he didn’t try to get away. And before he could offer any further protest, the paddle was bouncing off his rear end.


  “Yeouch! Ow ouch,” he yelled.


  I let the paddle fly; this sweet pleasant gentleman had stirred my ire and forced my hand. He’d not get away with lies, with promises left unkempt, and if this was the last spanking he’d ever get, I’d make sure he got that message.


  I was laying it on as hard as I could, quite aware of the fact that his bottom was not yet bared for the real punishment. Even so, I wanted to be certain that each smack counted. By the way he howled, they apparently did. And from his response, getting the spanking he’d asked for was exactly what he needed and wanted; rather than protesting further, he took the blows with the poise I would have expected from him. Indeed, his cock was continuing to rise, a condition I could verify by the way the sizable member pressed against my lap.


  Finishing the warm-up, I landed three hot and heavy across one cheek, then three against the other.


  Then, pushing Derrick from my lap, I intended to resume once he was more appropriately attired, or not attired as the case may be.


  “You have a lot to atone for,” I charged, as he looked at me from his submissive pose at my feet. “How many unsuspecting women have you put off?” 


  “Three,” he answered sheepishly.


  “Three! Perhaps you don’t realize the effort, the energy, the time that goes into a session like this. It’s not just a matter of compensation; there are emotions to be considered here. And they should not be trifled with! You can be certain that you’ll not do it again!” I was as livid as I’d ever been in a discipline session. Usually I’m impeccably cool, but his fine exquisite perfect example of manhood infuriated me. “Now, down with your pants,” I ordered. 


  I watched him hesitate, the poor dear trembling like a naughty two-year old.


  “Don’t you dare vacillate again, down with them!”


  He was suddenly all in a rush to remove the offending pants.


  “Your underwear too,” I instructed him, once his blue suit pants were a heap on the floor behind him. “And stand up. I want to get a good look at you.”


  I dearly hoped someone would be watching the fine show, and that Derrick would know they were, and that he would have that much more humiliation to tolerate. I couldn’t think of a more contemptible crime than to lie the way he had to so many women.


  “We’ll do this properly, Derrick, and perhaps after your initiation you’ll get over your ridiculous fear.”


  Standing, he was noticeably worried about the open drapes. I let him suffer. “Turn around.” 


  He slowly turned so that I could see his lovely white thighs and his buns behind and of course his still swollen prick, though by then a good deal of the “wind was out of his sails.” He had too much to worry about to be horny.


  “Pull your shirt up so I can see you better,” I demanded.


  He readily complied, fast becoming the decent submissive that I expected him to be.


  “This naughty ass of yours will be burning brightly before the night’s out!” I vowed. With his bottom towards me, I could see that there was not much blush left from the previous smacks, but there was lots to admire—two nice compact cheeks with little dimples. He was clenching so sweetly, it was hard to be mad anymore, considering that I had him where I wanted him and he was mine for the remainder of the evening. 


  “Come closer.” 


  He backed towards me slowly, his ass toward the window where all the world could see… if they were looking.


  I slapped one cheek with my hand, then slapped the other with equal force. Then I began a steady slapping back and forth until my hand was too sore to continue. By then, there was a nice warmth to his skin and his cheeks were glowing pink.


  “Please, Alexandra, please close the drapes,” he said shivering with fear.


  “Don’t be such a pussy,” I charged, “No one’s going to know who you or I are. And even if someone would recognize you, you should be proud of your submissiveness and your paddling, instead of being a lying coward.”


  “I’m sorry, Alexandra,” he said. “I really am.”


  “You should be.” I shook my head in disgust. “I don’t know why I’m wasting my time on you.”


  “Oh please, I really am sorry. I do need this, I really do.” The confession was hard for him, though this time I could sense that it wasn’t just empty words, the way his letters and our conversations had been. I believed he really meant it.


  “Then let’s get started,” I said. And I pulled him down over my lap once more, at last having his beautifully round, pink, naked cheeks exactly where I wanted them. I picked up the paddle and began in earnest, wasting no time with more warm-ups.


  Each cheek took one sharp stinging swat followed by his agonized groan.


  “Don’t ever pretend this isn’t your cup of tea Derrick,” I informed him.


  From there, I pelted his bottom with dozens of furious smacks. It had to have been one of the hardest, most severe punishments I’d leveled across male buns. Even the faux pas of my own special submissive at home hadn’t so infuriated me.


  He gasped and moaned and cried and pleaded as the sting became richer. And yet, the longer I continued the more his bottom burned, the more aroused he became, and for that matter, the more aroused I became.


  I took great pains to level the paddle against his upper thighs, where I knew it would hurt like hell.


  “YEOW!” he enlisted an especially rousing cry.


  I let my smacks continue, not too fast, just steady and methodically covering his ass end several times. I paused for a while, when his cries seemed unbearable mindful too that we might disturb our neighbors in the hotel. A little cooling down was not a bad idea.


  While I waited to begin again, I rubbed his flaming bottom.


  “How does this feel Derrick?”


  “Oh ma’am, that’s wonderful,” he replied, no doubt grateful for the brief respite.


  I was enjoying the feel of his well-warmed cheeks. He seemed to be tingling all over with my tender massage. It would have been lovely to have forgotten the remainder of the session, but I was still incensed enough with this submissive to continue on before anything more pleasant could develop.


  Once I had him groaning lustily, I quickly picked up the paddle again and began with a half dozen quick smacks. Smack! “Yeow!”


  The swift change shocked him, “Please, Alexandra, I can’t take anymore,” he began a heartfelt plea.


  “Oh, my dear, you have it all wrong. I stop when I want to,” I told him. 


  “But, please, it hurts so much,” he pleaded more. 


  “You’ll take as much as you’ve already had, and maybe even another session before I’m finished with you tonight. We have to make up for your aborted initiations, Derrick. Even though you haven’t lived up to your promises, I live up to mine.”


  I pelted him vigorously. 


  Humph, this naughty boy has a lot to learn! I fumed privately and he was just beginning to realize the depth of his submissiveness.


  My final assault was firm and steady, a dozen swats to the center of his bright ass cheeks and he let out a nasty yeowl.


  Finished, I let him lie across my lap, while I listened to his soft sobs.


  Once again, I played with his burning buns. They were almost raw, though I knew there was a distinct satisfaction in that rawness. I could tell as soon as the punishment stopped and my hands began to knead them tenderly. His cries were moans, soft sensuous loving moans. That ever-present erection was rising again to its full measure. I’m sure he’d have a wonderful finale with himself later, but for now, he had something else to attend to. Me.


  The longer I massaged him, the more aroused I was becoming. The spanking was fatiguing, my arm ached, and I was finding it difficult to sit any longer in the straight back chair.


  “I think a little gratitude would do,” I finally suggested.


  My thighs were hot, as fiery hot as I imagined his ass still was. I pushed him gently, indicating that it was time for him to get off my lap; and falling at my feet, he remained there, his hands resting lovingly on my thighs.


  “Thank you, Alexandra,” he said, “I really mean it, thank you. I just didn’t realize…”


  “I’m sure you didn’t.”


  “I want to take care of you tonight,” he said. “Anything, anything at all.”


  “You’re starting nicely,” I suggested referring to his caressing hands on my thighs, “but let’s adjourn over there.” I motioned to the bed.


  My whole body was exquisitely aroused, and I let him fondle me all the way to the bed.


  Once there, he started with my toes, gently pulling them into his mouth and sucking them. The sensations he generated made a beeline for my pussy. My sex throbbed even more with these gentle gestures. I love a man capable of serving so willingly and so well. After sound spankings is always the perfect time, so much fiery passionate energy flowing.


  He licked me to my thighs, carefully undoing the garters so my naked skin could feel his tongue. Moving ever more closely to my crotch his lips soon found their way to my anxious womanly home. Juicy. Throbbing. Needing his skillful mouth and lips. Indeed, he was perfect for the task. What he lacked in experience with the paddle, he made up for in experience with a woman’s cunt.


  “Ooooo oh gawd!” It was my turn for ecstatic expressions.


  Laying back in the downy softness of the bed, I felt as if I was swimming in the most wonderfully stimulating place, with this sweet submissive at my beck and call. His tongue at last finding entrance to my most private place, he lapped and sucked and lapped some more, until I was gone, completely lost in climax, every tingling place inside me shuddering with delight.


  When I began to return to the room, I realized that I had been more “taken” than I thought. My submissive Derrick had his hands on my naked breasts; he’d reached up under my blouse to find them. And his head was now resting on my abdomen. I churned against him just a little to let him know I was awake again.


  He looked up and smiled at me, and I smiled back.


  “You can take care of yourself, Derrick,” I told him. “I think you’ve earned it, though you do understand I’m not yet finished with you.”


  “Ah, I hope not,” he admitted. 


  There was a broad grin on his face and I was delighted to see how eager he had become. One hand had slipped down between his legs and he was beginning to jack off his swollen prick. It was only moments later that he splashed across the sheets, to finally went limp.


  We were both quite satiated; though not finished.


  I sent him off to his room that night, “We’ll meet in the morning and discuss your further orders.”


  In the morning, I rose early and ordered room service for the both of us. Once our food arrived it pleased me to have Derrick pick up where he left off the night before, serving my every need. I insisted that he remain naked all the while, so I could enjoy his firm handsome body. He blushed at the idea of so freely exposing himself, but he was not about to counter my wishes, not after the night before.


  He drew a bath for me, and bathed me gently in the warm soapy bubbles. I loved being pampered. While I relaxed in the water, he brought me breakfast and we feasted together until we were both full. Getting out of the bath he dried me tenderly with one of the hotel’s soft fluffy towels and then wrapped me in a full thick terry cloth robe.


  I’m sure that Derrick thought we’d spend the morning together in bed, but I had other things in mind.


  “Derrick,” I called to him, as I resumed my seat by the window.


  “Yes, Alexandra,” he said finding me. He responded quickly to my authoritative demeanor, realizing what I had in mind.


  “I see you finally understand your role as a submissive,” I observed as I gazed at his naked body standing before me.


  “Yes ma’am,’ he agreed.


  ‘So did the session last night teach you anything?” I asked.


  “Yes ma’am,” he replied readily.


  “And what’ s that?”


  “Not to lie,” he answered.


  “Good. And what else?”


  “That I do need to be soundly paddled, especially when I’m naughty.” 


  “Very good,” I retorted. “So, on your knees. Now.” Though he looked at me wide-eyed with curiosity, he hastily complied.


  “Now bend over with your head to the floor and your bottom raised so I can get to it with the paddle.”


  In seconds, his sweet ass was bobbing before my eyes, such a delicious sight. I ran the wooden paddle over his fine ass. “Is it sore?” I asked. 


  “Yes ma’am.”


  “I snapped the smooth wood against his ass, right in the middle so it would catch both cheeks.


  “Yeeouch!” I wasn’t sure if his cry was one of protest or of encouragement. Probably both, this dear submissive, like all my others, had quite a love-hate relationship with the pain and the paddle.


  Whack! I hauled off and struck again, then continued to level a good dozen firm whacks on his vulnerable behind, then I ordered him to the bed.


  I wanted a good clear shot at his ass from a better vantage point. “That’s right, bend over just like you were on the floor.” On hands and knees again, Derrick waved his pink rear at me as I stood beside his buns, intending to punish them to the full extent of my strength.


  “I just want you to know that I haven’t forgotten your deplorable actions. If I were not leaving today, I’d paddle your butt every day for a week.”


  I let the paddle fly with no finesse or particular plan; this was a no-nonsense punishment and nothing more. I didn’t stop before I’d laid at least two dozen cracks on both of his sensitive cheeks.


  “Oh, gawd, please, please stop,” he pleaded with me. ‘I’m so sore.” 


  “Good,” I replied, answering with another round of fast furious blows.


  He was sobbing, wiggling his ass about as if he was trying to get away from the sting.


  I stopped momentarily letting him get used to the outrageous feel of the unforgiving wood, “Well now Derrick, I think it’s time for the real punishment,” I announced.


  “What?” he questioned me from his moment of relieved repose. Going to my suitcase I withdrew a special paddle I use on only special occasions. I’d almost not brought it with me on the trip, but something made me hastily throw it into my bag as I was packing. Perhaps I had a premonition that I’d have the opportunity to use it. It was only for very naughty “boys.”


  Though he still had his face pressed into the bed, Derrick had turned to watch me approach with the shiny fraternity paddle in hand.


  “My god Alexandra, is this really necessary? I mean I didn’t think you’d use anything like that on me,” he gasped.


  “I think it’s more than necessary. I told you last night that I wasn’t finished with you. Besides, I recall that you mentioned this very sort of instrument in one of your letters.”


  “I…I…” he fumbled for words as he looked at the nearly two foot long, six-inch-wide paddle with holes drilled all across its surface. It was a mean looking instrument, and delivered as mean a whack as could be imagined. Of all my spanking toys, I think my submissives dreaded this the most.


  “But this, this is so…” Derrick was at a loss for words. I loved it! 


  “You lied Derrick, telling me you were an experienced submissive, and now you want to weasel out of another punishment? Trust me, dear boy, this is exactly what you deserve.”


  He whimpered mournfully.


  “You’ll be thanking me when it’s over,” I assured him.


  “But…” He was framing another protest and I was getting annoyed. 


  “Ask for it, Derrick,” I demanded. 


  “What?” 


  “Ask for it!”


  “I can’t,” he answered meekly.


  “Oh, you can’t.” I mocked his reply and gave him a first stinging smack.


  “Yeoouch! But I can’t.”


  “What a pitiful thing it is to hear a grown man wail!”


  I viewed my subject for some moments, considering my options. The first, of course, was simply to haul off and whack his rear until it was purple, smarting and marked from the nasty instrument. It would certainly serve him right to take matters into my own hands, ignoring his protests. But thinking carefully about it, I decided that was exactly what Derrick would want me to do, make all the decisions for him. What I really wanted from the man was a full confession of his desires. I wanted him to admit how much he wanted this paddle whacking his butt. I knew he did, but I wanted him to tell me in his own words.


  “I guess we’ll wait then,” I finally said. “You can stay here with this and think about it. I’ve got plenty of time. In fact, I think I’ll go do a little shopping. When I get back maybe you’ll have made up your mind.” I’d gone to my suitcase and pulled out a dress to wear, leaving poor Derrick with his naked blushing ass still wiggling in the air.


  He wanted to protest this turn of events, but he knew it wouldn’t do any good.


  “And please, Derrick,” I added as I walked to the door, “don’t play with it, or yourself for that matter.”


  As I left the room, Derrick collapsed on the bed, staring at the ominous paddle.


  I returned to the other room about an hour later, to see my submissive was still on the bed, the paddle beside him.


  “Well?” I asked, “what’s it to be?” I was very confident of his reply. No submissive could withstand the lure of such a fascinating implement; as much as they’d fear it, they couldn’t help but want it.


  “I need this, Alexandra, I have to have it,” he answered. There was a sultry erotic tremor to his voice. His dick was stiff. Without my asking, he was moving back into position where we’d left off, his naked ass wagging in the breeze, beckoning me to it.


  He couldn’t see my self-satisfied grin, but it was there as I eyed the offered target.


  As the paddle whisked through the air, there was no sound quite like it. The exhilaration had my body, brain and heart soaring on a rapturous wave of ecstasy.


  When he shrieked, my pleasure bloomed.


  I leveled the blows slowly and methodically, with all the strength I could muster. With each one my submissive Derrick howled in pain, but he didn’t try to get away and he didn’t offer any paltry, lying protests. He yielded like a good submissive should.


  His rear end was quickly bright red once more, and to add to the glorious sight, there were indentations from the holes in the paddle, making his flesh look even more raw.


  He yeowled crazily. And what beautiful music to my ears!


  Another hot smack I finished, and Derrick collapsed against the sheets.


  I could sense his satisfaction. The last hour had done a great deal in helping the man realize his true submissive needs.


  “I’m sorry I tried to deceive you,” he told me. “I’m sorry I even suggested that I didn’t want this.”


  “I know,” I answered. I sat down on the bed and took his head in my lap, affectionately stroking his hair. “Don’t deny yourself again Derrick, you’ll be doing yourself a grave disservice.”


  I could see he understood.


  We had one more fling in bed and I was off.


  I have to admit I enjoyed my time with Derrick almost as much as I’ve enjoyed any submissive. I was particularly satisfied that I could help the dear man realize his true wishes. After all, it would be terrible to go through life never quite having your greatest pleasure fulfilled. I know mine had been many times, and now Derrick’s had been too.




  MY SWEET SUMMER FLING


  I’m Sally Hatcher. A Southern woman. And in the scheme of life, I come from a very particular way of thinking about the battle of the sexes. For me, there’s really no battle at all. I like to call my approach the Sally Hatcher Principle of female/male relationships.


  In my mind, men are the delectable servants of women, worshippers at our feet. Women are gentile, but demanding mistresses, expecting loyalty and total attention. Maybe this is the product of my Southern upbringing, where men are always deferential to women; but I take this concept a step further. Some would even call it extreme, but then again, it seems to work as well for me. This may run contrary to the rest of the world, but what would the world be like if we were all the same?


  In any event, I know the cosmos, at least for me, is ordered with women in the dominant role, men in the submissive. I’ve lived my life by this basic principle for as long as I can remember. And funny, I haven’t had any problems finding delectable young men to happily conform to my way of thinking. 


  Why, just last summer I had the most wonderful time with my summer gardener, Billy Wicks. 


  It’s important to note that in summer, my juices, both creative and otherwise really flow. I consider Spring a time of cosmic upheaval, when the earth gives birth to a new host of pleasures. Summer is that lazy time that follows, when a good hedonist enjoys what Spring delivers. There’s always a good man in my life in summer, and last summer was no different.


  Billy Wicks came to town on the train. In fact, I watched him walk off the Amtrak Special, a delicious swagger in his young hips, like a clarion call to the women of Junction Springs, that a charming new catch was available for our summer pleasure. I planned to pluck him off the vine right away, not letting my rivals even have a chance. 


  Stranger things have happened, when I’d lose the man of my designs; but this year, it turned out just the way I planned. Having Billy Wicks riding me around in bed would take almost no effort at all. But then again, I had more than just a simple seduction in mind for Billy…


  It all started when I got that first glimpse of the sweetest pair of buns to enter Junction Springs in years. You couldn’t miss them when he stepped onto the railroad platform. The immediate thought in my mind was how they might look with the boy across my lap, getting the walloping of his life. Though Billy Wicks was hardly a boy at all—he’d hit twenty-one a few years ago—his youthful grin and firm, hard body made me think “boy” every time I saw him. He brought out the rare sort of lust in me that cries out for a good dominant/submissive relationship. 


  “Where do you come from young man?” I asked him as he was getting his bags off the railroad platform.


  “North,” he replied, shrugging. 


  Such a charming smile, too, I thought. His vague answer made me think he had something to hide.


  “So, she treated you badly,” I guessed. 


  “How did you know?” He seemed impressed with my intuition.


  “I’m psychic,” I replied, knowing that would interest him. “Are you going to be in town long?”


  “Working at the factory,” he answered. “For the summer.”


  “Oh, damn,” I moaned. “I was hoping that someone as strong and virile as you might be interested in working a little for me. I have so much to do at my house; I hardly have the time for it all. You don’t suppose…” I was looking rather coy. “My god, I’m forgetting myself, the name’s Sally Hatcher.”


  “Pleased to meet you, Miss Hatcher,” he said, while he fought off his desire to look at my softly jiggling cleavage. 


  I get called a floozy sometimes for dressing the way I do, but I’ve always thought if you have it, why not flaunt it? I think most of the gossip is because I always attract attention with my long red hair and my svelte form. I can’t help it if I’m so … visible. 


  “Maybe I could come over and help you out when I’m off work?” he suggested.


  Oooo, so eager to please, this was going to be so easy, I thought.


  “I didn’t catch your name?” I said sweetly.


  “Excuse me, ma’am, I’m Billy Wicks.” He reached out to shake my hand, and I just held it tenderly, while I stared him in the eye, a hint of a grin on my lips.


  “I live in the yellow house on Fourth Street,” I told him, “and perhaps you don’t have a place to live? I do rent out my second story. It just happens to be empty now. Perhaps you’d like to see it before you make any decision on an apartment? I’d love to have you.”


  “Gee, thanks, ma’am,” he said, “maybe I should come by. I wasn’t sure where I was going to live.”


  “The yellow house, there’s only one, Fourth Street,” I reminded him, as I backed away. His hand was still in mine, and we held on to each other for a few lingering seconds as I smiled my most seductive smile.


  Well, of course, he sought me out. He found my yellow house, and moved into my upstairs rooms that very afternoon. But it took several weeks before I’d have him poised across my lap and ready for a spanking. That would take some well-placed suggestions, and a little creativity.


  I toyed with Billy for several weeks, stringing him along in my own special way, before I made any specific moves. You have to be certain that a man is the right temperament for such things like spanking before you can begin the real seduction. A willingness to submit is obviously imperative. But I also like a man of some imagination, willing to put himself in kinky situations without getting freaked out.


  To be sure, by the time he was ready for my moves, I was practically drunk with lust. Looking at his sumptuous body on a daily basis was almost too much to bear. Those hips, those luscious hips, I couldn’t wait to get my hands on them. But, I managed to wade through the first few weeks, seducing him slowly, until it was the day of the big softball game in the village park. Most of the young summer factory workers played in that game. I swear, for years the whole day in the park has been organized by the single women of this town, just so they could get their hands on the new boys at the factory. 


  I already had mine. Billy Wicks. On Saturday, he would pitch, and I would watch.


  “I bet you can’t hit two home runs today,” I told him as he was getting ready to go. I leaned against the porch rail in my white short shorts and tight tank top, while admiring the way his fine buns looked in those tight baseball pants.


  “I bet I can,” he answered me with a cocky certainty. “I bet I can hit two homers, and score three runs today. It’s definitely a four hit day. “


  “You’re mighty sure of yourself, Billy Wicks.”


  “You care to place a wager, Miss Hatcher?” he said smiling back at me.


  What good fortune, I couldn’t believe how easy this was going to be.


  “I love a good wager,” I said, making certain he could see the “come-on” in my eyes. “Let’s suppose I’ll cut your rent in half this month if you get your four hits, three runs and two homers, and if you don’t…” I deliberately fished for an answer, “I spank your bottom.”


  He looked at me, startled by my proposal.


  “Spank me?” he repeated back.


  “Yes, with your pants down, my hairbrush on your naked rear end, giving you a good hearty paddling. That is, unless you’d prefer a razor strap in the woodshed?”


  He grinned pleasantly, probably thinking that it was just a joke. “You’re on, Miss Hatcher,” he said. “But don’t go warming up that hairbrush of yours too soon. I won’t miss today. I can feel it in my bones.” He flexed his muscles so I could see. Oh, how I love a man that poses like that!


  I guess I was lucky, or my old friend destiny was at work here, because two days later Billy was standing in front of me with a heavily bandaged right hand. The poor boy had sprained his wrist in the first inning of the game and was taken out for the remainder of the day. I practically cried when I saw the expression on his face at the time. I was really rooting for him to make it; but I was also glad now that he hadn’t. 


  “I would have done it, you know that,” he said, with a luscious sweet look of resignation on his face.


  I sat in my rocker on the front porch, sipping lemonade. “But you didn’t,” I mocked him just a little, with a feigned sad look on my face. “A bet’s a bet. Now you’ll have to pay up.”


  “You really plan on following through with this?”


  “Now what do you think?” I replied with a sugarcoated smile.


  “I think you’re a fair woman,” Billy answered.


  “Oh no,” I said shaking my head. “I’m never fair, not when it doesn’t suit me.” I could see the sparkle in his baby blues. Sure, he was tentative, but then, he probably hadn’t been over a woman’s lap in a long time. “So, my lap or the woodshed, what will it be?” I asked.


  When his eyes lit up, I saw lust. For a moment, I almost wanted to do away with the spanking altogether and just climb into bed with him; but then, I’d be missing the fun of feeling his delicious manhood rise with every stroke of the hairbrush.


  “Your lap,” Billy answered while trying to smile.


  I was pretty certain he’d make that choice, and it certainly was the most appealing to me, since I could hardly wait to get him into my bedroom, and the bedroom was closer to my parlor than the woodshed.


  With a smirk on my face, I got up and swished my ass as I passed him on my way to the screen door. I must admit, my pussy was already damp in anticipation, but I had to set all that aside and get serious, at least for a little while anyway.


  “How about you moving that piano bench for me?” I asked, when we were both inside. I especially liked the piano bench with its padded seat. It’s particularly sturdy and comfortable for a lengthy over the lap episode. 


  “Where do you want it?” Billy asked.


  “There,” I said, pointing to the center of the room. “I want lots of space to maneuver.”


  Billy acted so quickly that I had the feeling he’d been waiting for this answer and I was glad I could accommodate him. I hardly sat down before he was at my side, ready to make the trip over my lap.


  “Shall I drop my shorts?” he asked.


  “Oh, I’ll take care of that,” I motioned him to bend over, and carefully pulled his strong body over my thighs. There seemed to be a sudden flood of fine masculine energy just pouring from him into me. I think he was as on fire as I was; but at the moment, I was much too interested in paddling him, to take more than just a passing interest. I would savor the sex later.


  I can’t believe the way I shivered when I tugged the waistband of Billy’s shorts in anticipation of my first glimpse of his bottom. Just as I suspected, he was naked underneath his athletic shorts.


  “You sunbathe nude!” I exclaimed, when I saw his suntanned ass cheeks. There wasn’t the usual line separating tanned flesh from a soft white unspoiled bottom. “Bless my soul, you naughty boy, what a perfectly lewd thing to do.” Of course, I couldn’t see his face, but I imagine he was blushing bright red.


  “Bright red” indeed, I thought, it would be more than his face that was blushing before I was through.


  “Let’s see what I can do with this,” I said, as I picked up my well-used hairbrush. I can’t tell you how many young rear ends have gotten a good working out with that sleek smooth surface. I suspect someday, there will be a softly concave surface on the back of the brush to match the rounded form the masculine rear end.


  While I continued to admire the lovely target of my desires, I ran the surface of the brush over his ass. I suppose it was rather cool, that first touch. How quickly that would change! 


  At last, feeling my loins just dripping, and my heart pounding wildly, I let that hairbrush fly with sharp vigorous strokes in a steady even beat. I didn’t stop for a second with that initial round until I saw crimson reflected back to me. It was a soft warm red rather than a flaming pink that appeared, since his suntan initially muted the effect.


  Billy groaned softly in reply to the paddling. I know he was holding back his feelings, this had to hurt like hell. But for such a macho young man, he wouldn’t dare let his distress show, at least not so soon. 


  I paused long enough to admire my work, then began again, spanking first one cheek, then the other, then back to the first again. I wasn’t too terribly hard with my smacks, since I wanted this to go on for a long time. Eventually, I wanted this spanking to settle into something decidedly sensuous.


  I had no doubt from the beginning that things would go the way I wanted them to. After all, hadn’t they already transpired exactly as I’d schemed? I could tell that fate had again written another chapter in my life, when I felt Billy’s cock rising nicely between his legs. Pressed against my thighs, I smiled to myself, thinking how confused the poor boy must be right now.


  My, how Billy’s cheeks turned the loveliest shade of scarlet! The more I delivered my well-aimed smacks, the rosier the effect. I watched his sweet dimpled behind clench and release and then clench again, it had me mesmerized. I couldn’t stop; it was far too fascinating a thing to watch.


  Once Billy began to whimper loudly, to the point that I thought he might really mount a serious protest, I began to slow my pace. The brush came down hard and slow and very deliberate as I delivered the final smacks. I managed to cover every little bit of his fine bottom one more time, until I finally had to put down the brush. It was survival motivating me. I couldn’t wait any longer for the really big finale!


  Parting my legs just ever so slightly, Billy took the hint and slumped to the floor. I reached down and tugged at his sleeveless tee-shirt, bringing it off over his head so I could see my gorgeous young man in all his naked glory.


  Seeing him without a stitch, he practically took my breath away.


  Perhaps he was embarrassed by the status of his manhood, still rising nicely to its full measure. But I set him at ease with a gentle smile, then reached for his hand, the both of us rising to our feet. We were thinking the same thing. I led Billy to the back of the house, to the cool of my bedroom where the soft cushion of my bed was waiting for our steamy bodies to tear it apart.


  Lying back on the bed, I spread my legs like a veritable slut though Billy didn’t seem to mind at all. He needed no further invitation, as I motioned him with a finger to join me.


  “I’ve taken care of you, now you take care of me,” I told him. “Right there.” I pointed to my damp pussy.


  I guess I have a sixth sense about such things. I knew he’d have my pussy just raw with need in seconds. Ooooo … and looking at him poised between my legs, what a scrumptious sight! I made him get on his hands and knees so that I could see his glowing red buns bobbing in the breeze as he took care of me. I had quite a time getting satisfied. Billy was exactly what I needed, I decided right off. He certainly would do for this summer—at least until the winds changed.


  Billy and I got along really well. He was very good at following all my suggestions. In the next few weeks, he learned every inch of my body, and dozens of ways to please me. He even made some very enjoyable suggestions that sent me into the wildest frenzies. I couldn’t have hoped for more. I could tell that this relationship would be one of my finest summer flings.


  I didn’t spank him again right away. I wanted to save that thrill for special occasions. I wanted him to really want it again, to be dying for another session with the hairbrush. He might not tell me when that happened, but I’d know.


  The perfect opportunity came up when Billy’s behavior turned naughty and I couldn’t pass up the chance to make those fine buns glow again.


  The whole thing started when he came home one night from work, reeking of liquor. Now, to understand Sally Hatcher, you have to understand that I don’t tolerate drunkenness in my house. It hardly befits my ladylike environment.


  To make matters worse, when Billy walked into my parlor smelling so horrible, I was in the process of entertaining a very dear, but much older man. At that very moment, I was thinking that the grey-haired Mr. Soames and I just might make it to my bedroom. The dear man had such a sumptuous mouth; I simply had to have it between my thighs. I think Mr. Soames was of the same mind as me; but we were both startled from our foreplay by Billy and his atrocious breath.


  “Billy,” I said, straightening up on the davenport. “I didn’t expect you so soon.”


  My boarder looked at me with a sullen expression.


  “Billy, introduce yourself to Mr. Soames, please,” I added.


  “Sorry ma’am,” Billy said, glancing at my gentleman caller with a less than gracious expression.


  “Billy?” I prompted him, when he was about to slight Mr. Soames, in favor of going upstairs. 


  “Billy Wicks, sir,” my young man said, nodding to my friend, then he raced up the stairs, his manners hardly consistent with my expectations. 


  Unfortunately, Billy’s poor deportment spoiled the sensuous mood; and I do think Mr. Soames was a little embarrassed having someone else in the house with us. I suspect he’s a real “groaner”; but I never found out, because he left shortly after Billy retreated to his room.


  I sighed, as I found myself alone on a Friday night. I could likely do without Mr. Soames, but I couldn’t tolerate Billy’s behavior. I’d have to handle this little problem with Billy in the morning, because I certainly don’t deal with drunken men. Thinking about the possibilities of Billy’s chastisement, I tripped off to bed turning my disappointment into a little creativity. It almost made up for having to sleep by myself that night.


  I woke the next morning to the sound of the leaf rake just outside my bedroom window. Throwing on a sundress, I bolted from the house to find Billy raking the lawn he’d just mowed.


  “Bright and early, aren’t we?” I said as I stared at him, arms crossed over my chest.


  Billy grumbled something, I couldn’t hear.


  “What was that, speak up?” I said. He looked up from his work with a scowl on his face.


  I’m not a woman who ever scowls, and I expect pleasantness around me. I usually get it. So, Billy’s ridiculous mood irked me to no end.


  “Don’t grumble at me young man, just tell me what’s the matter. It doesn’t take a psychic to tell that you’re upset.” I had all day to wait for his reply and would. 


  Billy stopped his work and looked at me. “You were with another man last night,” he said, his expression still very gloomy.


  “And what if I was?” I returned, indignantly.


  “I just thought … you and me, you know.” He shook his head as if he was hurt.


  I let go of my irritation and put an arm around him. “Well, how sweet of you, Billy,” I purred at him, “You’re jealous.”


  He refused to answer but he didn’t need to. “Listen young man, as sweet as your jealousy may be, what I do in my bedroom is my business, and only yours when you’re there with me. Of course, it will likely please you to know that Mr. Soames left right after your ungracious retreat, and I had to sleep alone.” His expression started to shift. “Speaking of Mr. Soames, I’m going to have to teach you some better manners. A Southern lady like me expects her gentlemen to be more polite.”


  He refused to lighten at all with my explanations, or my gentle comfort. A very pouty look appeared on his face.


  “I think it’s time we visited the woodshed Billy,” I suggested. “You need a taste of the strap before this silliness gets out of hand. And I haven’t even mentioned the fact that your drunkenness last night did not go unnoticed. Coming home in such a sorry state is appalling.”


  “My sorry state?” he queried me. “What’s wrong with a little drinking?”


  “I don’t allow that kind of thing in my home,” I explained.


  “You don’t?” He looked at me puzzled.


  “Young man, I have certain standards.”


  He looked totally flustered. “You know, Miss Hatcher, you have the strangest rules. We drink wine in your bed, but I have a few beers and you’re pissed.”


  It sounded inconsistent to him, but it was perfectly understandable to me. “Be that as it may, my rules are my rules, and you’d be wise to obey them. Now, let’s take care of this in the woodshed,” I suggested.


  “Miss Hatcher you are a conniving woman,” Billy said as I grabbed his hand.


  “Of course I am, and that way we both get what we want. I get to see your buns a rosy red, you get to come to bed with me, isn’t that a fair trade off?”


  “But—” he tried a little protest, which got him nowhere. I just pulled him along, and he followed me inside the small wooden building at the back of my property.


  It had been a couple of years since I’d had a young man to give the kind of strapping a woodshed suggests. But I thought, given the circumstances of his surly attitude and his behavior the night before, that my leather strap would be perfectly suitable. The very idea of a strapping sends chills through me, I hoped it would through Billy, too; then again, maybe he was too scared at the outset to be feeling this one in his groin.


  “Drop your jeans,” I instructed him as we stood facing off in the small room.


  He eyed me warily.


  “Oh, I can read your mind, young man. Don’t you dare try to get out of this, you deserve it. If you take it like a man, we might just end up between the sheets.”


  It didn’t hurt to taunt him a little with what he wanted. Lord knows, I hadn’t lost the power to flirt with a man. At the moment, he was staring intently at my breasts, bulging against the flimsy fabric of my dress. He relished the sight, his gaze moving slowing downward finally resting on my hips, where I’m sure he could see my red pussy hair showing through the white sundress. He let his pants drop to the dusty floor, and turned around. If nothing else, he’d get through the next few minutes so he could have what was under that dress.


  “That’s perfect,” I told him, as I eyed his rear. “You can lean over and grab the workbench, I want to get a really good angle at your bottom.” I patted my special target very gently, until Billy was swaying against the workbench seductively.


  “You’re not being fair,” he told me.


  “Not fair?” I queried.


  “You get me all turned on, and then you’re going to strap my ass?”


  “That’s the whole idea,” I answered lightly.


  I looked at him bending over, thinking that this was a perfect submissive pose. His rear was stretched tight, and I made him spread his legs so the position was even more pronounced. I admired him for a few moments, and then reached back to pluck the old leather strap from its place of honor on the wall. I’d forgotten how good that leather felt in my hand; it had been such a long time since I’d used it.


  “I’m going to enjoy this thoroughly,” I told him. “And I do hope you will, also.”


  I drew the strap back and brought it down on Billy’s bottom, reveling in my accurate stroke. After all this time, I was able to place the thing right at the center of his trembling cheeks. I stood back and watched as a two-inch-wide red stripe appeared on his bottom. I repeated the motion several times, letting the leather do its work, lacing the beautiful bottom with stripe after stripe.


  “My God, Miss Hatcher, please,” I heard Billy cry after the first dozen. 


  I stopped for a second and walked toward the glowing bottom. Placing my hand on his warm skin, I massaged it gently.


  “Does it hurt?” I asked whispering in his ear.


  “Yes ma’am,” he said.


  I admire a good submissive, staying in his place when his ass is getting its due. “Good,” I said. I reached underneath to find that his dangling manhood wasn’t dangling at all, but growing rock hard. “My, for all your protests, you are responding well,” I observed. He churned his hips wanting me to play with him some more.


  “Not so fast, I’m not finished with you.” I backed away, and started in again, leveling one stroke after another, increasing my tempo and even my force, so that my young man was moaning noisily.


  It’s such a fascinating game, seeing how far a necessary punishment will go before I have to stop. Billy learned that day that he could take a good deal more than he thought. 


  He was most distressed when the strap hit that tender place at the top of his thighs. He let out a regular yowl. But I backed off, and started in on the finely rounded center of his bottom once again. I didn’t finish until it looked as if some of the stripes made enough of a mark to last a few days. I was already thinking how I’d need to inspect his bottom daily; just to make certain the raw skin was recovering properly.


  When I finally hung the strap back on its hook, I thought I heard my dear Billy snuff as though he’d been crying. He was far too proud to admit his agony and I was much, too much a lady to point it out.


  I stood for some time admiring my work, watching the red blush slowly fade away. Breathing more easily, Billy finally stood and turned around, his arousal more than evident. Reaching for me, I was just a little shaken by his sudden move. But I hardly had any will to protest when he lifted me to the workbench and flung my dress up to my waist, my naked pussy glistening wet and ready for the assault.


  Oh! That sumptuous mouth and tongue! I could never fault him for that. He brought me off in mere minutes while I lay back against the hard surface.


  I almost never had sex anywhere but my own bed; I consider those downy soft covers my pleasure castle. Best of all, I never have to worry about being in control when I’m there. Just this once I broke my cardinal rule, although I figure it never pays to be too set in your ways about making love. Any good surface will do when you’re really horny. Yet, once I climaxed, I was ready to retreat to the comfort of my soft sheets for the encore.


  My charming Billy was all smiles.


  “That’s so much better,” I told him. “See, a little bit of the strap does work wonders.” He didn’t want to admit that I was right, but he couldn’t help it.


  “You sure have a way with me, Miss Hatcher,” Billy agreed. “Just one thing I was wondering?”


  “What’s that?” I asked, as he help lift me to my feet again.


  “Do you spank Mr. Soames too?”


  “I might. But then, I might not. It has to be a special occasion. By the way how does this feel,” I asked, rubbing his bottom. 


  “It’s mighty sore,” Billy said.


  “It’s supposed to be,” I purred in his ear. “But you just remember how much you’re learning. Stick close to me because I have lots to teach you about love. As long as you remain my willing submissive, we’ll get along just fine.”


  “Well, I’m not leaving you any time soon,” he assured me.


  “Good. You just remember to mind your manners. Above all else, I’m a lady, and you’re the gentleman. Be sure you behave like one, at least out of the bedroom.” I winked at him. “Now you go finish those leaves and come inside for breakfast when you’re done. Perhaps then, I’ll rub a little cream here.” I tenderly stroked his punished skin. His eyes lit up with that thought in mind, and he scurried to the yard to finish his work.


  Billy enjoyed several more excursions over my lap in the weeks that followed. I didn’t take him to the woodshed again that summer, however. Although a good strapping is a phenomenal experience, I rather miss the feel of his body close to mine when he’s over my lap. There’s nothing like that personal touch.


  We did have one remarkable moment just days before Billy left. It gave us both an uncommon thrill.


  I could tell with summer rapidly waning and September just begun, that my time with Billy was about to end. The factory would lay off soon, and this fancy-free boy would be off to other adventures, as well he should. I’d be left alone in this sleepy town with the likes of Mr. Soames—who did have possibilities—and my regular winter love, Trent—but he’s another story. This time of year, is always a little melancholy for me, and I hate to get all emotional about good-byes, so I put myself into the creativity of the moment, hoping to avoid the teary ending.


  I planned a picnic as a little goodbye, thinking Billy and I could enjoy the end of the summer sun, lazing in its hazy light and erotic warmth. Spreading a blanket in a grassy secluded meadow was a perfect place to enjoy our delightful bodies. Meadows are almost as comfortable as my bed at home.


  “You suppose we might try some nude sunbathing over by the reservoir?” I suggested to him that Saturday morning. His dazzling blue eyes danced delightedly. “I’ll make some chicken and potato salad, and you can find a bottle of wine. Make it red wine. I like the taste of a good burgundy on days like this. And I’ve got to give you the proper send off.”


  He gave me the tenderest smile. I think he was thinking of our last days too, and I know he was going to miss me. But I trusted that he’d never forget this summer, or the day I planned.


  We hiked that afternoon, nearly a mile to the far shore of the reservoir, where I knew a secluded place to run naked for a few hours. We played a lot before we got serious about sunbathing. By then, I knew I’d be so horny I couldn’t help myself, and we’d have to have sex. Still, I wouldn’t be satisfied with just a good screw, and I didn’t think Billy would be either.


  “I’ll race you to the water,” I shouted to him, “loser gets spanked.” I dashed toward the beach. Halfway there already, I had a gigantic start so there was no way I could lose. As it turned out, I barely beat Billy, as he raced up behind me. But I hit the water first and turned around to taunt his tardiness.


  “Too bad,” I shouted to him. “Just wait till I get you out of the water.”


  “I didn’t think you brought your hairbrush,” he shouted back to me, as he splashed me in the face.


  “I didn’t. But I have something much better in mind. You won’t be forgetting what a naughty boy gets when they’re bad.”


  We swam for nearly one half-hour, then pulled ourselves from the reservoir and collapsed side by side naked on a big soft blanket.


  “Spread some lotion on my back, will you Billy?” I asked, as I nestled into the grass-cushioned meadow.


  I had his hand all over my backside, in every crease and valley and hilly place that the sun might burn. Billy made it a long slow journey, which he knew would arouse me right off. Perhaps he was trying to divert my attention from the quick bet I’d won.


  Finally, I turned over and gave him a mischievous grin. “I think it’s time to pay up,” I told him.


  “That wasn’t a real bet,” he said.


  “And why not?” I replied.


  “Because if I’d won, you’d never have let me spank you.”


  “That’s true, but I did win, and I do make up the rules.”


  “I’m glad, I like your rules,” he snickered.


  Ah! What a smile to fall in love with! “So, you wait right here while I get things ready,” I said.


  “Ready?” 


  “Yes, lie on your tummy and close your eyes, and don’t you dare open them, or I’ll whip you twice as hard.”


  “What are you going to do to me?” he asked, looking just a little scared.


  “Just close your eyes, and you’ll find out,” I told him. I stayed by his side until he complied with my wishes. Then, popping up, I raced to the woods nearby and found what I needed for the finest switching Billy would ever get. Choosing two lean and supple branches of a young tree, I stripped them of their leaves, and swished them through the air, just reveling in the musical sound. I imagined the sound of the switches striking my submissive’s rear end, thinking this was a perfect finale to our raucous summer of lust and punishment. Billy was one submissive that I wished I could keep all year. But alas! It was time to say goodbye.


  Returning to Billy with my switches in hand, I stared down at his naked backside. His were the most perfect buns I’ve ever punished. Now, I couldn’t wait to see the red stripes across those perfect hills of flesh. I’d leave them marked, so, even if it was only for a few days, he’d remember me.


  Did I dare just strike him without any warning? I really wanted to, but then I’m not quite that mean.


  “Don’t open your eyes, but get ready,” I warned him. I let the first switch fly. It sang in the air as it had just moments before and landed right where I wanted it to, immediately marking Billy’s left cheek.


  “Yeeeaw!” he exclaimed. I’m sure he was more surprised than hurt.


  “Get on your hands and knees,” I suggested. “It’ll be easier to reach your ass.”


  “What are you doing?” he wanted to know.


  “Giving you and old-fashioned switching.”


  I saw his head glance up and his eyes open when he heard my reply.


  “Uh oh, you peeked. That means twice the thrashing Billy.”


  “Please, not so hard,” Billy pleaded.


  “My, are you already getting soft? You haven’t even left!”


  He got up on his hands and knees; his twin orbs swaying prettily as he waited for another cut.


  I swished the switch through the air again, and it landed just above the first pink stripe. Then another and another. The lovely color I was getting was exactly what I’d hoped for. Before long, Billy was moaning softly, not at all distressed. Apparently, this kind of punishment was particularly to his liking as he greeted each new swish and cut with another passionate moan.


  Thinking that I was being just a little too soft, I picked up the pace and let the slim branch fly in rapid-fire motion. Billy’s churning didn’t cease, nor did his moans; but I could tell that this was a little more difficult to bear with any grace. As far as being sensuous, I’m not sure this was as arousing as it was painful.


  Stripe after stripe landed, so that finally his whole rear was quite red, as if it had been spanked with the paddle or strap.


  “You going to behave yourself while you’re away from me, Billy?” I asked.


  “Yes ma’am.”


  “And mind your manners?”


  “Oh yes ma’am.”


  “I certainly hope so. If I thought you weren’t behaving yourself, I’d have to come find you and give you a piece of my mind,” I warned him lightly. I knew that would never happen. Once out of Junction Springs, Billy would be out of my life forever, but it made a good final lecture. 


  “Oh god, Miss Hatcher, please help me out here,” he pleaded with me to stop. He wanted sex and so did I, but I wasn’t about to end quite so quickly. Dropping down to the blanket, I let the switch go and began to spank his rear with my hand. I covered every inch of his fine rear end, enjoying this last delectable pleasure.


  When he buried his head between my legs moments later, I was in my glory. The sun, his tongue, the feel of his burning bottom in my hands (he was lying over me so I could get to his ass); it was a day made in heaven. I climaxed with his mouth pressed to my cunt. I’m sure the song that escaped my lips fairly soared. When I finally let Billy come, I thought he’d break my eardrums with his animated scream.


  We lay together limp as old rags when we were done. This was one fine ending, I thought to myself.


  “Your things all packed?” I asked him.


  “Yep, all ready to go tomorrow morning.”


  “I’ll miss you, Billy,” I told him.


  “And I’ll miss you, Miss Hatcher.”


  “You mind your manners, you remember that. Treat a lady like a lady, and she’ll give you everything you want.”


  “You certainly are a good teacher,” he replied.


  “Well, I’m glad you learned so well.”


  I think sometimes I provide a real service to womankind, training my summer boys in my own way. Maybe they’ll never have the satisfaction of a well-warmed rear again, but they’ll never forget the lessons that my careful corrections teach. 


  Billy was off on the train the next morning. Oh, we played all night and I spanked him twice more before we were through. But by the time the train was out of town, I was already planning my winter fun, thinking that Mr. Soames just might find handcuffs and a razor strap perfect entertainment for a chilly winter night.




  THE HELLION


  “Alex, he’ll be at my apartment this evening. No doubt he’ll pick some sort of fight, so go ahead and thrash his ass. I really don’t care anymore.”


  I hated hearing of my sister’s exasperation with her sixteen-year-old son, Josh. And I was only too happy to help her, since she was at her wits end, and unwilling to take the drastic measures I found worked best with recalcitrant young hoodlums like my nephew. I’d likely have my work cut out for me, but I loved the challenge.


  According to plan, I was at Fran’s apartment when Josh walked in the door. He looked like some nightmare from any respectable mother’s worst imaginings. There were several pierced earrings in his left ear and his stringy hair hung in his face so I couldn’t see his eyes. He’d taken the “leather look” to the extreme, leather pants, a leather vest, and leather boots.


  Well… I have my own “leather” all picked out for him, I thought to myself. 


  “Why the hell are you here?” Josh glared at me as he spoke.


  “I’m here as a favor to Fran and you can curb that nasty tongue of yours.” 


  “Oh yeah, so what the fuck you gonna do about it?” he challenged me.


  “I thought perhaps we could talk about your behavior,” I suggested. At least for the moment I was hoping to rely on our once good relationship to create a positive rapport, though I was quickly doubting that the reasonable approach held any merit with what Josh had become.


  “My behavior?” He looked at me, tauntingly.


  Seeing his surly grimace, I was getting more peeved by the second.


  “Ma put you up to this, didn’t she, the bitch.”


  “The what?” I was astounded that even Josh would stoop to refer to his mother that way.


  “The bitch, that’s what she is.”


  I was pissed. And this last remark was all the encouragement I needed to take the matter in hand. Fran was right; Josh was out to pick a fight. Though he’d soon see that he’d chosen the wrong person this time!


  “You, young man, are going to get a thorough paddling,” I said, staring him down. My eyes were just as mean and nasty as his were.


  I shocked him, and standing up in front of him in my 3” heels, wearing my stern black business suit, I no doubt cut as formidable a sight as he thought he did, wrapped up in his black leather—trying to look tough. To my advantage, however, my intentions were far clearer than his. He stood facing me trying to figure out if I meant what I said while I was really to act. 


  Grabbing his arm, I hauled him to the couch, sat down, and pulled him over my lap.


  “What the fuck are you doing!” he exclaimed.


  “Giving you exactly what you deserve.”


  The leather spanker was right where I could find it on the table, and without a moment’s hesitation, I didn’t hesitate for an instant, wielding the instrument across the boy’s behind. I leveled a dozen energetic smacks before I stopped to take a breath.


  “Ouch, dammit stop!” Josh yelled, in the silence that followed. 


  “You hush your tongue, young man,” I warned as I laid another few smacks on his struggling behind.


  “Please, Alex,” the boy pleaded, in an appeal for my sympathy.


  “That’s ‘Please Aunt Alexandra’ to you,” I corrected him sternly, though I wasn’t about to stop.


  I resumed the paddling, with several firm smacks.


  “Yeow, ow ouch, ow,” he wailed again.


  Poor boy, I thought, I was only getting started. The longer I brandished the spanker the more enthused I got. I’d teach this wayward nephew a lesson whether he liked it or not.


  “God, Alexandra, stop!” he wailed, jerking and jumping as if he thought he could get away.


  “You stop your profanity,” I retorted, then I leveled a quick half dozen smacks just to punctuate my words. “You have a nasty mouth and a bad attitude and it’s time you learned to behave like a proper young gentleman. And I aim to make sure you do!”


  “I’m sorry, please,” he pleaded; apparently, my smacks were beginning to get to him. Though I figured that it wasn’t all that painful, not yet. It couldn’t be with all that heavy leather protecting his naked bottom from the impact.


  He was just praying for my sympathy, but I refused to be swayed.


  As I continued with the paddling, I tried to figure how I was going to manage the next step: getting those leather jeans down where they belonged. I couldn’t think of any sure fired way that would ensure Josh wouldn’t just bolt the room. But deciding that I didn’t want to waste time with more meaningless smacks, I took the risk and I pushed him off my lap to the floor, hanging on to one wrist as I did.


  “Take down your pants,” I immediately ordered.


  He was so shocked, the only thing he could do was stare me in the face with a completely blank expression.


  “Take down your pants,” I repeated


  “Hey, I’m naked underneath!” he protested.


  “Exactly the point,” I answered him. “It’ll hurt more that way.”


  “But…”


  “Don’t you think I’ve seen you naked before?” I answered his next protest before he could say it.


  My face communicated my intentions, I wasn’t about to be dissuaded and Josh knew it. Even so, I was amazed to find him complying with my command more quickly than I expected. While I glared at him sternly, he reached for the snap on his pants and then slowly pushed the leather from his hips. He was clearly embarrassed, and careful to turn so I could see only his naked ass. That was all right with me, all I really cared about was seeing that lovely pair of ass cheeks reddened with a bright hot glow.


  What I realized by his compliance was that he was not as tough as he thought he was; and I was certainly a lot tougher than he ever figured.


  Though, still not intending to be conquered so easily, Josh turned his head and glared at me, as I pulled him back across my lap. “I can take anything you dish out!” he challenged.


  “I hope you can,” I returned evenly, “because you’re going to take a lot!” I resumed quickly, dancing the leather over his pink clenched cheeks.


  “Ouch!” he cried with his voice rising pitifully into the air. Obviously, he noted the change. On bare flesh the leather spanker stung like hell.


  I was amused to see his ass wiggle as if he thought he could get away. Take anything I could dish out … I mused to myself. He had no idea.


  He struggled a bit more, but this time he did his best to cover up his cries so I wouldn’t realize how distressed he was. Still, I could tell he was hurting, hurting badly. Of course, that was the point, since I was teaching him a lesson, settling a score for my sister. I was determined not to stop until I felt that Josh really understood that this was not a game, but a sincere attempt to modify his unruly behavior.


  I developed a steady rhythm, making sure that each smack of the paddle hit exactly where I wanted it to. He was in agony. Before long he’d lose his cool and be howling like a wounded pup.


  Increasing the intensity, I watched his ass turn bright red under the stiff smacks.


  “Please, Aunt Alexandra, please!” he finally wailed pitifully. 


  “Aha! So, you can take anything?” I taunted him, as I laid into him with two hot whacks, harder than anything he’d suffered so far. 


  “Yeow, you bitch!”


  That did it! Just when I thought we might be winding down he gave me more ammunition and I leveled a quick dozen right in the center of his ass. I abandoned my methodical pace and laid it on hot and fast—peppering the molten centers of his cheeks until they glowed like a bright new apple.


  “Don’t you ever call me that again!” I snapped. “‘If I have to do this every day next week, I will.”


  At last, I heard him sobbing.


  “Please.” He was sounding much humbler.


  “I want an apology, a sincere one!”


  “I’m sorry, Aunt Alexandra,” he replied quickly.


  “For what?”


  “For calling you a bitch.” 


  “And for what else?” I asked. 


  “For upsetting my mom.” 


  “What else?” I just kept going. 


  “For disobeying her.”


  “What else?”


  “For my bad attitude.”


  His buns were practically purple from the punishment. He wouldn’t be forgetting this session any time soon!


  I couldn’t believe how satisfying this paddling was. I suppose because it was so personal, because my nephew had been a concern of mine for some time, and I was glad for the opportunity to at last do something about it.


  When I finally pushed Josh from my lap, he scrambled to his feet and pulled his pants back around his waist. He was wincing noticeably as he buttoned them again, I could tell he was about to bolt the room.


  “Don’t you go anywhere,” I ordered him.


  He was indeed chagrined, and very embarrassed by the last half-hour. The blush rising on his neck and cheeks was equal to the one fading on his bottom.


  “Yes, ma’am.” He hung his head as he looked down at his leather boots.


  “Tonight, you apologize to your mother, and if I don’t get a good report, I’ll be back tomorrow for another session with your bottom. Is that clear?”


  Yes, Aunt Alexandra.”


  Seeing his contrite expression, I was pleasantly satisfied. Josh had responded to the session better than I thought he would. At this point, it was as much as I could hope for. I believed that with some careful attention to his behavior and a few more sessions over my lap, I’d have my unruly young brat behaving more like the proper young man that his mother and I envisioned.


  “I think you’ll find that with the added incentive this brings…” I held the leather spanker up so he could see what I meant, “… with this incentive, we’ll have your attitude and your conduct under control. I’d like to think that this is exactly what you need. Perhaps you’ve really been pleading for it in your own unique way. I don’t think any young man wants to be so out of control.”


  Josh’s eyes lit up slightly. His head was still bowed, but I could tell that he understood my message, and I thought for just an instant, I detected that it really did matter… my caring enough to thrash his ass, caring enough to do it again.


  He nodded his head, and bit his lip. It was somewhat cute, reminding me of the well-behaved youngster he’d once been.


  “You can go now,” I told him, “but just remember… I’m watching.”


  He smiled behind his stringy hair, and exited the room as quickly as he could. Now, if only I can do something about his clothes, I thought to myself, as I watched him disappear down the hall. Well…. first things first, at least we had a good beginning.




  PROVING HIMSELF WORTHY


  The wind was howling, whipping at his coat as he moved through the crowd of people on the street. He pushed through the heavy door into the bright bustling restaurant trying to adjust his eyes to the brilliance of the light, and his ears to the chattering voices and clinking glasses.


  He gazed about the room for Juliet but was interrupted.


  “Tony, how ya doing?” Brian grasped his hand enthusiastically, “how’s the dream deal doing man? Looks like you pulled off quite a coup!”


  Brian was the last person Tony Cazenza wanted to see, but he had little choice but to put on his best business charm. “Thanks Bri, the deal’s moving through smooth as silk.” His trademark shock of dark hair fell across his forehead, giving him a little boy look.


  “Hey you want a beer? Going uptown later to a party. You’ll know most everyone, wanna come?”


  “Nah, but thanks. I have a date.”


  “Ooo, someone special?”


  “Kind of.” Tony pulled away. “Take care.” He waved Brian off turning back to the crowded dining room to look for Juliet Jones. He spotted her some distance off, in a quiet corner of the restaurant; though he’d only seen her picture, he recognized her right away. He realized that his palms were sweating as he approached her table. She was staring him down with an expressionless look that defied his ability to read her thoughts—a gift Tony had, which for the moment seemed to totally disappear.


  “Tony Cazenza, Miss Jones,” he introduced himself.


  “Juliet,” she said, extending her hand for him to shake. She gripped it firmly. “Please, sit down.”


  Tony for all his glamour and cocky confidence was taken off guard by the woman. He sat down across from the enigmatic Juliet and tried getting his bearings, drinking in her remarkable essence and the commanding demeanor that set her apart from other women. Though he’d only talked to her twice on the phone, and those conversations had been brief and guarded, in some ways she knew him better than women he’d known for years. Unfortunately, he knew almost nothing about her, except the possible quirk in her nature that, matching his own bizarre secrets, had brought them together.


  The fellow that had told him about Juliet hadn’t said anything specifically. That in itself had been quite a conversation, the one between he and Geoff… sitting in a bar one night with this man he barely knew, listening to him ramble on about a woman, Juliet. Geoff and Tony were business associates thrown together by a snowstorm, waiting out the weather by drinking hefty potions of liquor. “You still going with that little blonde gal?” Geoff asked. “No… no, we uh, had a difference of opinion on things.”


  “Women can be hard to figure… but then again, I suppose we can be tough to figure, too… “The guy had an odd look on his face, a faraway expression as if he was thinking of something specific.


  “Yeah, maybe we are,” Tony agreed, not just to agree, he’d been thinking of his own twisted insides and strange desires that only seemed to get more intense as the years went by.


  “Women say they want things, but then they can’t ask for it?” Geoff rambled on, “well, let me tell you, we guys ask for things from a woman that are a little unusual… and you get this weird stare, and it looks as if they want to slap your face for even thinking of something the least bit bizarre.”


  “Bizarre?” Tony was curious.


  “Yeah, something a little strange.” Geoff was getting loopy, but no more than Tony. The drink felt good against the cold outside and it was likely a few hours yet before they’d be on their way home.


  “So, what do you want to do, spank them?” Tony joked, though his joke was more pointed than Geoff knew.


  “Spank them?” He laughed. “Funny you should say that, it’s more like the other way around.”


  Tony raised his eyebrows. “The other way around, really?”


  Geoff shrugged. Suddenly becoming a little more sober, he blushed. “Just with Juliet…” he mused, that faraway look returning.


  “Who’s Juliet?” Tony asked.


  “She a vision, a real vision… and she knows just what men need, certain men like me. I think I could tell her anything, ask anything and she wouldn’t be shocked.” 


  “Sounds like the perfect woman… is she your steady date?”


  “I wish,” he replied, “unfortunately she’s a bit of an apparition…you have to understand that. She makes her own decisions, comes and goes when she wants. I’m not sure she’s into one steady relationship.” 


  “So, she sees other men?” 


  “I imagine so.” 


  “A pro?”


  “No. I’ve taken care of her expenses when we’ve met, but she doesn’t appear to need money. Though, I’m sure she gets what she wants, she wouldn’t have it any other way… she’s a woman of pleasure.” Geoff pulled a card from his pocket and jotted down her number.


  “Here, call her if you like. If you’re looking for a commanding kind of woman …” his voice trailed off.


  Tony was dumbfounded by the whole thing, thrown an unanticipated curve when he was used to hitting fast balls, dealing with life in a direct, straightforward way.


  Could this be an answer to his secret fantasies, a woman he could share them with? Even if it were just one time, it might be worth it to see if these long held cravings were real.


  That night was like a dream, his inebriation, the curious intimacy shared with Geoff, and his most private desires unexpectedly thrown in his face. He went home to find himself imagining the elusive Juliet and a night under her charms… his prick quickly stiffened and shot in waves of pleasure he’d not known in some time… just the imagining had opened up his juices and stirred fires he’d been squelching much too long. His life hadn’t lent itself to such deviant thoughts, though this time the delicious desire was much, much too appealing to turn down.


  Returning from his brief reverie in the restaurant, Tony found himself gazing into Juliet’s blue eyes. They were bright, shining through her dark lashes, definitely the most startling of her many startling features. He wasn’t sure how pretty she was; you couldn’t use those kinds of terms to describe her. Her short, dark hair had a sassy bitch look. She appeared of average height and build, and her face was clearly pleasing; but it was her bearing and the way her bright red lips formed her words, and the dark stare of those penetrating blue eyes that impressed him most.


  “Juliet,” Tony repeated her name as if it held a power all its own.


  Juliet Jones stared back at Tony with a cool unchanging expression. She saw right through Mr. Cazenza, from his bravado—clearly displayed in his quick meeting with his friend—to his anxiety, reluctance and desire. So ready, she thought to herself, she already anticipated his uncharacteristic timidity in the face of what he wanted, and even an ensuing power struggle, before they’d get down to business. But to her, that was the most wonderful part of the escapade, the tension, the hot sexual, scintillating tension.


  Eyeing her new mark, she saw in him such sizzling energy, such unrequited longing, and so much dashing charm, she thought he might just be the man to hold her attentions beyond a single episode.


  “I’m glad you met with me,” Tony said, feeling a little uncomfortable about how to proceed.


  “I wonder if you’ll be that certain by the time our meeting’s over?” she wondered aloud, her soft smooth voice held him spellbound for a moment, and he didn’t know how to reply. “We didn’t talk long on the phone, Antony. Tell me, exactly why you called?”


  It was the moment of reckoning that Tony hadn’t counted on, in fact he hadn’t quite imagined how all this would proceed. Her forthright question, took him by surprise.


  “I, I um… was talking with Geoff…”


  “I remember Geoff,” she said.


  “I guess it was just one little thing he said, suggesting that you enjoy taking charge of men?” He couldn’t state his specific desire in so many words, so he couched it in a more easily said euphemism.


  “I suppose that is one way of saying it, Tony, but I’d prefer you’d make yourself more clear.”


  Tony squirmed in his seat, and toyed with a cup of coffee that had appeared in front of him. His own lack of words was uncomfortable.


  “You find this difficult to talk about, don’t you?” Juliet commented. He smiled, and nodded, but could still not frame his words. “I don’t imagine you’re used to this kind of exchange with a woman. You present yourself to the world as a man’s man, the thoroughly competent business mogul, the congenial, take-charge sort that’s always in control of everything.”


  “Exactly,” Tony replied, relieved that he didn’t have to speak.


  “I can understand your reluctance to talk about such private matters, but you’re going to have to. You’re going to have to open your mouth and tell me exactly what you need, even if you think I already know.”


  “I’m afraid this is more challenging than I thought it would be,” Tony remarked.


  “The best fruits of life are a challenge to obtain, this one is no different,” she observed.


  He let loose a patented Tony Cazenza grin, but instead of eliciting her continued calm understanding tone, she sat up straight in her chair, thrust her bosom sensuously in his direction and looked down at him with her startling eyes sharpening into a penetrating stare. “Don’t waste my time, Mr. Cazenza,” she said sternly.


  “I’m sorry ma’am, I, I…”


  She didn’t bother with any more soothing observations of his character, Tony knew he had to begin, so he jumped right in. “I’ve harbored feelings for some time, desires that I can’t explain, but they all surround being dominated by a woman like yourself, and…” he took a huge breath, “being spanked.”


  “I see. So, what do you want from me?” Juliet asked.


  For a brief instant, Tony wondered if he’d been all wrong about his conversation with Geoff, the spanking dominance part; had he heard his friend clearly, or was he too drunk that night to be certain about what Geoff was implying? He looked at her questioning himself for some seconds, then blurted out, “I want you to spank me.”


  Much to his relief, Juliet didn’t recoil, there was no judgment at all. In fact, if he was reading her right, he’d said exactly what she wanted to hear.


  “Does it make your prick hard to say that?” she asked.


  The question took him by surprise. He focused his attention on the warm place between his legs, realizing that indeed he was rock hard.


  “Yes,” he admitted.


  “That’s an excellent start,” she replied.


  “So…?” he prompted her with a sheepish expression.


  Juliet didn’t respond immediately, instead she gave him a once over with her calculating eyes. She finally spoke. “Things like this take some consideration, Tony. I don’t jump at anything in a day. You’ll have to be well-prepared for the experience.”


  He wondered what that meant.


  “There’s a good deal more than just spanking involved in this sort of arrangement, no matter how brief it might be. I want only submissives that are truly submissive, ones that deserve the punishment they want, and are willing to serve me in any way I please.”


  Tony acknowledged her statement with a nod.


  “Frankly, you don’t strike me as much of a submissive.”


  Tony was dismayed by her evaluation of him, especially since the more he listened to her, the more he wanted her firm will taking charge of him.


  “In fact, I think behind all your glitz and shine, there’s a ruthless bastard in business. You likely step on lots of toes to get what you want, no doubt lots of feminine toes, too.”


  Tony couldn’t deny that. Though that was probably one of the reasons why he wanted to express his submissive alter ego; he was driven, too driven by his ruthless passions. He desired nothing more than for this “bitch woman” to put those ruthless passions in check. “Isn’t that all the more reason for you to give me what I deserve?” Tony ventured.


  “I’m sure it is, but no games,” she immediately returned. “You play the submissive with me, you yield.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he quickly replied, already feeling a wave of passion crashing over him.


  “You balk even for an instant, you’re out on your ear.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “You have to prove yourself to me to get what you want, if my discipline is what you really want.”


  “Yes,” he nodded his head.


  “I assure you if you do behave yourself, you’ll meet that need in such an exhilarating manner, you’ll wonder why you took so long to seek it out.”


  Her words were like music to his ears, her attitude, her authority, the way she could smile almost softly and glare at him with furious eyes at the same time… it all had his cock jumping up and down with excitement, his level of arousal so high, he could hardly stand it.


  Juliet eyed him again for some minutes.


  “I’ll be serving tea to a friend tomorrow at two, I want you there.” She handed him a card with her address.


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Do you own any European style briefs?” she asked.


  “Yes, I do.”


  “Good. Wear them. And remember tomorrow, behave yourself.”


  “I promise,” he vowed.


  “I hope it sticks,” Juliet replied. “And one more thing, your hard dick?” 


  “Yes?”


  “No jacking off before we meet,” she informed him.


  “What?”


  “You heard me, I want your arousal all for me, you’ll earn your good times soon enough.”


  “I …. a,” he struggled for something to say, but nothing came out.


  With that, Juliet rose from her chair, tossed several dollars on the table, and left.


  Tony stared at her as she walked away. He hardly noticed when another congenial friend plopped down in front of him. And when his attention finally turned to the fellow across the table, he was distracted the entire conversation with the mental activity of trying to decide how he could get around Juliet’s no masturbation instruction.


  The next day Tony Cazenza was front and center before Juliet, trying to explain his failure to comply with her wishes.


  “I thought I could lie, and have you believe me,” Tony was saying as he faced Juliet’s formidable stare. When she asked him if he had followed all her instructions, a nervous laugh gave him away and he admitted that he’d jacked off the night before. 


  “So, you deliberately defied me?” Her voice was icy.


  “I’m so sorry.” Only in that instant had he realized how serious she’d been about her instructions.


  “Yes, you’ll certainly be sorry,” she said, winking expressively to her friend. 


  The three were in the conservatory of Juliet’s impressive home. It was fashioned after an English estate, though it was a good deal smaller than the mansions that dot the English countryside. Nonetheless, the home was lovely, especially this enclosed greenhouse room where the three found themselves for their tea.


  “Kate,” Juliet turned to her house guest. “This is Tony, and Tony’s going to provide our afternoon’ s entertainment.”


  “Oh, really,” the other woman exclaimed. Tony couldn’t be certain if Kate knew what was about to happen, or whether she’d be surprised.


  “Tony wants something from me, and he promised me his good behavior yesterday. I was about to give him his heart’s desire; but now, I’m not so certain he’s earned the right to that pleasure. Tony’s a bit of a prick in business, and I’m beginning to doubt, with this failure to comply with my instructions, that he can do what’s required to serve me properly.”


  “Perhaps you should test him more?” Kate offered. 


  “And how would you suggest, my dear?” Juliet asked. 


  “Have him serve us tea,” she answered. 


  “Yes …”


  “In the buff,” Kate added.


  “Ah, of course.”


  The house was not a quiet place that afternoon. In addition to Juliet’s guest, there was a gardener popping in, every once in a while, to work on the greenhouse plants, and there was a maid and a cook and several others, that had already interrupted the meeting in the conservatory. The idea of running about the house in the buff made Tony shiver anxiously. Though the very idea that Juliet would humiliate him that way, made him shiver with delight as well. It was a curiously wicked feeling that raced through his loins.


  “Strip,” the stern woman ordered.


  He wanted to balk, that would certainly have been natural for him, but he knew that would anger Juliet again, and she’d likely send him packing if he did. Then he’d have nothing of what he really wanted from her.


  He began to remove his clothes. Such a natural act, getting undressed, he hardly thought about it every night when he got ready for bed, but now he was conscious of every little step along the way to his nakedness. He loosened his tie first, and laid it across a chair close by, then unbuttoned his shirt. When he removed his shirt, revealing his muscular athletic build, he was pleased to note a hint of appreciation on Kate’s face, though there was no indication at all that Juliet was taken with his “lady killing” build. Maybe it was better that way, he instantly thought. The notion that she was hard to please was firing his loins more than if she’d lustily thrown herself at him. He knew this would be a far different seduction than he’d ever had, and that was exactly what he wanted.


  As Tony began to unbuckle his belt, he tried his best to squelch the rising sensation in his pants, though he was certain that in just a few moments both women, and whoever else happened by the room, would see that his dick was fast becoming rock hard. Embarrassment and all, he had no choice; he had to do what Juliet said or he would be out the door in seconds. And the truth was, even if he’d wanted to back down, the very act of undressing in this vulnerable place was making him so hot, he couldn’t have stopped.


  He dropped his trousers to his ankles and quickly dispensed with them, pulling off his socks and shoes with the same movements.


  “Stop,” Juliet ordered him, when he was down to just a burgundy pair of European briefs. “I’m not sure we’re ready for your complete exposure, not yet anyway.”


  Tony was relieved and grateful.


  “Now, go get the tea tray and serve us our tea and cake.” Juliet nodded to the doorway where an elegant cart sat waiting for him.


  Though he was not completely naked, the skimpy briefs hugged his buns and created quite a pouch in front where his rising dick was obvious. It was embarrassing, but the strangest feeling swept through him, as he took the submissive role of serving boy. He, a powerful important business man, acting as a servant … there was something distinctly poetic about the whole idea. He found himself fitting into the curious role with remarkable ease.


  “What nice buns he has,” Kate remarked, as Tony had his back to Juliet’s guest, and was serving his mistress her tea.


  “Yes, I noticed,” she replied, in a coolly detached tone of voice.


  “You have quite a good looking one here, I imagine those buns will look all the better with a nice red glow.”


  He shivered instantly at the thought.


  “Likely so,” Juliet said, with the same dispassionate tone.


  “You planning to begin with the paddle or the strap? Certainly, you wouldn’t want to go over the knee with your hand?”


  “I haven’t decided if he deserves my attentions at all,” Juliet replied. 


  “I’d bet that dick of his will be rock hard the minute you start.” 


  “No doubt,” she answered.


  Tony wondered if their repartee was by design, the way Kate baited him with her observations, and Juliet remained so disinterested.


  Tony continued in his service to the two women, paying particular attention to any little whim or fancy as he offered them the small tea cakes, filled their cups with tea, and stirred their sugar and cream at their request. Mentally, he removed himself from anything but their immediate concerns; to have considered the curious glances from the household staff would have been his undoing. As it was, he could lose himself in his desire and the expectation, that despite Juliet’s ambiguous comments, she’d eventually take him physically in hand, and apply to his eager posterior whatever implement met her fancy.


  When Tony first felt Juliet’s hand caress his right rear cheek, just as he was pouring tea into Kate’s cup, he jumped in surprise. The tea spilled over the rim of the cup and saucer and onto the pale pink tablecloth, dripping down onto Kate’s legs. “Ouch,” she shrieked lightly.


  “You ass!” Juliet charged, slapping his ass firmly, “get a rag and wipe that away,” she ordered.


  Tony scurried to find a rag and began mopping up the mess. It was only a small one, but no doubt Juliet had deliberately hoped that he’d falter. He’d been such a perfect submissive so far.


  “I think I’ve seen enough to appraise your worthiness, Tony Cazenza,” Juliet remarked as he rose from the floor. “You can leave now.”


  “Oh no!” he gasped surprised.


  She tilted her head curiously, as if she was surprised that he was disappointed. “Do you have a problem with that?” she asked.


  “Please Juliet, you can’t leave me like this, I’ve wanted it, dreamed about it. Please I’m begging you!”


  A broad smile broke out on Kate’s face, and a tiny smirk appeared on Juliet’s.


  “I’m not particularly pleased with you, Tony, though I suppose I might give you what you want…”


  “Please do,” he pleaded. Begging wasn’t his strong suit; it was hardly his normal mode of behavior, but this whole arrangement was leading him to do things that were totally out of character. And at the moment, he didn’t care. The only thing that was important was to fulfill his burning desire.


  “I might give you that spanking you want so much as long as you agree to submit to three sessions with me, not just this one.”


  “Oh, yes, that would be perfect.” He was elated. This was more than he hoped for.


  “What concerns me though, is that you’ll change your tune once the first one’s begun. Having never been punished, you’ll find it a remarkable experience, one that you certainly won’t forget, but not necessarily one you’ll want to repeat. One thing you should know, is that I don’t hold back.”


  “Believe me Juliet, this is what I want. I need it,” he stated clearly. The more he considered it, the more he talked about it, the more the very idea churned through his entire body, the more he knew it had to happen.


  “Well, if you agree to three, I’ll take you at your word.”


  “I’ll gladly be spanked by you every day for a week if you’ll just not send me away.”


  She held him for some moments with her eyes. She let him sweat—and he was sweating, his brow was damp as was his naked chest. It would seem that he’d be cool as a cucumber standing there in nothing but his underwear, instead he was fiery hot.


  “In the cabinet over there,” Juliet finally said, pointing to a tall cabinet at the doorway to the conservatory. “There’s a two-foot-long strap and a paddle nearly as long. Get them both.”


  He moved quickly, his anxiousness propelling him along. He was filled with fear and desire all swirling about him in a wild mix of emotions that he could hardly contain. The instruments Juliet mentioned were hanging exactly where she indicated. There were others, though he was too nervous to bother seeing exactly what was there. He grabbed the two she’d described and was at her side again seconds later.


  Taking the implements, Juliet laid the paddle on the table and kept the strap in her lap. “This is for your finale,” she said referring to the paddle, “it’ll burn like hell.” The strap she doubled in her hand as she rose from her chair. “You probably deserve much more than just three sessions. You’re domineering nature requires a firm and steady practice of discipline. But we’ll start with these and see if you can measure up to the demands I make. Bend over.”


  She was standing at his side.


  “Put your hands on the chair to brace yourself.”


  Tony had hoped the punishment would have come over her lap, but he understood that might be a special treat if he was very good. Indeed, that might be something to be earned.


  “Ah, those buns are nice,” Kate observed, she was sitting back, a delighted audience. With Tony’s rear end facing her, she could see the whole thing straight on.


  Juliet smiled in appreciation, though it was not a smile intended for Tony. She wasn’t about to let him know that this session with his bottom would be quite a pleasure for her, not only because she loved to see a glowing red pair of male buns, but also because it aroused her beyond belief.


  With the leather still dangling from her hand, Juliet reached out and lowered Tony’s skivvies, pushing them down his legs so that they finally fell to his ankles.


  Then wasting no time, she began.


  SMACK!


  The first lick was an emphatic blow. The sound of leather hitting flesh reverberated throughout the air, and Tony jerked, but he didn’t cry out.


  Each time, Juliet reared back and the full force of her arm drawing forward let the sizzling leather land squarely on the center of Tony’s ass cheeks. He jerked each time, but it wasn’t until his round buns were glowing brightly, and she was traversing the flesh for the third go round, that he began to moan, a bit of pained anguish escaping his lips.


  Both women noted how his bottom was beginning to move. Oh yes, the pain may be mounting but so was his sexual heat.


  “The boy’s going to literally die with need, Juliet,” Kate said, noting the size of his exposed prick.


  “Let him suffer,” Juliet exclaimed.


  She reared back for another round of licks, the snap, snap, snap, making his buns jerk and twitch. His feet were beginning to dance as he tried to deal with the mounting pain.


  “Yeooow,” he finally gave way.


  His exclamation made Juliet smile, as broad a smile as she was likely to offer. 


  “Yeoow please,” he continued.


  “Oh, my dear Tony, you’re going to have to take a lot more than this,” the dominant woman exclaimed.


  “I don’t think he can take the heat,” Kate remarked. “Such a powerful man? I’m not so sure …”


  “Please more,” Tony pleaded.


  “Oh, you’ll get more, you nasty boy.” 


  The leather continued on, to the sound of Tony’s passionate cries, that were protests and “come-ons” in the same instant. His bottom was glowing beet red. There were places where the line of the leather had made marks, definite marks. Oh, they’d be gone in an hour or two, but they gave his rear such a delightful look. Both women thought so.


  “Now,” Juliet announced, putting down the strap, “I’ll finish you off with this. She reached for the wooden paddle still lying on the table. The menacing implement was three inches broad, the punishment end at least eighteen inches long. As Tony turned his head to the side, he shuddered just looking at it. With his bottom already burning like hell, he couldn’t imagine what effect this implement would have. But nonetheless, he could think of nothing that he wanted more than for Juliet to wield the thing across his rear. For that, he didn’t have to wait long.


  With a quick snap of the paddle, the miserable thing landed in the center of his flaming rear. “Yeow!’ he cried.


  “You’ll get a full dozen!” she announced and she let the next one fly.


  “Oh gawd,” he wailed. He danced between whacks, as the pain settled into his poor bruised bottom. Juliet waited each time for him to settle down.


  She wanted to make certain that each blow counted.


  “Oh, my gawd please,” his protest rose into the air.


  “I can’t take this anymore,” he pleaded. Indeed, the pain from the angry whacks was mounting so high that he could hardly believe anything could hurt so much.


  Juliet reared back for the last whack, feeling fully satisfied with her new submissive. She was surprised that he withstood the furious punishment. Smiling to herself, she thought he just might work out better than expected.


  “There,” she exclaimed, “you’re finished.”


  She laid the paddle next to the strap and backed away, sitting down next to Kate, while Tony recouped from the session.


  “You do a fine job, Juliet, this is one of the best I’ve seen from you, my dear,” Kate remarked.


  “Such a nice bottom to work with, don’t you think?” she answered. It was her first admission that she in anyway enjoyed Tony and his punishment.


  Tony still bent over the chair, finally realized that the session was over. And as the seconds ticked away, he realized the extraordinary sensations that were rising inside him. The warmth of his bottom radiated through his entire body, satisfying him in ways he never dreamed possible. And to attest to the pleasure his cock was rising again.


  “Stand up,” Juliet suddenly ordered. Tony vacillated, not certain how he could withstand the further embarrassment of his aroused condition. Standing with his back still to the two women, he was further mortified when Juliet ordered him to turn around. 


  “This does have quite an effect on you,” she observed, staring at his blooming erection. 


  “Yes, ma’am,” was his blushing reply.


  “For a first time, I think you did rather well. We’ll see how well you hold up next time.”


  His eyes bugged out at the thought of repeating the treatment, but he said nothing.


  “Unfortunately for you, Tony Cazenza, you’ll have to prove yourself to me two more times, and don’t think I’ve forgotten that you tried to lie to me about your masturbation.”


  “I’m so sorry about that.”


  “I imagine you are,” she said, appraising him thoughtfully. “And we’ll see how sincere you are this time. You’re under the same instructions. No masturbation, until I allow it.” Her voice lowered sternly. “You had better not defy me this time, or try to lie to me, or you’ll be very, very sorry!”


  “Yes, ma’am.” Despite her adamant words, his cock was responding exactly opposite of the way it should, responding even more at the sound of her harsh edict.


  He thought he could have “shot off” with even the slightest touch. “Plan on your next session being worse than today.” 


  He gulped.


  “You’re excused,” she announced.


  “And when do you want me back?” he inquired.


  She looked at him haughtily as if it had been a mistake to ask the question. “I’ll contact you,” she informed him. “It’ll be in the next few days, but we do this on my timetable, not yours.”


  “I do have a busy schedule,” he added, being careful not to sound too controlling.


  “I know you do, that’s what will make it all the more fun.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he added, having no idea what she meant, though he was certain he’d find out all too soon. Dressing quickly, he exited the house, a little relieved that this first session was over, though the warmth in his bottom and his loins reminded him how much more of Juliet Jones’ treatment he’d like to enjoy.


  “You little devil,” Kate remarked admiringly, once Tony was gone. “I’ve never known anyone who could have a man begging for a spanking the way you do.”


  Juliet smiled at her with a devious twinkle in her eye. “Too bad you won’t be there the next time,” she mused, and the two women sat back and finished their tea.


  Two days later Tony was again in the midst of pressing business transactions, back to the normalcy of his regular life, though the memory of his afternoon with Juliet was never far from his thoughts. It ripped through his mind at the strangest times, usually any time he was faced by an authoritarian female, dressed in the kind of haughty attire that Juliet might wear. His bottom literally tingled at the thought of another session with her, and he was on pins and needles wondering when that next time would occur. He expected a call from her at any moment, and had taken some pains to be certain that he’d have a good excuse to leave the office on a moment’s notice to meet her demands.


  However, when his secretary beeped him on the intercom, he was shocked that his next moment of truth was bearing down on him right in his place of business. “Miss Juliet Jones to see you,” Catherine said.


  There were two underlings in his office at the moment, they’d just arrived for a review of a pending deal.


  “Miss Jones?” he mulled the fact over in his mind, his heart instantly skipping a beat, his loins were quickly aroused, his dick beginning to press against his pants. “Please, Cathy, send her in right away.”


  He turned to his two employees and dismissed them, and they crossed paths with Juliet as she was entering his office.


  The sudden juxtaposition of his two lives took him off guard.


  “You didn’t expect me, did you?”


  Of course, he didn’t. Under ordinary circumstances he would be put off by the untimely arrival of some intrusion. He was swamped with work and had a meeting in thirty minutes.


  “No, no I didn’t,” he admitted. “This is unexpected.”


  “That’s good,” she remarked. “You’ll have to drop what you’re doing for the next hour.”


  “I do have a meeting in thirty minutes,” he cautiously informed her.


  “Deals can wait, postpone your meeting,” she stated coldly.


  He was unaccustomed to being flustered on his own turf. It was enough that he brought out his well concealed submissive self in Juliet’s home, but here where he was king, he was noticeably shaken.


  “You don’t like me here, do you?” Juliet remarked as she watched him hesitate.


  “It’s… it’s just so…” he stammered.


  “I told you to be prepared for anything,” she reminded him. He was still holding out that she might intend to take him elsewhere. But instead, she turned around and locked the door.


  “Remove your clothes, and be quick, we don’t have much time.” Her look was deadly.


  He wasn’t foolish enough to underestimate her threats to end their meetings at her whim. To hesitate more would be to give up Juliet altogether, he knew that. Perhaps that was what made her such a delicious challenge for him. And yet, he wanted nothing more than to drop everything for the next hour; her compelling power was beginning to wash over him, spiriting him away into her world once again. “I should tell my secretary not to bother us,” he suggested. 


  “By all means,” she replied.


  He dialed out, “No calls, Cathy, and I might be late for the meeting. Miss Jones has a new wrinkle on some business plans, and it’s imperative that I discuss them now.”


  “I’ll let the Board know if you’re late,” Cathy’s voice came over the speaker. 


  “Thank you,” Tony signed off.


  With no further hesitation, he began hurriedly disrobing while Juliet stood back and watched.


  “You’re lucky you have a sound proof office, at least it looks that way. Otherwise, you might have a lot to blush about when you walk out this door.”


  Tony immediately blushed. The idea that the sounds of punishment might escape his office walls had not crossed his mind. Although he recalled that one reason he’d chosen this particular office was for its privacy. In his line of work, it was always a good idea to keep nosy people out of earshot, not to mention the fact that he wanted the opportunity to enjoy the company of a woman in his office without too many raised eyebrows. A spanking? That was a different set of concerns, but at this point all he could do was obey his darling dom, and hope he wasn’t going to end up revealing his secret life to his entire staff.


  Tony continued undressing until he was in nothing but his tiny briefs. This time Juliet didn’t stop him, so he removed them too, his stiffening prick now on display. Juliet was beaming, in her own cool detached way.


  “I’m proud of you, Tony, so willing to assume your role even under such conditions. I wasn’t sure you had it in you.” She pulled a chair into the middle of the room, and sat down.


  “You keep your yeowls and groans to a minimum and this hairbrush won’t make too much noise. Come here.”


  Tony padded to her side, realizing that he was going to have another level of secret fantasy played out in real life. To be across her lap … he’d imagined it a hundred times since he first talked with her on the phone. And in the past, the picture of his own bottom raised for a dom’s ruthless paddling had him hot, hard, and over the edge in minutes. In spite of his reservations about Juliet’s timing, he couldn’t resist the impact this was having on his mind and body.


  She pulled him across her lap, admiring the close-up view of his firm round buns. Her hand caressed the waiting flesh, and he squirmed against her legs.


  Tony was in ecstasy feeling the warmth emanating from Juliet’s loins. This new level of intimacy was everything he imagined.


  Smack! He heard the first smack land and felt the stinging sensation immediately rise on his posterior.


  Smack, smack, smack! She continued with several more sharp smacks, though none was harsh enough to cause him to cry out. This go round under Juliet’s domination was different in quality than two days before. He wasn’t exactly sure what she had in mind, but he knew he’d enjoy it even more than before.


  His rear from top to bottom was soon covered with smack after smack; and a beautiful blushing shade of red was beginning to appear on both rear cheeks. Juliet enjoyed the view, not going too fast or too slow. But then again this was just the warm up, she had much more in mind, and a special treat for the very end.


  As her tempo increased, she began a second journey of smacks over top of the first. With these she laid on harder, Tony began to moan, though he was careful to keep his expressions low and deep, squelching what might have been more spirited responses. Long, slow and ever more intense, she picked up speed and firmness, letting the hairbrush fly across Tony’s hot red buns. The round orbs literally glowed, the vibrant spanking beginning to make his buns look incredibly sore.


  “Ah, oh gawd,” his audible moans began to breach the silence, though his obvious distress did not deter Juliet from her task, as she continued to wail away with brush, making exactly the impression she intended.


  “Ah, pleessse Juliet,” he groaned pleadingly.”


  “Oh, you’ll take much more,” she informed. The red was looking raw, beginning to turn purple in places, and he was fast getting to where she wanted him for his unexpected finale. She fairly beamed to herself with delight. She was getting so hot herself that she’d end this session, despite his time constraints, with a little something for herself. She hadn’t really planned to, but Tony was such a charming submissive, and the scenario was so thoroughly stimulating, she couldn’t keep the thought from her mind. If her intuition was correct, Tony would be very adept in pleasing her exactly the way she wanted!


  Finally backing off, she lay on the final blows with deliberate strength. 


  Applying them with a snap of her wrist, they stung like hell.


  “Yeow!” he cried, his voice rising in the air far more loudly than he would have liked, but he couldn’t help it.


  “Now for the “piece de resistance,”” she exclaimed, taking a small cane from her bag. It was hardly twenty inches long, but it was thin, flexible and ominous.


  “This doesn’t even make a sound,” she murmured as he turned his head to see what she had in hand.


  “Oh, my,” he cried out


  “It will hardly make a sound,” she said again. “Six cuts.” Her eyes were glowing passionately.


  Swish!


  The first cut landed and he grunted deeply. He couldn’t believe anything could hurt so much. The razor-sharp pain, sent a new level of fire through every corner of his body.


  Swish!


  Again, she landed the cut in what seemed like exactly the same place she’d landed the first.


  “Oh gawd!” he vocalized, still attempting to keep his voice low enough not be heard outside his office.


  The cut burned again, though this time, she leveled the impact across the top of his thighs, where his flesh was tender and ripe, even though not as well spanked as the center of the bottom. “Oh gawd!” Swish!


  The last two landed one after another, the effect practically sending him through the roof. He jerked and then collapsed against her thighs, glad that session was finally over. He was exhausted.


  Moments later, Juliet began to massage the reddened bottom. “You do take your punishment well, my dear,” she remarked as her warm welcome fingers caressed his burning flesh.


  “Ooooo, Oooo yes,” he murmured, his voice changed with the changing sensations beginning to race through his body.


  “You know, Tony, I think I can turn you into a fine submissive, I’m encouraged by your willingness. You do have a very pleasing effect on me.” As she continued to feel his rear end, allowing the experience to fire them both, she knew exactly how she wanted to finish this session. And pushing Tony from her lap at last, she rose herself, only to push aside some things on Tony’s desk… she had something particular in mind ….


  Beckoning him to her, he was eagerly at her side as she pulled herself up on his desk. She let him part her legs and without saying a word he got her message, quickly attending to her throbbing womanhood. His tongue made a first cursory journey to all the places that caused her to quake so much. Then after lapping her juices and igniting her fires even higher than they already were, he settled in on the hard ripe bud of her clit.


  “Ah, ah, ah yes,” she moaned. She hadn’t been wrong, he was a master at pleasing a woman’s cunt! As he tongued her, his hands roved her body, spreading the joyous feeling throughout every hot fired place. Then quickly she seemed to burst into a rousing orgasm. She came too soon, she thought; but she wouldn’t draw the moment out too long, especially when he was so accommodating, even with the pressing business that she’d stolen him from that day.


  Once the rippling sensation of orgasm died away, she let him help her rise from the desk. Straightening her skirt, he showed her to his private bath, where she adjusted her clothes and hair and her slightly smudged make-up.


  When she returned to the office, Tony was still standing there stark naked, as if he were dazed. It had been a remarkable afternoon, one she was certain he’d never forget. If only he knew she was just getting started with him.


  Juliet walked to the door, preparing to leave.


  “How’s your butt?” she asked, with a saucy turn to her voice, noticing his flaming rear still looking very lovely.


  “Fine, just fine,” he replied. He was smiling broadly, a whole lot more relaxed and at ease than he’d been before she arrived.


  “You might want to take care of that hard-on,” she said, as she stared at his fully erect cock. She cocked her head jauntily. “And remember, you won’t know when I’ll show up next…” There was a lovely twinkle in her eye.


  Tony was too bewildered to reply, he simply nodded as he watched the incredible Juliet Jones waltz out his office door.


  Then almost without thinking, his hand found his raging cock and he collapsed into his chair behind his desk. He was in heaven… even amid his hot business deals and corporate maneuvers. He was content even here to be submissive to Juliet, the woman he’d always dreamed of serving. His mind raced ahead as he satisfied himself, thinking about when she’d pop up out of the blue again… and wondering what delicious punishment she’d have in store.




  MS SHELBY’S BOY


  I’ll never forget the first time I saw her. She was the prettiest thing I’d ever laid eyes on—standing on her front porch, her voluptuousness rising from beneath red flowered silk chiffon the way spring itself rises out of the sun-heated earth. Her hands on her hips, she looked as if she owned not just the porch and the massive house behind her and the yard surrounding, but as if she owned the street, the neighborhood, the town. Heck! She looked like she owned the world. Blonde, bounteous and frightening, all wrapped into one glorious female form. 


  “G’day, ma’am,” I tipped my hat, while she looked down at me suspiciously. Only then did I get my first glimpse into the lush warmth of her hazel eyes. I felt my knees go week; I thought she’d turned my whole body liquid. As she stared at me, standing a good four feet above me on her porch, I went speechless.


  “You have something to ask me, boy?” she inquired with a half-smile. 


  “Ah-I-yes, ma’am… I-uh…” I am not normally tongue-tied, but suddenly, I saw my life play out before my inner eyes in one sweeping, virulent picture. I was groveling on my knees before the reigning Goddess of the world, Ms. Shelby Hadley.


  “Are you, alright?” She raised me from my dumbstruck stupor, speaking sweetly. 


  “Yes, ma’am, I do have something to ask you.” I felt ashamed of myself for being much less a man than I should be, reduced by circumstance to begging for food. “You wouldn’t have any work I could do for you, to earn a meal?”


  She smiled, a glint of amusement in her eye. “Why, let me think… I do have a shed that needs cleaning. I suspect it’ll take no more than an hour. You have it ship shape in that time, you can have your meal. I have a pot roast and vegetables in the oven.”


  I could smell that pot roast cooking. It was almost as lovely as scent of her perfume that floated in the air around her. 


  “And if I don’t have it done in an hour, ma’am?” I managed to joke a bit playfully. For the moment, once my staggering tremors had passed, I was less afraid of her. She seemed quite down to earth, a nurturing and kind soul. 


  “Oh, you’ll get your meal, but not before you get your bottom tanned with my razor strap for dawdling. Men who do my bidding do the work or pay the price.”


  I went weak again, shocked to say the least! But responding to her surprising threat, I felt a strange burning in my belly that traveled into my crotch. I’ll be damned if my cock weren’t tingling and starting to grow. I barely got my wits about me this time and managed an amused smiled. 


  “Don’t fail, boy, the shed’s out back and I will live up to my threat.” She smiled so tenderly; and there was such amusement in her eyes that I was sure she was just joking. But then, I really didn’t know for sure. And the way she called me boy, like I was twelve years old again, took me back to those days when I did errands for my pretty aunt, who could weave a spell around me I still don’t understand. If I masturbated to the picture of Aunt Jenny once, I did a hundred times, until I was finally lured like most adolescent boys into the world of sexy, nubile but unapproachable teenage nymphs, who then occupied my fantasies. 


  “I’m sure I’ll have it done for you, ma’am,” I finally replied with an eager smile. Then I took off for the back of the house and the shed. While I dutifully scurried to my task, Ms. Shelby meandered slowly along the porch—it conveniently wrapped around the entire house. By the time I reached the sagging structure, she was gazing out at me again, her hand over her eyes, shading them from the afternoon sun. 


  “You make sure you do a good job,” she said with a firmness that made me shudder again. I had no intention of failing her. And yet, as soon as I looked inside the shed, I realized that I was doomed to fail. The place was a total chaos of lumber, tools, old machinery parts, wood for burning in the fireplace and cast-off household items. It would take an hour just to stack the wood in an orderly way. It immediately dawned on me that Ms. Shelby had set me up. I should have been mad as hell—and I could have walked off the property without tipping my hat, dusting the cunning vamp off my boots and moving on. But the thought hardly crossed my mind. I started in on the shed with such zeal, I even thought for a moment that I’d actually get the job done in the hour allowed. 


  “Hey, boy!” An hour later, I heard her mellifluous voice calling me out of my mindless reverie. “Hey, boy!”


  I came to the front of the shed. “Yes, ma’am,” I called to her as I began to stroll her way.


  “It’s dinner time. I imagine you could use some food in your belly.”


  I smiled, assuming now that her threat was just a joke and I was silly to think otherwise. By the time I reached her back porch, my belly was grinding with hunger I’d managed to squelch for nearly twenty-four hours when I’d eaten last. Now, the smell of pot roast and vegetables made my mouth water and my lips as parched as if I were struggling on my belly through the desert. 


  I walked up the six steps to the porch, expecting to follow Ms. Shelby into the house, or at the very least, take my plate of food and eat it on the back step. But the woman in charge barred the door with her ample form, which was even more inviting close up than it was from a few feet away. I almost stepped back off the porch, bowled over by the sensuous energy that seemed to attack me. She cocked her head, her soft blonde curls jiggling a bit as she did, and said with a smile, “Aren’t you forgetting something?”


  “Ma’am?” My legs were weak again. 


  “It doesn’t look like you’re finished with my shed,” she answered with a degree of disappointment in her voice that made my entire body hurt. 


  “Oh, ma’am, that would be impossible. I’m happy to get it cleaned up the way you want, but there was a lot to do.”


  “I know that…” she suddenly stopped, “you know, I don’t know your name, do I?”


  “No, Ma’am. It’s Trevor. Trevor Ellis.” I thought I should hold out my hand for her to shake, since we were finally getting around to the proper introduction, but by then, I was much too scared. 


  “Well, Trevor Ellis, before you step foot in my kitchen and sit at my table, you’ll take your licks like a man. You agreed to my terms, so now you drop your trousers and bend over that rail.”


  I was dumbfounded. But the way she said it, I really did think I’d earned a strapping. 


  Even now, I can’t for the life of me understand why I let her spank me…but with the tingling feeling in my crotch all out of control, I was too flustered to object. In seconds, my cock turned into a throbbing projectile, which was embarrassingly tenting my pants. I dearly hoped that Ms. Shelby wouldn’t see it. I stared at her for several seconds, mesmerized by everything about her—and its effect on my libido, which hadn’t had a good workout in some time. That swift and sudden arousal was all it took to have me unbuckling my belt, turning around and bending over the porch rail. My bare behind felt the cool breeze tickle the skin, while every inch of me shivered. Goosebumps spread across the surface of my ass. 


  This whole scene seemed totally preposterous but totally right, for reasons I couldn’t fathom—well, certainly not at that moment. It happened too fast to make any sense.


  “You’d better grab the slats and hang on,” she warned. “I hit hard.” The razor strap she wielded proved to be as firm as the tone of her voice. 


  I took her warning seriously and found my fingers curling tightly around two slats in the porch railing. I wanted to scream when the first strike of Ms. Shelby’s razor strap hit me square across my ass cheeks. But I only grunted. Of course, I only grunted. I wasn’t a wuss. But what was I? A grown man, nearly thirty years old bent over a porch rail with my naked butt getting whacked by the prettiest, sexiest, most incredible woman I’d ever had the good fortune to lay eyes on. I hated every nasty stroke of that strap. My ass burned with fire. I counted them at first… eleven, twelve, thirteen… then lost track about seventeen because I was starting to lose my grip. Damn! She was strong, and my ass hurt really bad. My body shook, I grit my teeth, my fingers might well have jerked those porch slats out if I moved too fast. But I managed to survive the onslaught. I knew that tearing apart her porch would certainly provoke the woman who seemed to have ultimate power over me. 


  I thought she’d never stop whacking my rear. The smack! smack! smack! came in a regular rhythm that I might have gotten used to, except that my butt hurt so damn much there was no way I could take it as graciously as I would have liked. And why should I? I suppose because I wanted this beautiful lady to like me. When she finally stopped, my entire behind, including the backs of my thighs burned hot. But then the burn softened into a sensuous warmth I never expected. 


  Ms. Shelby ran her fingers over my ass, while speaking in a raspy whisper, “You’re a very good boy to take so much for me.” 


  Her words melted my insides. I wanted to dive inside them… and her, and stay forever. 


  What could I say? My exposed cock was throbbing hard between my legs. 


  “Your ass is mighty hot, boy. And I believe these cheeks are going to be bruised by morning. What do you think?” she asked. 


  “I don’t know,” I managed to reply…how could I know how bad the marks would be? But damn! Every word she spoke made me shudder, and with every shudder, a shot of hard powered energy rocketed into my groin. 


  “Hum, my, what is this?” Ms. Shelby murmured her amazement as her nimble fingers began to probe between my legs, where she found my dangling balls and my hard erection. “Ma’am, I’m very sorry!” I blushed beet red, and was ever so grateful that I was bent over so that she couldn’t see my face. 


  “I see the spanking turned you on?” she sweetly intoned. 


  “I guess so, ma’am. But really, I didn’t mean it to.”


  “Some boys take to spanking like ducks to water.” She began to massage my penis, balls and all the sensuous places between there and my rectum. I’d begun to sweat so much it was dripping off my face to the ground below me. And my groin kept moving with her hand. 


  “Oh, ma’am, I’m going to explode if you keep doing that,” I warned.


  “You mean you’re gonna cum just from the feel of my hand? Why you randy boy! You do that I’m gonna have to spank you again for being so naughty.” I heard the threat, but it had no effect on my physical response. If anything, my cock just got harder and my body closer to that grand explosion. When she suddenly grabbed my balls and squeezed really hard, I belched out some strange sounding cry. My body tensed and there I was, spurting my cum all over the pretty flowers in the bed below. 


  “Well, Shelby Hadley, what is going on here?” 


  Hearing the unexpected voice, my head shot up fast. Right in front of me, with a bird’s eye view of my groin, my balls and my red naked ass was a brunette bombshell with her green eyes glued to me. She watched with a sassy smirk on her red lips as my penis withered into nothing and my balls shrank up in fear. 


  “Honey, I was just giving this boy a good going over for failing to do his chores, and look what he did?”


  “Shot himself all over your roses!” the woman replied, indignantly. 


  “You’d think the razor strap would be enough to keep him in line,” Ms. Shelby added. 


  “I’d suggest you tie up his cock,” the brunette offered. 


  Ms. Shelby suddenly raised me by the scruff of my neck and dragged me—pants still pooled at my ankles—into the house. 


  It was cool inside, a big overhead fan loped lazily around. And it seemed dark like a great womanly cocoon. Oddly, I felt safe, but I’m not sure what from, because those two amazing women were not about to let up on me. 


  “Lani, this is Trevor,” Ms. Shelby introduced us. 


  I quaked in fear as I realized what was going to happen. Lani wasn’t just another good-looking woman. She, like Shelby Hadly, had that presence, that aura of mystery and dominance that seemed to make me shiver right to my core and wish I could grovel at her feet. She took a seat on one of Ms. Shelby’s dining room chairs, sitting right at the end. Her short red skirt rode high on her thigh, exposing her garters on what I assumed was a black garter belt. Maybe she was wearing a corset—I’ll never know. But just looking at the awesome sight of her shapely legs inside her coal black stockings made my legs turn to jelly. She wore a sheer white blouse, which allowed me to see a lacy black bra underneath with two great tits looking like perfect pillows of flesh. Oh! If I could only rest my eyes on them! 


  Of course, I knew as soon as I saw the butter paddle in the woman’s hand that she and I were in different worlds. With one push from Ms. Shelby’s hand from behind, my knees buckled and I went over Ms. Lani’s lap. 


  It didn’t matter that I’d already been punished hard, for a crime that was hardly a crime—perhaps just being a man was a crime in this neck of the woods. 


  Wasting no time getting down to business, Ms. Lani started smacking my ass cheeks with hard sharp smacks. In seconds, she’d covered every square inch of my ass, and was starting a second vigorous round. 


  “You’re a bad boy, aren’t you?” she started. 


  “No, ma’am. Really no,” I squeaked out the only protest I would that day. 


  “No?” She answered me in disbelief, and then gave my ass a blow like I’d never had in my life. 


  “Yikes!” I practically leapt right off her lap. But odd as it seemed, Ms. Lani was damned strong for a woman of her size, and she managed to haul me back with the determination of a sour-faced headmistress. 


  “You dirtied Ms. Shelby’s pretty flowers, boy! And that was very bad!”


  I started to protest, but only squeaked out something that made no sense as she leveled another blow, I thought would take the skin off my ass. 


  “Yes, ma’am.” I realized quickly the wisdom in agreeing, even if I didn’t agree. 


  “Say it louder!” she ordered. 


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Yes, ma’am, what?”


  “Yes, ma’am, I’m a bad boy.”


  “A very bad boy.”


  “Yes, ma’am, a very bad boy.”


  “And I deserve a good hard spanking. Say it!”


  “I deserve a good hard spanking, ma’am.”


  “Oh, you are so smart!” 


  She quit talking—she didn’t have to talk. The butter paddle spoke for her as the hard flat wood came down on my behind until the whole of my ass stung like I’d been attacked by bees. I was sure I was going to pass out, or eventually buck right off her lap, but she suddenly stopped. The butter paddle clattered to the floor beside her feet. Thank the Lord!
Her hand was cool against my hot cheeks, and I’ll be damned if my cock weren’t rising to the occasion again. 


  “Open your thighs, boy,” she said as her hand wiggled between my cheeks just as Ms. Shelby’s had. Her fingers were like tiny electrodes bringing my spent cock back to life. In seconds, I was well on the way to another hard boner. “Darlin’,” she was addressing Ms. Shelby, “I think we’re going to have to train this boy to mind his manners.”


  “Oh, I have something perfect in mind,” my benefactress purred sweet as sugar candy. 


  Ms. Shelby yanked me off Ms. Lani’s lap and sat down herself. While I stood before her half naked, she tied my cock and balls every which way with a pink satin ribbon, making sure there was no way my erection could gain full steam, and it if did, there was no way I could come again. 


  “Now, you go stand in the corner,” she said with a sassy wink. “I want to admire your pretty bottom while Ms. Lani and I catch up on gossip. 


  Those two women could talk up a storm. I don’t know how many hours it was that I stood with my nose pressed to the corner, while I listened to the sound of the women gab. Their voices surrounded me in a blanket of comfort, which was just another of many things about that surprising afternoon that made no sense. I wasn’t even particularly embarrassed. And though they paid no attention to me, I felt oddly special in my embarrassing predicament. 


  After a time, my mind drifted. I studied every flower in her pink rose wallpaper, every leaf, the way the pattern repeated every couple of feet. Then I managed a few stolen glances at the room around me. I finally got so engrossed in my own thoughts that I hardly heard Ms. Shelby calling to me. 


  “Trevor!”


  Soon as I recognized she was calling me, I jerked around. 


  Ms. Lani is in the bedroom, boy,” she said. “You go please her now. She likes long, slow strokes of the tongue, and little flutter right on the tip of her clit. I’ll be in directly to take care of you.”


  My entire body shook. I could hardly move. 


  “Go on. Get going. She’s not going to spank you again. But you don’t move that sorry butt, I will!”


  I got going all right. Fast as I could without looking too eager, I appeared in Ms. Shelby’s bedroom and dove for the center of the bed, where Ms. Lani’s crotch was spread out like a feast. Her red lips formed a seductive smile, and all I could do was lap at her bush, letting my mouth and my lips speak for me. I drank in the pungent aroma, relished the sour tastes along with the sweet as my tongue moved in and out of those beautiful as if it might dine there forever. 


  That is not how the evening ended. There was one more surprise to come. 


  In the middle of my pleasuring the voluptuous, whimpering, orgasming, brunette beauty, I felt something begin to invade my ass. First, it was fingers, then something cold was worked into my anus. Then, something hard was pressing there, then an enormous missile filled my ass. Ms. Shelby was fucking me like I would have liked to fuck her! But never would. I couldn’t even get a hard-on from the vigorous ride with my dick all tied up. 


  But then, maybe that wasn’t so terribly bad. There I was, red-assed and pleasing two powerful females, who were shuddering and cumming like crazy—all because I was there and taking good care of them. Maybe that was something to feel good about. 


  “Well, dear boy,” Ms. Shelby said, as she led me to her back door an hour later. “You can sleep in the barn, or be on your way. But if you’re here in the morning, you’ll finish the shed, or I’ll just have to start over on your ass. You think about it.”


  Think about it? There wasn’t much to think about. I was headed for the barn—and I still wasn’t exactly sure why.
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