
        
            
                
            
        

    




Miranda’s Lessons





 






 





Maggie
Carpenter




(c)2010 Maggie
Carpenter  Blushing Books





 






 












Copyright (c) 2010
by Blushing Books(r) and Maggie Carpenter





 





All rights
reserved. No part of the book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage
and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.





 





Published by
Blushing Books(r),




a subsidiary of




ABCD Graphics
and Design




977 Seminole
Trail #233




Charlottesville,
VA 22901





 





The trademark
Blushing Books(r) is registered in the US Patent and Trademark Office.





 





Carpenter,
Maggie




Miranda’s
Lessons




eBook
ISBN: 978-1-60968-457-0





 






 





Cover Design by Blushing
Books









 





Blushing Publications thanks you wholeheartedly for your
purchase with us!





 





There are plenty more stories such as the one you’ve
purchased from Blushing Books! Visit our
online store to view our might selection!





 





http://www.blushingbooks.com





 





This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities
represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults. Nothing in this book should be interpreted as
advocating any nonconsensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors.





 









Chapter
One





 






 





It was late
spring and a warm sun beat down on the city streets as the young nineteen year
old dancer hopped off the city bus and walked down a street lined with posh
Victorian residences. It was a simply perfect day, with the sun and a hint of a
breeze to keep it pleasantly cool.




Reaching her
destination, Miranda d’Angelo stood on the steps of the elegant house,
listening to a soft Tchaikovsky play from within. It was music that could lift
her off her feet, transporting her into that other world she loved so well,
where her body seemed to fly across a wooden dance floor, soaring on wings. On
this day however, her knees were knocking, and her legs were trembling as if
they were made of jelly.




Mario Diego
was a premiere dance instructor, sought after by hundreds of aspiring students,
though he took only a few new ballerinas each year. Miranda’s audition for him
began as the most exciting turn of events in her ballet life. The fact that
Mario had actually remembered her, out of dozens of fine dancers at the City
recital, put her on cloud nine for weeks. That he agreed to the audition was
enough to make her practice long long hours in preparation for this day.




But now, as
her entire life seemed to hinge on this fateful moment, her exhilaration
vanished, fear replacing it with the memory of the hundred rumors that
regularly circulated about Mario Diego, and his unorthodox methods.




“He’s a
tyrant.” She’d heard that comment a thousand times.




“A
genius!” most old line dance aficionados would contend.




“He’ll
charm the pants off you one minute, make you cry the next,” was the oft
heard assessment of students who’d recently graduated from his grueling
training.




“Watch
out for his temper!” was the most often heard warning. It made Miranda
tremble inside, knowing that she wasn’t used to emotional tirades, and was
uncertain how she’d handle one from a dance instructor. Yes, she’d had
temperamental coaches in the past, but Mario’s reputation was altogether
different from the typical high strung instructors she was used to.




“I
wouldn’t go near him again for anything in the world!” said one former
pupil. Though hearing this vow, Miranda wondered why the woman had stayed under
his tutelage for nearly two years. Something didn’t add up. 




Miranda hoped
that all the talk was simply war stories for the benefit of the uninitiated. A
lot, she knew, was just blatant gossip by the ones that had never made it under
his wing. 




Despite all
the hearsay, when Miranda had seen Mario Diego eyeing her at the recital, her
heart skipped a beat, and then another. She didn’t know why she fluttered so
with excitement. Was it just the thought that he was interested in her dancing,
or was it something more? It might just be the mystery behind the man and her own curiosity to see for herself what everyone found so
darkly fascinating about him.




Mario Diego
did have a special grace and elegance that likely came from his European roots.
He was nearly forty, though no one knew for sure; speculation about his age was
another rumor that was never completely resolved. Age aside,
he was a formidable man in many ways. Handsome in a rough sort of way, he had a
stocky but trim body, massive arms, a barrel chest and a dancer’s thick legs.
His hair was unruly, often falling in his face as he worked with a student. And
his eyes were wild like a tiger’s, changing on whim and fancy and the excess of
emotion that exuded from his stunning aura.




“He’s the
best,” Miranda’s former couch Julia Adams told her, when Miranda mentioned
the possible audition.




“I heard
he took a switch to Regina Neville,” Miranda objected.




“Regina
Neville could use a switch, her plies are something out of a nightmare,”
Julia retorted. “You go ahead and audition. The training will be tough,
but you have the kind of temperament to work well with Mario.




“What do
you mean, ‘temperament’?” Miranda asked.




“You’re
very willing, not the argumentative type. He’s demanding, controlling, arbitrary at times. It takes someone that can adapt, be a
little submissive, and not too high strung. Listen,” she continued earnestly,
“Mario’s dancers always outshine anyone else, you
can’t afford not to audition.”




Julia should
know, Miranda thought. She was one of Mario’s girls, one of the best newcomers
five years before, until a nasty broken ankle sidelined her permanently.




With Julia’s
encouragement, Miranda arranged the audition.




Now, ringing
his doorbell, Miranda heard a lovely chime from within the house. With no
answer, she wondered if it weren’t just proper to enter. After all, the house
was arranged as a studio, his place of business. Through a side window, she
could see a receptionist’s desk just inside the foyer. With a tentative turn of
the knob, the door gave way.




Stepping
inside, Miranda found the foyer reception area to be empty. A timid
“hello” roused no one as she waited, hoping someone would arrive to
make her hesitant beginning a little easier. She called again, but still no one
answered. She waited for some moments listening to the music, though the
strains of Tchaikovsky that had earlier eased her fear,
now seemed a little ominous to her ear.




When the music
suddenly stopped, she jerked, startled, thoroughly expecting Mario Diego to
bolt through the door seconds later. However, instead of a warm welcome, the
lovely counterpoint of the music was replaced by the sound of angry voices,
coming from the studio behind the receptionist’s desk. Though she was not able
to detect the reason for the argument, a woman’s voice rose in desperation,
while a man’s, equal in passion, rose to counter her fiery outburst.




To have called
again for someone seemed foolish under the circumstances. . Her interruption
would hardly be welcome. She had no idea what she should do. But leaving was
not an option. She’d waited too long for this moment, and she was not going to
give up her opportunity for the audition.




Miranda waited
for some minutes; then hearing the voices diminish in volume, she tiptoed
forward and pushed the studio door ever so slightly. It gave way easily,
remaining ajar just inches, so that Miranda could see inside. Beyond the foyer,
there was a small office, and beyond that the practice studio with the
expansive dance floor. The French doors to the studio stood wide open, so that
Miranda could see the scene inside. The student, dressed in a pair of short
stretch pants and a small crop top, had her back turned toward Miranda, but
even at this distance, Miranda could see a degree of anguish from the dancer.
Her chest was heaving_ as if she’d been crying … or enraged. She seemed to
be calming down from the confrontation, and Mario Diego waited restlessly while
she did.




“Do you
suppose you can listen now?” he finally asked.




The dancer
didn’t answer.




“Your
line is dreadful, Miss Reault!” Mario exclaimed. “You’re going to
have to work harder with the exercises I gave you.”




“I have!”
the dancer blurted out angrily.




Miranda saw
the instructor shake his head in disgust. The whole scene seemed so shocking
because the young woman was the wellknown Cassandra Reault. Miranda thought of
the twentyyearold dancer as flawless; and that her own dancing skill had a long
way to go to catch up to her talents.




“I’d
suggest you take care with your tongue, Miss Reault. You’ve already said enough
today.”




“But I
can’t get it!” the dancer shouted back at Mario, ignoring his warning.




“That’s
very obvious,” Mario replied, his voice beginning to rise again, just as
his student’s had. “By now your line should be perfect, impeccable.
Exquisite!” His eyes darkened. “Have you done any practicing since
your last lesson?”




“How dare
you say that, you know I have.”




“Aw, but
it doesn’t show,” he answered sarcastically.




“You’re a
bastard!” the girl shouted. Miranda watched Mario’s eyes; even from across
the room, she could see them flash, as if he were firing sparks.




“Your
attitude, Miss Reault, as well as your dancing is unacceptable” he said.
He turned having made some decision.




“Oh
please no!” the dancer cried, sounding very penitent. “You can’t do
that!” 




“Oh,
can’t I?” Mario Diego was almost whimsical with scorn.




“I’ll try
again?” she repeated. “Please.” She looked positively desperate.




“We’ve
already been over this a dozen times Miss Reault. You’re getting worse, not
better.”




“But
please … not the leather, not today. How is that going to help?”




“It
always helps, Cassandra,” he said taunting her. “It settles you down, you know that as well as I do. To
the bar.” He pointed to the bar at the far wall, while the
frustrated Miss Reault looked at him with a mixture of anger and fear. She
hesitated a moment too long.




“To the
bar, Miss Reault, or I’ll double it!” His voice was steely cold.




Mario Diego’s
manner was not unlike what Miranda had witnessed on a number of occasions in
the past. Yet what was to follow held her spellbound. She watched intrigued, as
Mario disappeared from view, returning seconds later with something odd in his
hand. A trembling Miss Reault moved cautiously to the bar at the far side of
the practice floor in front of the mirrors.




“Please
Mario, please.”




He ignored her
appeal. Keeping his distance, he waited for her to obey his instructions. It
took her some moments, as if she couldn’t bear the thought of what was to
happen. She looked at him with a contrite face, but her look did nothing to
move him from his purpose.




“Miss
Reault,” he said sternly, pointing to the bar again.




Her glance was
a defiant pout that Mario chose to ignore. Then acquiescing, though hardly
happy about it, the dancer turned and bent over, grabbing the bar in her hands.




To Miranda’s
horror, the object in Mario Diego’s hand was a leather instrument some eighteen
inches long and two inches wide. It was obviously intended for one purpose
only. And it was clear that the instructor intended to spank the petulant Miss
Reault, for her bottom was poised and ready for an anticipated paddling. No
wonder the poor girl was so distraught.




Miranda
watched in shocked horror as the scene unfolded. She knew she was eavesdropping
on a most private moment, yet the sight was so fascinating that she couldn’t
take her eyes off of it. She gazed dumbfounded, as Mario brought his hand back
and briskly whisked the leather through the air.




SMACK!




The leather
landed on Miss Reault’s rear end, the sound echoing through the hollow rooms of
the studio, assaulting Miranda’s ears, so that she jolted even as Miss Reault
jolted from the blow.




After the
first blow, Mario paused, and then with a firm measured stroke, he spanked his
student with one firm smack after another. Miranda could see his muscled arm
flex and relax and flex again. She was astonished by his forceful command; it
made her shiver in her own dancing shoes.




At first Miss
Reault tried remaining stoically silent, but by the sixth smack it was too much
to bear in silence, and she let out an impassioned wail.




“Yeoooowwww!”
she cried.




Then with each
new smack, the dancer let out another wail more anguished than the last; though
Mario wasn’t fazed by her cries. Rather, the instructor continued on, peppering
the young woman’s bottom from top to bottom. Miranda could see the determined
expression in Mario’s eye, and the hard as granite set of his jaw. Even more of
his unruly dark locks fell across his forehead, as he put his entire being into
the task. Mario Diego was a man of a hundred faces. Some were exceedingly
bright and charming. His flashy eyes could incite terror and thrill in the same
degree. But on this occasion, Mario was completely ruthless.




Having
observed the instructor at many recitals and performances, Miranda had seen him
in many moods; but never had she seen him quite so single minded. The effect on
her was alarming. If she was utterly shocked by this bizarre scene, she was
also utterly stimulated in the most amazing way.




Mario
continued on as Miss Reault began to wiggle and squirm, her long dancer’s legs
doing an uncharacteristic tap dance, where they were used to more graceful
steps.




It must hurt
like hell! Miranda thought. But as terrifying as it was, Miranda soon realized
that the leather was only a warm up to the real punishment, for when Mario
stopped abruptly and disappeared out of Miranda’s sight for an instant, he
returned with a long white cane in his hand.




Miranda
thought she shrieked aloud when she recognized the nasty thing, though she had
only gasped to herself. Even so, she stepped back from the door for an instant, afraid she might have been heard. When it seemed
safe to look again, she returned to the opened door, remaining an undetected
witness as the punishment progressed.




“Eight,”
Mario announced.




“Oh, God
no!” the dancer wailed.




“You only
get what you you’ve earned.”




“But I
can’t take anymore,” she pleaded again, though even as she objected she
didn’t remove her hands from the bar. There seemed something inevitable about
this rite. They’d been through the ritual before. Even the quality of Miss
Reault’s protests seemed part of a ceremony, just as the outcome was also
written. “Your pants, Miss Reault,” Mario said. The dancer shivered.
She looked back at her instructor. For empathy? For some compassion? Mario Diego looked immovable. That
chilling aura of dominance was set in stone. Seeing no recourse, the young
dancer turned back to the bar and fingered at the elastic waistband of her
stretch pants. With a simple tug, she pushed the garment over her hips to her
thighs, where they remained bunched at her knees. What remained were small pale
blue panties that barely covered her.




“Everything
Miss Reault,” Mario demanded.




The girl
sighed deeply, but said nothing. She complied, lowering her underwear too; the
routine obviously not unfamiliar to her. With no protection whatsoever, Cassie
Reault’s rear end gleamed in the bright studio lights, the flesh a blushing
pink from the paddling she’d just received. And in her exposed posture, there
was no hiding any of her private feminine charms, as every detail of her rear
cleft, from the tight bud of her rear hole to the soft pink pussy lips, were on
display.




What a
horribly humiliating turn of events, Miranda thought to herself.




She watched
awe struck as Mario Diego viewed the quivering target with the cane in hand. It
looked as if he were carefully planning the eight cuts, before he began. After what
seemed like an eternity, he drew the instrument back, and then bridged the two
foot space of air in a flash. A sudden hiss, and then the
impact. The cut itself was nearly silent when it struck; and Miranda
wondered how much it hurt, until she heard a shriek that made her want to climb
from her skin.




“One,”
Mario announced flatly, as the sound of Miss Reault’s anguish died away.




A second cut
swished through the air. “Yeeeeeawwwwwwww,” the dancer howled again.




“Two,”
Mario declared with the same calm voice. Calm though he was, there was a
furious determination in his manner.




Each cut in
turn was met with the same even count from Mario, and a miserable cry from the
dancer. Each cut traced a new line on the young woman’s naked rear, just above
the last, even as her feet danced as if they’d dance away by themselves.




By the fifth
cut, Miss Reault’s wails became one long tortured sob. Yet, though she still
wriggled with a spirited shimmy, she seemed less agitated than at first.
Perhaps she realized that the punishment was almost over. 




Miranda
watched the ordeal, with her eyes fixed in fascination. When the last cut
landed there were eight distinct lines on Miss Reault’s bottom, though at
Miranda’s distance they seemed to blend into one horrid blur of fiery red. The
poor girl continued to sob long after Mario finished; apparently she was too
distraught to worry about quickly restoring her pants.




While Mario
waited for his pupil to recover, he disappeared again, and Miranda was suddenly
reminded that this unexpected episode was not intended for her eyes. What if he
discovered her watching?




Moving
quietly, she gently pulled the door closed and tiptoed to a chair by the front
entrance. There she sat primly, as if she’d been sitting there all along
anticipating her appointment and unaware of what had just transpired beyond the
studio door. While she waited for Mario to appear, Miranda was struck by the
odd coincidence of events. If she had a 2:00 p.m. appointment, why the would Mario Diego choose that moment to discipline a
student? Did he think Miranda wouldn’t hear the sounds of Miss Reault’s
distress? Was it intentional, serving some unknown purpose?




Miranda
continued to wait in the strange eerie quiet, with only her perplexing
speculations to keep her company. Miss Reault sobs still echoed through her
mind, even if the dancer was now quiet. Nearly fifteen minutes passed, before
Cassandra Reault finally walked through the door where Miranda had stood as
witness to the dancer’s spanking. She carried her dance bag and her shoes in
hand, practically sprinting out the door. The results of the confrontation with
Mario were distinctly written on the delicate features of her face. Her eye
makeup was smudged and her nose was puffy and red.




Miranda
wondered if her bottom still bore the red blush and the eight stripes.
Certainly it must take a day or two for the cuts to disappear. Although they
didn’t look as if they had broken the skin, they raised nasty welts on that
tender posterior.




Miss Reault
gave Miranda a side long glance. She registered a moment’s shock, no doubt
wondering if Miranda had heard the row and the ensuing punishment. Yet the
dancer’s instant of curiosity didn’t stop her from exiting the studio as
quickly as she could. Not missing a stride, she opened the door and hastily
left.




Then, as
Miranda watched the dancer fly down the outside steps, she heard Mario enter
the room.




“Miss
d’Angelo?” his voice called her out of her stupor.




Miranda
quickly turned back staring at him, slowly feeling a blush rise on her cheeks.
Mario looked surprised to see her. “What are you doing here?” he
asked. He stood just a few feet from her, having come into the foyer through a
side door.




Miranda’s
heart pounded furiously at the very thought that he didn’t expect her.
“Sir?” she questioned him carefully. “I have an audition.”




“Ah, ah
yes you do.” Mario looked distracted, then returned to the desk and
thumbed through a datebook. “Yes, that audition is tomorrow at two.”




“Tomorrow?
But, I know it was today,” Miranda asserted, as her mind quickly recalled
the phone call three weeks before when the date had been set. She was not
wrong, though she was not about to argue with him. “I’m sorry Mr. Diego, I
must have been mistaken, I thought my audition was
today.”




“It’s a
reasonable mistake. Tomorrow will do fine,” he said. He walked forward,
graciously extending his hand to her; and Miranda rose to her feet. He gazed
directly into her eyes, as his face broadened into a devilishly charming smile.
It was so disarming, Miranda could not think of one intelligent thing to say.
“Two o’clock?” he repeated




“Yes,
certainly,” Miranda stammered.




He opened the
door for her like a gentlemanly host, his engaging
aura seemed to follow her on her way. The entire last hour was apparently far
from his thoughts; there was not one hint that he knew she’d seen the entire
punishment scene with Cassandra Reault.




“Ah, Miss
d’Angelo,” he interrupted her retreat. He was standing at the top of the
front steps looking down at her.




“Yes?”
Miranda turned back and looked up at him.




“Tomorrow,
your plies? I expect exquisite line from you,”
he told her. There was gleam in his dark eyes that made Miranda shudder.




“Yes
sir,” she said nodding to him, and with nothing else to say, she scampered
off, feeling as awkward as a new babe.




Miranda
hurried down the street to catch the bus two blocks away. Her mind was so full
of thoughts that she couldn’t separate her fearful imaginings from reality.
Without really thinking, she made a mad dash to Julia Adams’ apartment,
knocking loudly on her door.




“Come
in,” she heard her friend call to her.




Once inside,
Miranda discovered Julia in her workshop. “You didn’t tell me about canes
and paddlings and leather spanking things!” Miranda blurted out without
saying “hello”.




“What!”
Julia turned from her work at a potter’s wheel, shocked to see her distraught
friend.




“Mario?”
Miranda reminded her. “Mario what?” Julia
asked.




“What do
you mean Mario what! I go to my audition today only to
find him spanking the living daylights out of Cassie Reault’s rear end!”




“Oh!”
Julia said, with a thoughtful faraway look, as if the was bringing the scene to
mind.




“Well?”
Miranda demanded an explanation.




“‘A firm
hand,’ he’s always said,” Julia said lightly, as if Miranda’s tale didn’t
faze her. 




“Don’t be
vague with me Julia Adams! Is this Mario’s regular practice? Because
if it is, I’m NOT going to have anything to do with him.” 




“Did you
audition?” Julia asked her calmly.




“Answer
my question,” Miranda demanded.




“The way
you’re going on, maybe you need a spanking,” Julia suggested with a hint
of exasperation in her voice.




“Julia,
tell me, is this what I can expect if I work with the man?”




“It’s not
uncommon with Mario,” Julia admitted. “But Cassie Reault is really
headstrong. I told you, you have the right temperament for Mario Diego.”




“Did he
ever spank you?” Miranda asked.




Julia nodded.




Miranda
stormed about the room stunned even more than before, the reality of the
afternoon’s discoveries finally sinking in.




“How?
Why?” she asked, turning back to her friend.




“How and
why did he spank me?” Julia clarified. She stared at Miranda, eyeing the
dancer cautiously. How much should she tell her? It was difficult to know just
what to say. She cleared her throat and began. “It was several times,
three, maybe four? Not a lot, really.”




“But
why?” Miranda asked.




“I don’t
really know, I guess you could say it clears the air,” she replied.




“Clears
the air?” Miranda repeated, doubtfully.




“Mario’s
a passionate man, dancing a passionate experience with him. In the course of
time, tensions build between teacher and pupil, and this is Mario’s way of
handling the situation. It cleans the slate with him. If you could see Cassie’s
next session, Mario will be a prince. And … I’d be willing to bet that
Cassandra will dance like a swan.”




Miranda looked
at her friend, not sure what to think. Julia spoke so calmly of something so
completely outrageous, that it almost sounded a perfectly natural thing to do.




“Did you
have your pants down too?” she asked, almost too embarrassed to say it;
but she had to know.




“Yes,
twice,” Julia conceded.




“And with
the cane?”




“Once.”
She looked a bit sheepish. “I was having a terrible time with my jumps, no
matter what I did they stunk! It was so odd, I was making mistakes as if I’d
just begun to dance. Mario was a saint for about two weeks. He was incredibly
patient, but his patience wore thin. And then he was agitated, and I was crabby
and we ended up in quite a row. I exploded, and … so did he.” There
was a pleasant nostalgia to Julia’s retelling of the event. “I remember
his eyes flashing the way they do, and I knew I was in trouble. But my dancing
only got worse. And then, he just stopped me, grabbed my wrist and drug me to
the bar, where he made me bend over. I couldn’t believe it, he was walloping my
rear end with his hand as if I were a little kid.”




“His
hand?” Miranda questioned. 




“Yeah,
he’s a powerful spanker.” 




“No
cane?”




“Oh, that
came later that day, after the first paddling. When he was finished, I pleaded
with him to let me try my dance again. He didn’t want me to. He was planning to
send me home to ‘think’ about whether I really had it in me to be a dancer.
That comment stung so hard I just had to try once more. He told me I had one
chance; but if I wasn’t any better, he’d use a cane on my rear. ‘I don’t have
time to waste with you,’ he said. God the man’s so fierce.” The
recollection was proving to be a cherished memory by the look on Julia’s face.
“I was so nervous and pentup I couldn’t do anything right. I was worse
than before. So, living up to his promise, he had me at the bar again, bending
over. This time though, he made me take my dancing shorts down to my knees. My
ass end was naked and waving in the breeze. Damn! he was ruthless, the way the
cane cut into my poor butt.”




Miranda was as
mesmerized by Julia’s story as she was watching Cassandra Reault get her
punishment that afternoon. There was something altogether strange going on
inside her, though she didn’t have the ability to figure out exactly what it
was.




“Does he
do this with all his students?” she asked.




“I don’t
know. We never talk about it amongst ourselves. At least I never did. It’s a
rather private matter. I’m only telling you because I’m afraid you’re going off
halfcocked thinking of not working with Mario. That would be the stupidest
thing you’ve ever done.”




“I don’t
now,” Miranda replied cautiously. She was still so taken aback by
everything she didn’t know what to do. “If you knew in advance what might
happen, would you have gone ahead with him?”




Julia chuckled
to herself. “I’d have done anything to have advanced my dancing
career,” she asserted, “besides I didn’t believe then that I would
ever warrant such treatment.”




“I wish I
could feel so sure of myself,” Miranda mused.




“You
didn’t audition today, did you?” Julia guessed.




“No, apparently
he didn’t have the time of my audition down on the right day. It’s tomorrow. I
know I got it right, but he said otherwise. I was hardly going to argue,
especially after what I’d just seen.”




“Then
you’ll go back tomorrow and dance your heart out,” Julia told her. She
wouldn’t take no for an answer.




“I’ll
have to think about it,” Miranda said, her mind abuzz.




“No. No
thinking at all, there’s only one thing to do, and that’s go.” Julia
smiled kindly, though she was adamant. “If you don’t, IT likely spank your
butt myself,” she warned.




Miranda
lightened at the very idea of the diminutive Julia taking her over her knee and
spanking her butt. Yet, Julia’s vow did little to ease Miranda’s fears.




“C’mon,
let’s get some pizza,” Julia suggested, changing her tone.




“You know
I don’t eat pizza,” Miranda said.




“You will
tonight,” her friend replied, and she rose from the potter’s wheel and
began to wash her hands in the kitchen sink.




As the two
struck out toward a local pizza parlor, the sun was beginning to sink low in
the sky. The warm afternoon light, and the good conversation seemed to ease
some of Miranda’s immediate anxiety, at least for the moment. Something about
Julia’s confident manner reassured the younger dancer, at least long enough to
forget Mario Diego for a few hours.




Later, in the
restaurant, the two last slices of pizza lay on the greasy cardboard plate,
inviting the two women to nibble the peppers and mushrooms now and again, as
they let the rest of the pizza go to waste. The food had been soothing for
Miranda, as she again considered her quandary over the audition that was to
take place the following day.




“You
know, Julia?” she mused. “It was strange today when I left.”




“Strange
how?” Julia asked, only mildly interested in renewing a conversation about
Mario Diego.




“He said
some thing just as I was leaving. In fact I was out the door and on the street
and he followed me out.” Julia’s curiosity was aroused a little more, as
she stared across the pile of napkins and the halffull glasses of diet Coke.
“He told me that he expected ‘exquisite line’ when I dance tomorrow.”




“What’s
so odd about that?”




“Well, it
was the exact term that he used with Cassandra, today.”




“So?”




“I think
he knew.” 




“Knew
what?” 




“That I
watched.” 




“Really?”




Miranda nodded
her head. “Yeah, I think he knew.”




“And what
do you think that means?” Julia asked curiously.




“I’m not
sure, but I’m beginning to wonder, things don’t seem to quite add up, unless
Mario wanted me to see his session with Cassandra.”




“He set
you up?” 




“Yeah, I
think he did.”




“My,”
Julia pondered, “I wonder why?” 




For Miranda it
all made sense thinking of the incident that way. Mario Diego wanted her to
witness the punishment, as a warning, perhaps, as a test. Whatever the motive,
she was certain that there was no miscue on dates. The timing was deliberate,
and the man was purposeful in his plans. Her supposition didn’t make much
sense; and now with that too on her mind, she had much to think about and an
important decision to make before morning. 




“Don’t be
foolish Miranda,” Julia cautioned her. “You’ll regret it, if you
don’t go.” 




“We’ll
see,” Miranda answered, “we’ll see.” It was all she could say.
It wasn’t just the spanking, there was something more, something that she
couldn’t quite identify, that both drew her to Mario Diego and repelled her at
the same time.




It would take
some time to make up her mind, but even as she left Julia at her door and
walked toward home, she knew what her decision would be. She just needed to
admit it to herself.








Chapter
Two





 






 





Miss D’Angelo,
I see you have your days straight this time,” Mario Diego observed, with a
twinkle in his bright brown eyes.




“Indeed I
do!” Miranda thought to herself. She stood in the foyer of Mario’s dance
studio biting her tongue to keep from disputing with the man on the spot. As
far as she was concerned she had her days right all along! The mixup had been
Mario Diego’s! She’d arrived for her scheduled audition the day before, only to
have Mario, tell her after she had witnessed a harrowing scene between Mario
and another student that she was a day
early. She knew he was wrong.




But as much as
Miranda wanted to set him straight, she knew she had to forget the matter and
get on with the dancing. She was in no position to argue with a man who held
her life in the balance.




Unfortunately,
it would have been a lot easier to forget the day before, if it hadn’t been
punctuated by the most awesome sight that Miranda had ever seen. Watching
Cassandra Reault bending over for a hearty paddling, followed by eight nasty
cuts on her bare rear end was like nothing she’d ever witnessed. She’d heard
all the stories about the flamboyant dance instructor, but she never would have
believed it, if she hadn’t seen it with her own eyes.




To return the
following day for the audition, took every bit of courage she had. In fact, if
it hadn’t been for her friend Julia, she might not have gone at all.




“You are
going, aren’t you?” Julia had asked her that morning on the phone. She’d
called her bright and early just to make sure. 




“Well…,”
Miranda hesitated.




“C’mon,
you have to,” Julia encouraged her.




“Well,
yes,” she finally relinquished. Saying it was committing herself. She’d
waffled all night, but in the end she had to con sider her career first.
Studying under Mario’s direction meant a lead in the City Ballet, and a host of
other dooropening opportunities. “But,” she continued emphatically,
“I’m not going to let him spank my ass!”




Julia was
silent on the other end of the phone.




“I’m
not,” Miranda vowed, “and I mean it!”




“Well,
that’s not the important thing right now,” ! Julia said. “What’s
important is that you show up.”




“Not
important? It certainly is!” 




“Just.go!”
Julia insisted, totally exasperatedwith her friend.




Standing in
Mario’s studio once again, Miranda trembled with anticipation, looking at the
charming dance instructor. It was hard to believe that anyone so seemingly
charismatic, could be so terribly cruel. But, she just had to put all thoughts
of the day before out of her head, and go on as if she knew nothing of bare
bottoms, paddles, canes and punishment.




Mario led
Miranda into the practice room, through the same French doors from which she’d
watched Cassandra’s spanking. Each step was cautious until she reached the
practice floor, where there was a comfortable familiarity about the expansive
room. It was just like many dance and recital halls: the wood floor, the bar,
the mirrors. She was at home.




“So, Miss
d’Angelo, tell me, what does your dancing mean to you?” Mario asked, as he
leaned casually against the music table with his arms crossed in front of him.
His gaze was so constant, his attention to her body so complete, that it was
unnerving. She was suddenly aware of him not simply as a dance instructor, but
as a man as well. It was hardly what she needed to be thinking about a moment
before the most important dance of her life. But she could not help but notice
his handsome Southern European looks and his very sensuous allure.




Miranda was
flustered by the question; she was not particularly adept at extemporaneous
answers to such thoughtprovoking questions. She looked at Mario, for an instant
getting lost in his eyes. Her stomach was doing a thousand flipflops a second,
and it seemed that there was something stuck in her throat. “Well, I
uh…, it’s my life,” she finally managed to blurt out. It sounded so
silly when she said it, but he waited for her to go on. “I’ve always
danced, I can’t remember when I didn’t, even when I was little, like two years
old, I would twirl around to Swan Lake. My mom thought it was cute.” Now
she was off in a tangent that she thought was really stupid, but Mario didn’t
appear to mind as he listened to her thoughtfully. “I’ve been dancing ever
since.” Did he want more explanation, she worried to herself, but he
rescued her with his next remark.




“I’m not
surprised by your answers, it’s much like that with many of my students,”
he remarked. “Now let’s see you dance.” He sounded so kind, and she
was so caught up in the moment that she visibly jumped at his instruction.




“Oh
yes,” she replied nervously. She fished through her bag which was still
hanging over her arm, and found a cassette tape. “My music,” she
said, as she handed him a tape. He smiled at her kindly and put the tape in his
machine.




Once the
strains of Mozart began, he leaned against the table again with an air of
casual indifference, waiting for her to start. His arms were crossed, his gaze
immutable.




She was poised
and ready, letting the first several bars of music play so they’d get inside
her body, knowing if she could remain, filled with inspiration, she would
forget everything else and dance perfectly.




She began
slowly, and there was one hasty bauble, but she quickly corrected the problem,
and then for several minutes, she was grace in perfect form. When she did her
jumps, she thought she was floating through the air. Her landings were
flawless, and she kept that “perfect” line that seemed so important
to him. She knew this was a premiere performance, just a few minutes more and
she’d have her place in his dance company locked up.




However, just
as she was halfway through the midsection of the piece, her eyes unluckily
opened directly on Mario’s face. His noncommittal expression, with just a trace
of judgment in his discerning eyes, shook her. She stared at him a second too
long, and she snipped an instant later. It was just a tiny fault and Miranda
knew it would have been imperceptable to an untrained observer, but she’d felt
it and she knew damn well that Mario had seen it. Then, with her concentration
broken, the flaws began to multiply. Two baubles, a near fall, and she heard
Mario clap his hands sharply behind her. The music stopped seconds later.




“Miss
d’Angelo,” he addressed her, “what the hell’s going on?” His
eyes fired darts that went right through her.




“Sir, I’m
sorry. I’m so terribly nervous about this, and right in the middle, I just
choked.” She fought for a better explanation, but none was forthcoming,
her defense was as clumsy as her dance.




“A lapse
in concentration is inexcusable,” he said.




“I saw
your face, and it just threw me.” 




“Is that
suppose to mean something in particular?” he asked, pretending that she
had offended him.




“Oh! No
sir, please, it just rattled me.” Everything she said made it sound worse
than it was. “Please, may I try again?”




Mario eyed her
thoughtfully with very intense eyes. “If you think you can improve,”
he said, relaxing his gaze.




“Oh yes,
sir,” she replied readily.




As Mario
started the music, Miranda waited again. This time she waited longer to begin,
just so she could get completely com posed. She knew the music well enough to
alter the program accordingly, and with her confidence renewed, she began to
fly across the wood floor again.




This time
Miranda was able to get through the rocky moment where she’d messed up before,
but just before she was to end, a long run and jump ended in disaster. From the
moment she began the series of steps she knew she was headed for trouble. And
not only did she lose her balance, she did something that was almost unheard of
for, a professional dancer: she fell, landing with an ungraceful plop square on
her bottom.




Miranda sat
with her legs sprawled out in front of her for some seconds, first trying to
absorb the physical shock of the fall, then trying to keep back the flood of
tears that threatened to spill. from her eyes. Unfortunately, for all her
determination, she couldn’t stop the tears, and she remained on the floor like
a bewildered child in the midst of a temper tantrum.




“Miss
d’Angelo,” she heard Mario’s sobering voice. He walked towards her and
pulled her to her feet.




“Do you
always behave this way, or just when you dance so atrociously?”




His ready
judgment went straight to her heart, as it seemed to break in an instant.




“No sir,
I’m so sorry, I’ve let my nerves get the better of me.”




“That’s
unfortunate,” Mario said. “Keeping your poise under adverse
conditions is part of a dancer’s job.”




“And now
I’ve failed miserably,” Miranda moaned as more tears streamed down her
cheeks. “I’m finished.”




“Well,
you’re not finished here,” Mario said. “Though I’ve had enough of your
whining.” He moved to his table and handed her a Kleenex.




Taking it from
him, Miranda blew her nose and wiped her eyes, all the while thinking what a
horrible mess she’d made of things. She was sure Mario would dismiss her, but
instead he picked up his baton, and returned to her side. He tapped her thighs
lightly.




“I’ll do
the choreography this time,” he said. “Let’s just begin with basic
steps.” 




Miranda
couldn’t believe that he wanted to see more, and what was worse, she didn’t
think she had much left to give. But, taking a deep breath, and clearing her
throat, she looked up at him with a poised and ready attitude even if her feelings didn’t match the
confident look she wore like a mask.




On Mario’s
instruction, she was led through several basic steps. It was an easy beginning,
one Miranda was certain not to mess up, but even so, she danced halfheartedly.
All the spark and desire had vanished, as she considered her chances of
becoming his pupil had died with her last misstep.




When the music
that had been playing behind her frail attempts abruptly halted, Miranda turned
to face an angry Mario, his exasperation and displeasure were obvious.




“Young
lady, it’s one thing to fail because of your nervousness, it’s quite another
thing not to even try.”




“I’m. sorry,
this is just all wrong. I’ll just leave,” Miranda said weakly. She bolted
toward her bag, preparing to gather her things and go.




“You will
not go,” Mario countered her. “I don’t take kindly to wasting my
time, if there’s anything you’ll learn from me, it will be to take yourself
more seriously. Now to the bar,” he ordered her.




“Sir?”
She looked up at him meekly.




“Go to
the bar, lean over and grab it firmly,” he told her, as if he were
instructing her in another dance step.




“What?”
Miranda looked at him, dumbfounded. “What are you going to do?”




“I think
you know exactly what I plan to do,” he countered her.




“Sir?”





“Miss
d’Angelo, I’m going to do with you what I do to all my irascible
students.”




It was only
beginning to become apparent what he had in mind. Mario chuckled, and grinned
broadly. “Oh, you are a cagey one,” he observed. “You think I
didn’t see you yesterday, staring blatantly at Miss Reault’s punishment?




Miranda
gulped. “You saw me?” she said sheepishly.




“Mirrors
are an interesting invention. I’d say you had more than just a passing interest
in the display. I do hope Miss Reault was not aware of your peeking, I’m sure
that would have made her doubly humiliated.”




Miranda.
blushed, her cheeks suddenly feeling red and burning.




“Now,
since you’re already privy to my best kept secret, you might as well get a
taste of what you fear so much. After all, you’ve certainly earned a good
paddling, and now’s as good a time as any to get the first one over with. Maybe
it will help you get beyond your ridiculous fears, before you totally ruin your
dancing career.”




Miranda was
speechless, seeing that the dance instructor was completely sincere in his
plans.




“Grab the
bar and offer me your rear,” he ordered.




She stood
before him letting the reality of her situation sink in, and then suddenly
coming to her senses, she was reminded of the adamant resolve she’d exhibited
to Julia that morning, almost defying Mario to spank her. 




“I will
not submit to a spanking!” she declared.




“Oh?”
he questioned her, almost as if he was amused.




“It’s
barbaric!” she sputtered indignantly. Unfortunately she was quickly
loosing any resolve she had in light of his unbelievable eyes, that bore into
her with such fierce purpose, she was suddenly too afraid to do anything but
comply.




“If you’re
going to let a little constructive criticism keep you from your dancing career
Miranda, then you don’t have much desire for this art. Grab the bar.” He
enunciated the last three words deliberately, as a clear order. 




The tears that
had ceased resumed, as Miranda found herself obeying Mario’s order. She never
expected that he would punish her so soon. And now, all the adamant speeches
she’d made to herself the night before about submitting to something so
brutally callous went out the window, as she obeyed without another protest.
There was such a mysteriously compelling energy behind his manner that she
couldn’t do otherwise. Even though she was totally mortified, her whole body
was tingling all over with the strangest thrill.




“My God,
what am I doing?” she wondered to herself. She leaned over, just as she’d
seen Cassandra do, trembling terribly, thinking that she wou?dn’t be able to
remain on her feet. 




Mario,
retrieving the leather paddle he used on his erring students, approached the
waiting Miranda with a good deal of anticipation of his own. Miranda d’Angelo
was a fine dancer, one he’d planned on taking under his wing for some time. She
was often sloppy and undisciplined, but she had a real gift, one that he saw in
only a few dancers. He did not, however, take kindly to the exasperating antics
she’d treated him with today. If he’d take her at all as a student, she would
have to get a few things straight right off.




Gazing
thoughtfully at Miranda’s round bottom, he appreciated her fine body, not just
for the gentle lines and soft curves, that made her such a graceful looking
ballerina, but for the many ways she was also very much a woman. Her long
muscled legs were classic, and now the way he viewed them, pressed tightly
together, he found the lovely swell of her hips most alluring. While she was
thin, as all ballet dances are, she still had a most voluptuous look about her,
and communicated that with a lush sensuality. Her lips were thick, today
brushed with a sweet pink, that highlighted her flawless white complexion. Her
long dark hair, once tied neatly into a bun, was coming loose, so that several
locks floated gracefully about her face and long neck. It only made her look
more stunning.




Her innocent
eroticism was probably something she didn’t even realize she had, though Mario
found it exciting for his own purposes. He always fell in love with his divas,
at least at the start. But with Miranda, he hoped she might be more than just a
passing fancy, as he trained her to be the brilliant dancer he knew she could
be.




SNAP! SMACK!




Miranda gasped
as the paddle hit her bottom. The shock of it almost made her fall down. Mario
laid several quick smacks across her rear. While these were simply introductory
ones, and certainly not painful, they made Miranda’s bottom warm readily. With
each one her body jerked, and as he waited a few seconds before applying the
next, she was able to let the sensations die away before she had to accommodate
another.




After the
first smacks however, Mario began again, this time letting the leather paddle
fly in a steady staccato rhythm. Harder and faster than the others, these
stung, each new stroke adding to the pain that was radiating throughout her
bottom.




Before long,
Miranda was moaning and crying, her hips and bottom gyrating as if she could
manage the pain that way.




It had been
years since she’d been punished with a sound spanking, though in fact, she’d
never received such a fierce treatment as this. When her mother paddled her as
a child, she was laid over her lap, while her mother’s broad hand gave her
several dozen firm quick smacks unless
of course she was very naughty, then she received a more vigorous treatment
with the back side of her mother’s hairbrush.




But there was
nothing to measure up to this horror. Being paddled by Mario had to be the most
embarrassing thing that had ever happened to her. It seemed like such an
intimate thing, even if he hadn’t yet seen fit to expose her naked bottom the
way he had Cassandra’s.




The smack
smack smack of the leather, in its unceasing journey around her backside was
starting to hurt so much, she wasn’t sure if she could take anymore. Miranda
found herself wailing loudly, “Please stop, please no more!” Though
all this was to no avail. It seemed that Mario had a beginning and an end in
mind for this, and he was not about to be dissuaded by the young woman’s
desperate pleas. He’d no doubt done this often enough, so that he had little
sympathy for emotional appeals.




“There
Miss d’Angelo,” he finally said. “I think that’s enough for
today.”




Miranda was
whimpering softly, but too afraid to express how horrible she felt. She
remained bent over, first letting the stinging sensations subside, and then
because she didn’t know how she could stand and face Mario Diego. When she felt
his hand on her arm, gently pulling her back up, she was just beginning to feel
a sensuous warmth in her well spanked bottom, replacing the acute pain of the
vigorous smacks.




Mario pulled
her close enough, so that for a brief instant, she could smell his cologne and
even feel his warm breath on her neck. His fiery Italian eyes flashed, with a
look of charm and stern command that mingled together in such a masterful way,
that Miranda suddenly felt an all too familiar twinge in her loins. It was
definitely a sexual feeling that shot through her. She squelched her arousal as
Mario walked away, but the deed had already been done Mario having suddenly tripped feelings in her
that she never imagined she’d associate with her dance training.




“Now, are
you feeling a little more settled, Miranda d’Angelo?”




“Yes
sir,” she said wiping the last tear away with the back of her hand.




“All
right,” he began again, with the baton in hand. “Let’s see those
moves I want, and I want them flawless.”




His eyes bore
into her once more, making it quite clear that she would have to get used to
the intensity of this vibrant man, if she was to ever work with him.




He turned the
music on and paced back and forth as Miranda went through his proscribed
routine. As she danced, he rapped his baton against his thigh to encourage her.
Though her start was just a little rocky, Miranda finished with a brilliant
flourish.




“Well.
That’s more what I expect of you,” he said.




Miranda
smiled, relieved. She relaxed for a moment while Mario, arms crossed in front
of him, peered at her with the same ruthless intensity that he had earlierinthe
session. “I think I’ve seen enough for today. I imagine you’ve Mad, enough
too,” he suggested.




Miranda looked
at him expectantly, waiting for him to continue.




“Despite
your sloppy start, you managed to make a good ending of it. It was
impressive.” Miranda’s heart skipped a beat hearing the more positive
evaluation. “You do have promise,” he continued, “but it appears
you have some o_ the same sloppiness and attitude problems that I’ve noticed in
many students at your stage of development. As far as your dance, I think I can
coach you into becoming a passable company dancer. I could even see you taking
a staring role, but nothing will be accomplished without a great deal of work.
You’ve been in ballet long enough to know that this can be a torturous art. To
excel at all means some willingness to suffer.”




“I’ve
always understood that,” Miranda said.




“Perhaps,
but now you know what kind of suffering that will entail with me. I find that
applying the paddle to the bottom of a sloppy dancer does wonders to create the
necessary motivation to succeed. Considering your response today, you’re no
different than my other students. A warm bottom did wonders for your
performance.”




Miranda sighed
deeply and bit her lip, feeling ever more like a child listening to Mario’s
stern lecture. This was a far cry from the independent young woman she thought
herself to be. She looked at him for a moment, trying to stare him down with
the same ruthless fervor that he used on her. “I really don’t understand
how you can get away with spanking your students,” she ventured. Her
bottom was still warm from the awful sting, reminding her of how harsh he’d
punished her, as well as how much. the whole thing aroused her. “I think
this is totally out of line,” she added. She was trembling as she spoke,
afraid, indignant and totally confused.




“Perhaps
it’s odd to you Miranda, but then you did know the possibility existed. You
didn’t take your eyes off Miss Reault yesterday, while she was in the midst of
her agony. And you did come back. I suspect that’s because this kind of
heavyhanded discipline appeals to you.”




“Oh no,
you’re wrong there!” Miranda denied his assertion, though she wasn’t
altogether certain that he wasn’t right.




Mario smiled
smugly, and turned away. He took her music tape from the machine and motioned
her to follow him into his private of fice. Once there, he hung the leather
spanker on the wall. Next to it hung a wooden paddle with a broad round end,
and on the other side was the thin reed cane that he’d used to finish off
Cassandra the day before.




“Sit
down,” he said, motioning to a chair in front of the desk, right where she
would have to gaze at the three implements hanging side by side. “Yes,
you’ll probably feel them all before you’re finished with me, and likely on
your bare bottom,” he assured her, as he noticed her studied interest in
his far wall. “Might as well not mince words with you.” He had an air
of detachment that made Miranda shiver. The way he spoke to her seemed to hit
some hot spot inside her, that was most disturbing.




Mario shuffled
through some papers on his desk, pulling out Miranda’s resume, which she
recognized it by its cover. He also pulled out a form, and quickly made a whole
long list of notes that Miranda could not read, but assumed had to do with her
audition. On pins and needles, (and her stillsore bottom) she waited with
baited breath for Mario to speak again. The suspense was killing her. Was he
going to accept her or not?




“Well
Miranda,” Mario finally said looking up from the papers, “I think I
have all I need to know to make my decision.




“Your
decision?” she queried, not sure what he meant.




“Yes,
I’ll be in touch with you when I have my plans firmly set.”




“What do
you mean?” Miranda asked. “You’re not going to tell me now?”




“I would
never make any quick determination on a dancer’s future,” Mario replied
calmly.




“You
mean, you put me through that whole ordeal, only to tell me that you’re not yet
sure?” she said, bursting out with the angry invective.




Mario looked
at her amused. “I promised you nothing, Miranda, but you’re hardly doing
yourself any favors bellowing at me.”




“I’m
sorry. I’m just a little frazzled,” she answered, though she hardly
sounded apologetic.




There was a
small chuckle that Mario suppressed, because he didn’t want to totally
humiliate her. She was very predictable, though she was the prettiest and most
appealing dancer that he’d seen in a long time. Even her feisty protest was
charming as hell.









“I see
you’re flustered, but that’s no excuse for behaving like a brat. If you were my
student now, you’d be getting a half dozen cuts with the cane on your bare
bottom.” He looked at her as if to gauge her response. “You do
remember the eight cuts Miss Reault had to endure yesterday?”




“Yes
sir.” She remembered all too well. She was too confused to know what else
to say. Why had this man gotten to her so thoroughly. She’d met tough
instructors before, but he had a way about him that put her at a complete loss.




“Well my
dear, the audition is over,” he finally said. “I’ll be calling
you.”




Miranda
nodded. “Please, I’m sorry I exploded like that.”




“I’m sure
you are.”




Mario escorted
her to the foyer, and she turned to him as he held the front door open for her.




When will you
call?” she asked.




The amusement
hadn’t faded from his expression, though he didn’t particularly appreciate the
anxious query.




“When I’m
ready,” he replied firmly. “Go home and practice that first turn, if
you don’t improve that, you’ll never succeed at the ballet with me or anyone
else.” Mario left her with that thought to think about all the way home.




Miranda
decided that he was perfectly hateful, mean, ruthless, and so gloriously
handsome and appealing, that she’d obsess on him all night long, and for that
matter until he finally called. As much as she despised the way he treated her,
she was so thoroughly intrigued, that her mind was spinning with all kinds of
wild thoughts about Mario. And it was more than just dancing that she
fantasized about.




The phone rang
in her apartment just after she arrived home. She hoped that it was Mario
calling back, and showed her disappointment when it was only Julia.




“Oh
hi,” she answered, when she heard the familiar female voice on the other
end of the line.




“My
that’s a fine hello,” Julia replied. “Tell me, how did the audition
go? You did go, didn’t you?”




“Yes I
went,” she assured her friend. 




“So?”




“It
was…” Miranda paused, fishing for the right words to convey the
substance of the afternoon, “horrifying, nauseating and… unique,”
she finally said.




“He
spanked you, didn’t he?” she asked immediately.




Miranda was
surprised by her question. “How did you know?” she asked.




“Because
he almost always uses that leather at the audition.”




“What!”
Miranda was in shock.




“I
`couldn’t tell you, or you wouldn’t have gone, you know that as well as I
do.” 




“You knew
he’d do that?” She was much too stunned to even begin to express the rage
inside.




“Well I
suspected, but… Listen Miranda, it’s a good sign. Don’t worry He doesn’t
spank the girls that don’t make it,” she said, trying to placate her
friend. “Think about it. If he spanked some girl, and she didn’t make it,
the girl might call the police or something… just to get back at him. Don’t
worry,” she repeated, her voice nauseatingly blase. If he spanked you,
you’re in.




“Maybe,”
Miranda muttered reluctantly, then exhaled slowly, more relieved than she was
willing to admit by the logic of what Julie had just said. She hadn’t thought
of it that way. This was the twentieth century after all, and Mario could get
into a lot of trouble were his unorthodox methods to come under the scrutiny of
the wrong people. A rejected dancer might well “blab.” But the
dancers he accepted would keep their mouths shut, Miranda realized grimly…
just as she would. But in spite of the realization that what Julie said was
probably true… she didn’t need to fret anymore… she almost certainly was
in…, she could not keep down the stab of real anger at her friend for letting
her go into the situation unwamed. “You’re one hell of friend to let me
walk into that knowing what would happen, especially after what I told you
yesterday.”




“You can
never be sure what he’ll do,” Julia tried to explain. “Come on
Miranda. I don’t know for a fact he spanks everyone.”




“I don’t
want to talk about it,” Miranda said. She slammed down the phone, refusing
to answer it the next two times it rang Miranda would make up with her
eventually, but this new turn of events only cast an even bigger cloud on her
thoughts.




She stared at
her bottom for awhile that night. There was not a mark on it; whatever blush
had been there had faded long ago. Her feelings for Mario swung back and forth
from loathing to lust, but for all her mood swings, there was nothing she could
do but wait to hear from him. Half of her wanted him to call and warmly welcome
her as one of his students, the other half wanted nothing to do with him ever
again. But one thing was very certain, this odd twist to her career and her
life would not be resolved until he’d informed her of his decision. She’d
become, unwittingly, a willing victim to his wild and cunning sense of drama.




Next time, the
story begins several sessions into her lessons under Mario Diego’s tutelage.
These are wonderful times; where she and Mario begin a romantic dance of their
own, growing closer and closer each time they’re together. Unfortunately, the
tension of long practices and physical strain finally catch up with Miranda,
and the sparks begin to f y between the two though this time, it’s more than just the sparks of a well deserved
punishment, as the sparks of romance take a thrilling new turn.








Chapter
Three





 






 





What was
that?” Mario roared, as he watched his premiere dancer practice for him.




“I’m dead
tired,” Miranda replied. It seemed she’d been practicing for hours,
endless, grueling painful hours. “My ankle hurts.” She sat down on
the dance floor and rubbed it gently.




“Why
didn’t you tell me that?” Mario barked.




“Because
you were so insistent on this performance,” she replied.




“You
injure your ankle, you’re no good to me or yourself, or the dancing
world,” he said exasperated.




“It’s
really not that bad, just a little soreness.”




“Let me
see it?” Mario said, pulling her up, he pushed her toward a chair at the
far end of the practice floor where he could get a better look. Kneeling at her
feet, Mario examined her ankle.




Miranda
noticed right off how warm his palm felt against her, with what tender gestures
he massaged her. His eyes were comforting.




“These
are your life Miranda, don’t toy with them. It can be dangerous. No undue
pressure, no strenuous exercise, save yourself for this studio and forget
anything else.” He was sounding both kindly and fatherly.




“I
already have,” Miranda replied. “I practically live here, as it
is.” She certainly felt like she did. For nearly six weeks since she began
her tutelage under Mario Diego, she had lived, breathed and slept ballet.




As Mario
continued to massage her aching foot, she realized that it was moments like
these when Mario was so gentle with her, that made up for the hard times, when
his wild passionate antics sometimes turned into scathing accusations of
laziness, indictments on her lack of dedication, and other unfair judgments
about her fitness as a dancer.




The truth was,
she was dancing better than ever. Mario Diego was able to pull out of her a
quality of emotion and form that made up for his sometimes brutish ways. And
when he displayed a protective tenderness, Miranda found herself tingling,
feeling a bit chagrined over the racy thoughts that came to mind.




“Watch yourself,”
Julia said to her later that evening, “or you might find your coach making
advances you don’t want.” With a starry eyed expression, she’d explained
to Julia the dance work she’d been doing with Mario. 




“What do
you mean, watch myself?” Miranda asked.




“Mario is
a bit of a lothario. He’s well known for bedding his dancers.”




“Bedding
his dancers? And you didn’t warn me before?” Miranda asked. Julia had kept
a lot of things from her, like Mario’s pen chant for disciplining his dancers
with a paddle, strap or cane. Yet this omission hardly disturbed her the way
the earlier one had.




“You’re
smitten with him, aren’t you?” she guessed.




“What if
I were?” Miranda replied.




“Just
don’t expect anything long term, Mario is a ladies man, and once the excitement
subsides, he’ll be on to another fascinating dancer.” She said this with a
good deal of scorn in her voice.




“So
you’ve experienced this too?” Miranda asked. “Did he woo you and
leave you panting?”




“No!”
Julia replied firmly. “I never made it into his bed, thank God!”




“Why
would it be so bad?” Miranda asked. She was intrigued by Julia’s judgment
of the dance instructor, especially when it was her friend that had pushed her
to audition with him in the first place.




“Ballet
is heartbreak enough,” Julia said, knowing the heartbreak of her own
injured ankle. “Believe me you don’t need to be hurt by the teacher
too.”




“You were
hurt, weren’t you?” Miranda said, knowing that she wasn’t getting the
whole story.




“I guess
you could say I was on my way into his bed, when I hurt my foot. Funny how he
quit paying such special attention to me when I couldn’t dance anymore.”




This was a
sobering thought, Miranda decided, but it still didn’t sway her lust for the
man.




“If I do
fall for him, I’ll go in with eyes wide open,” she told her friend.




“Just be
careful,” Julia warned. She was afraid her friend had already
“fallen” for Mario Diego.




“You know
dear, you insisted I become Mario’s student, and ever since, all I get is
‘mother hen’ concern from you. Perhaps you shouldn’t have pushed me so
hard.”




“But you
are dancing better than ever,” she replied.




“Well, if
it makes you feel any better, I have a date with Greg tonight,” Miranda
announced.




Julia smiled,
pleased.




The next
morning Miranda was at the studio bright and early, feeling relaxed and
refreshed. Any sign of problems with her ankle had disappeared over night.
Perhaps she needed the “time off” with Greg; their pleasant date had
been perfect timing, an opportunity to totally forget about dancing for awhile.
Miranda was getting into her ballet shoes, getting ready for warmsups before
her lesson, when Mario called her into his office. 




He seemed most
intent that she join him immediately, so forgetting the toe shoes, she left the
practice floor and went to his office.




One glance at
him and Miranda knew something was wrong. The instructor sat at his desk with
his dark eyes glowering angrily at her.




“Is
something wrong?” Miranda asked. She hadn’t seen him this way in a long
time. 




“Perhaps
you don’t listen to what I say. Perhaps we’re wasting time and money working
together Miss d’Angelo.” He only called her Miss d’Angelo when he was
irritated with her. Miranda shuddered wondering what had set him off. Certainly
when she left the day before, the two were amicable and laughing lightheartedly,
even after his gentle admonishment about the condition of her ankle.
“Perhaps you could tell me what the problem is,” Miranda suggested.




Mario shook
his head, a typical gesture, just to make her sweat even more than she already
was. He seemed to enjoy the torture, and all Miranda could do was wait until he
was ready to enlighten her. She’d been through this once before with him; but
this time seemed worse yet, the way he was scowling so nastily.




“Yesterday,”
he finally started, “didn’t we talk about your ankle and the stress on
it?” 




“Yes, of
course,” she replied.




“And
didn’t I suggest that you treat it cautiously while you’re having some trouble
with it?”




“Yes, and
I have, but it’s, not been a problem all morning. It feels terrific,” she
said, still wondering why he was so annoyed with her.




“Do you
call rollerblading through the park and along busy city streets a responsible
thing to do?” he asked her pointedly. Miranda immediately blushed.
“You’d certainly hoped that I wouldn’t see you. I dare say you assumed
that I wouldn’t see you,” he said. His eyes continued flashing, which was
an ominous sign.




No, Miranda
hadn’t planned on Mario knowing that she’d taken a rare evening off playing
around with her good friend. “I really wasn’t thinking one way or
another,” Miranda admitted. “I was just enjoying some free
time.” 




“Doing
something that could compromise your whole career.”




Mario’s
irritation was beginning to annoy her. “What am I suppose to do, stop
living?” she asked.




“I’m
beginning to wonder if you want to ruin your career the way Julia did.”




“For
crissakes, I could fall on the stairway, break my leg in the shower, stub a toe
walking through the grocery store. You’re being unreasonable.”




Mario didn’t
hear a word she said. The more he stared at her the more furious he became.
“I don’t want you taking chances like that again. Are you clear? You’re
making a important investment Miranda, we both are. You need to appreciate what
we have at stake here. You keep your ankle in good condition and dance like you
have been, you will have the lead we talked about.”




“I am
keeping my ankle in ‘great’ condition,” Miranda barked angrily. She was
tired of this conversation, and was all too peeved with the way Mario thought
he owned her life.




“No more
rollerblading,” Mario emphasized.




“And no
more walking, and no more climbing,” Miranda sassed him as she was ready
to walk out the door.




“Miss
d’Angelo!” she heard Mario roar behind her.




She whirled
around. “And what is it now?” her sassy tone continued.




“You’ve
said enough,” he informed her. 




“Really?”
Miranda was going for a confrontation, and she wasn’t sure why. Maybe the
tension of the past six weeks was catching up with her.




Mario bolted
from his chair and closed both doors of his office before Miranda realized what
was happening. Without another word, he grabbed the wooden paddle from the
wall.




“I think
you’re getting too sassy for your own good, my dear. Perhaps a reminder will
change your attitude.”




Miranda stared
at Mario shocked by the message he gave her.




“But there
are students practicing out there!” she protested.




“I closed
the door,” he said. “It certainly won’t be the first time my students
have been privy to a punishment. I rather think it wakes them all up. Now,
bring your bottom over here. The longer I wait, the longer your punishment
lasts.”




Miranda had
nearly forgotten the two spanking incidents six weeks earlier that were a
shocking prelude to her studying with Mario. To her surprise, the teacher
backed off his talk of punishment once he accepted her as his student, as if
the spanking she witnessed and the one she endured were merely warnings of how
serious he was about ballet. For several weeks now, she’d dropped her guard
with him, not nearly as much on pins and needles as she had been the first two
weeks. She increasingly felt free to question him, counter his suggestion with
ones of her own, and even playfully banter with him as she practiced his
arduous schedule. They seemed to be more than just student and teacher, and
that pleased her.




Now, this unexpected
change came so swiftly she was caught off guard. They were in a face off sorts,
staring each other down, even though Miranda knew who would win.




Finally
relenting, the dancer made her way to Mario’s side, where he sat in a chair
that appeared to be there for the sole purpose of this very event. With a firm
solid seat, a straight back and no arms, it was perfect for an over the knee
spanking. And at his side, Mario wasted no time pulling Miranda over his lap,
her bottom in the perfect position for a spanking.




“I can’t
believe I let you do this,” she charged, still hanging onto her
indignation. 




“You have
no choice,” Mario informed her. He was already fingering the top of her
tights. She couldn’t have worn anything more convenient for her teacher’s purposes.
Dressing in a cutoff top and simple lycra exercise pants, she was easily freed
of any protection.




Mario took
just a moment to admire Miranda’s bottom, once he bared it. Her fine tight
cheeks had been a delight to his eyes since the first time he laid eyes on
them. And in truth, he couldn’t wait for another opportunity to spank her,
since he was very interested in seeing those luscious buns of hers without a
stitch to protect them. He had often wondered how they’d look with a good
punishing red blush.




For Miranda
the exposure was the ultimate embarrassment. He couldn’t get much closer to her
without some sexual motive, and this submissive position said a lot about her
nature and what lengths she would go to for her art, and her heart. She wanted
to cry from the start.




Grasping
Miranda firmly at the waist with his left arm, Mario raised the paddle in his
right hand and brought it down on the center of Miranda’s bottom.




“Yeow!”
she shrieked. This stung much more than she expected it would; the paddle had a
terrifically nasty sensation. Yet Miranda hardly had time to consider the pain
in light of the first punishment, when the paddle came down in rapid fire
smacks, quickly covering both ass cheeks with a soft pink glow.




“Mario,
please stop,” Miranda wailed. She tried to keep her cries to ‘a minimum,
fully aware that there were students in the practice room that would likely
hear her travail above the sound of music playing. If she were unlucky enough,
the girls in the other room had suspected something amiss with their teacher
and his new student, and had turned off the music just to hear the awful smack
smack smack sound of the paddle against her rear. The repetitive sound was a
fine music all its own.




Mario eyed the
Miranda’s bright blushing cheeks, more and more pleased with his efforts. The
paddle was doing exactly what he wanted, raising this glorious color on her
firm behind. The way she shrieked, he knew she hurt like hell, but that was the
point. This feisty little minx had pushed him to his limit! They’d had an
enjoyable relationship, but the sassy tongue, that was too much! He was going
to remind her clearly who was in charge. How dare she be so bold with him?




Smack, smack,
smack!




“Oh no,
please stop,” she tried pleading again, even though her pleas were wasted
on him.




Mario heard
her but he ignored the silly wailing. He would have thought a young woman like
Miranda could guess that he’d been doing this for sometime, and that he
wouldn’t be so weak as to be taken in by the quality of her protests. As it
was, the more she wailed the more determined he became.




Looking at her
bottom, laying on smack after smack, Mario knew he’d been too lenient with
Miranda. He knew why too. She was charming, vibrant, and an especially gifted
dancer. The longer he coached her, the more he was attracted to her.




Smack, smack!




The paddle
continued, leaving one imprint after another on Miranda’s bottom. She found the
sting horrible, this spanking was much worse than the first one, the wooden
paddle not at all to her liking!




“Please
Mario stop!” she wailed. “It hurts.”




“That’s
good! You need a reminder. I’ve been much too kind to you. I see that I’m going
to have to crack down on you!” He ended his speech with a particularly
nasty crack to her ass, followed by a half dozen others.




“Oh
please,” she was crying, trying to sound as pitiful as possible, even
though she knew her protests were useless.




To Miranda’s
amazement, Mario suddenly stopped. Exchanging the paddle for his hand, he gave
Miranda several sharp smacks with his palm. In comparison to the paddle, the
sensation was soft and tender, even though it still stung. He softened the
smacks, one by one, until he stopped altogether, and his hand rested for a
second on Miranda’s bottom.




The response
was instantaneous, a spark of desire flooded through Miranda’s mixedup
thoughts. Pushing it away was use less; but then, what could she possibly do
with the mounting lust that was beginning to affect not just her mind but her
loins? Over Mario’s lap, his intentions eluding her, she remained wondering,
hoping that she wouldn’t give away the erotic surge churning inside her. It was
far too soon for something amorous between them.




“I expect
you, of all my students, to appreciate their gift, to respect it, to be
responsible with it,” Mario told her. “I expect more from you than
some of the others Miranda, and I will be holding you to a higher standard. Do
you understand?”




Miranda wasn’t
sure she did, but she had to agree with him, worried that he might start the
punishment again.




At last he
pushed her from his lap and she struggled with her tights, so that she was
presentable again.




“You have
work to do,” he told her, keeping to his cool detached demeanor, as he
watched her wipe her tears away.




Miranda
nodded. Still confused and bewildered by the last half hour, she briskly exited
Mario’s office.




Stepping out
on the dance floor as she closed Mario’s door behind her, Miranda looked up to
see six pairs of dancer’s eyes turned toward her. She tried a weak smile,
knowing the girls knew exactly what had happened. At best, she hoped for a
little sympathy, since spankings were not altogether unusual in this studio,
but sympathy was hardly what she got.




“Paddled
your butt good, didn’t e?” Lisle snapped at her nastily.




Miranda went
to a chair and pulled her toe shoes out of her bag, preparing to put them on.
The waiflike Lisle meandered to her side. “So, does it burn?” The
girl had a way of snickering that was vicious, an arrogance that could cut
right to the soul. It was obvious that Miranda would get no sympathy for her
bruised rear end, or her wounded feelings. The rest of the dancers had gone
back to their dancing, but Lisle apparently wouldn’t be moving away until she
had the satisfaction of Miranda’s reply. Miranda hadn’t realized that the other
girl was so spiteful of her. Then again maybe she was just jealous.




“I think
what happened is between me and Mario,” she managed to say. She was still
fighting back tears from her still swollen eyes.




“Sure,”
Lisle responded, her smirk not fading in the slightest. “But you can be
certain that we were all cheering him on when he was clobbering your fat
ass!”




“Lisle!”
Mario’s voice stunned both dancers.




Lisle whirled
around to see the instructor was standing at the door of his office, looking
directly at her. “Sir?” she said innocently.




“Perhaps
you’d like a trip across my lap too!” he said.




“No
sir,” she answered readily.




“Then get
to work.” He leveled the same steely cold look at the Lisle that he’d used
on Miranda. “And you too,” he added, point ing to Miranda, who
hurriedly returned to her toe shoes.




Later, on the
practice floor, Miranda fielded another barb from Lisle. “Little
pet,” the girl whispered to her saucily. Miranda ignored her. “Just
wait, he’ll try to woo you into bed next,” she purred in her ear.




It all seemed
rather childish for grown women to behave this way, but then again, getting
spanked was a little childish too for women their age.




A week later,
the same curious distance remained between Miranda and Mario that had begun the
day he spanked her. It bothered her the way their once informal relationship
had abruptly taken this sharp turn to a more professional distance.




Miranda
continued to dance with great zeal, she continued her arduous practice of the
upcoming performance, and she was progress ing well. She did note Mario’s
reluctance to be physically close to her; and for a while wondered if,
overhearing Lisle’s remarks, he hadn’t taken it to heart, though realistically
Miranda hardly expected that Mario could be influenced that way by one of his students.




One morning,
in the middle of her dance, during a private session, Mario stopped her
unexpectedly.




“Please
go over that again,” he said. 




“From the
start?”




“No, from
the last jump.” 




Taking her
place on the floor, Miranda waited for the music and began again. 




“Stop!”
Mario shouted.




Miranda turned
to her instructor. “Is there a problem?” She didn’t think there was
any irritation in her voice, but Mario disagreed.




“Miss
d’Angelo, if I ask you to do it over ten times, you’ll do it ten times.”
His expression was severe.




“Yes
sir,” she replied quietly.




She took her
place and again repeated the steps to the sweet strains of Debussy. She thought
it was perfect, but when she finished, she was made to do it again, and then
again. Each time she was determined to do it better, though on the seventh try,
an exasperated expression crossed her lips, when she heard Mario tell her to do
it one more time.




“Are you
questioning me?” Mario asked.




“No
sir,” Miranda replied with a definite trace of sarcasm. It was mild, something
she would have gotten away with a few weeks before.




“Perhaps
you’d like a repeat of last week’s journey over my lap?” he asked.




“I’d
rather not,” Miranda replied candidly.




“Then
start again.”




Miranda
continued. It was odd that Mario made no suggestion, gave her no instruction or
explanation as to why he had her doing an already perfect routine over and over
and over. Another two times and she’d had it! Whirling around, she blurted out,
though with as little anger as she could manage, “What on earth are you
doing?” She tried looking flustered more than upset, thinking she could
illicit some kind of friendly response, and reasonable explanation.




“What did
I tell you earlier?” he asked. 




“To do it
‘forever,’ if that’s what you wanted,” Miranda said. “But Mario, this
is really silly.”




“I think
you should let me be the judge of silly and not silly.”




“But
you’re not making any sense.” She felt on perfectly solid ground with this
statement. “We’ve been through this piece so many times, I can’t see the
point.”




“I don’t
have to explain myself, Miranda, but you’re questions are out of line. Perhaps
the cane would get my message across.”




“You
wouldn’t dare!” Miranda shouted. All the cool, calm, collected replies
that she’d been so very careful with were suddenly out the window, replaced by
a fresh blast of anger.




Mario didn’t
reply; instead he marched toward his office, presumably to get the dreaded
cane. Miranda stood in shocked silence, trying to figure how she’d gotten
herself into another punishment, when she’d been trying so very hard to please
the man.




“Bend
over,” he ordered, as soon as he returned with the vicious looking
implement in his hand.




Miranda stared
at the detestable thing, afraid of what it might feel like striking her bottom.




“Please
Mario, don’t do this.”




He was
unimpressed by her plea. “Bend over.” He said it with an impatience
that warranted her immediate obedience; Miranda had no idea what he’d do if she
failed to comply.




“Please,
just please tell me what I did to earn this?”




“You’ve
exasperated me, that’s earning enough. Bend over. Next time you’ll reconsider
being so quick to question me.”




Seeing no
other choice, she took a deep breath, and bent over so that her hands rested on
the floor.




Once in
position, Mario moved behind her, pulling down her tights, seeing to it that
they were pushed all the way to.her ankles. It was the first time in a week,
since the over the knee spanking that she’d been this close to him, the first
time he’d really laid his hands on her. Touching her in this particularly
private way, sent a shock wave through her immediately, but just as quickly,
she had to deny the feelings that surged through her. This is hardly the
mornent to get amorous, she thought to herself.




“Brace
yourself, this will stun you,” he warned. Stepping back from her, Mario
eyed her nicely rounded rear end with a great deal of admiration. He found her
so lovely, he couldn’t wait to see the red stripes that would be there minutes
later.




Bringing his
arm back he brought the cane down with a vicious swish through the air; the
implement landed square in the middle of her bottom with a nasty
“thwack.”




“Yeooooww!”
The pain was instantaneous, and the effect of the jolt nearly knocked her off
her feet. She struggled to maintain the position, at the same time she fought
back the tears.




“There
will be five more, that is unless you want to bark at me some more.”




Miranda didn’t
say a word. How could she? There were no words to match the feelings racing
through her.




Bringing the
cane back again, Mario gave it the same swift swish, the soft but incisive
sound, a quick warning to his waiting submissive that another shot of agony was
on its way. The cane landed before Miranda could really brace herself, though
this one didn’t jolt quite so horribly.




“Yeeeeeeow!
No. No. No. Pleeeeese!” she wailed loudly. Thankfully there was not
another soul in the building to witness her plight, and she could howl to her
heart’s content. She wiggled about, as if that would do something to cut the
pain that continued through her. It surprised her how it didn’t go away as
easily as the pain of spanking did. Maybe that was purpose.




Swish! Thwack!




The next cut
came and she was ready for it, cringing at just the right time. In spite of the
quick preparation, it was just as sharp as the earlier two, and her cry was no
less fierce. To make matters worse, it seemed each cut was harsher than the one
before, since the pain did not subside between them.




“Mario, I
can’t take any more!” she cried for mercy.




“I beg to
differ with you my love, but you can and will. You’re just one squawk away from
having another two,” he warned. With that the fourth cut ripped across her
posterior, landing another distinct stripe across her white skin. The four were
well placed, the final two would complete the picture he desired. 




Swish! Thwack!





“Yeeeeeeooooooow!”




“I’ve
been much too lax with you Miranda,” Mario said, the first tidbit of
explanation that he’d offered for this amazing morn ing’s trials. “Let’s
see if this will make a lasting impression on your attitude.”




Swish! Thwack!





The final cut
struck. 




“Yeeeee,
oooooh, no.” Miranda danced about, rising from her bent pose, she didn’t
want to give Mario any ideas of further cuts. The ones that burned across her
bottom were stinging terribly. She caught the sight of them in the mirrored
wall. Six lines. Six nasty lines cruelly marked her bottom. She wondered how
long these would last, certainly several days.




“Yes, I
think you should look,” Mario said noticing her glance in the mirror.




“Oh no,
you don’t, you’re not going to gloat over me,” she replied, tempering her
anger as much as she could, though her efforts were not very good. She
struggled back into her tights, but it was a grueling endeavor since the tight
lycra material just made the burn worse.




Once restored,
she bolted toward a side room where she planned to change her shoes. But she
suddenly stopped at the door and looked back at Mario. He stood staring at her,
his look smug, his hair falling in his handsome face, the cane still grasped in
his hand. “I can go now, can’t 1?” she asked.




“Of
course,” he replied. There was almost a look of amusement in his
expression, the first Miranda had seen in several days. All at her expense.
That made her madder still.




Twenty minutes
later, Miranda was exiting the building, when Mario stopped her at the front
door. “Miranda.” His tone was sharp, though the expression on his
face was not.




“Yes?”
she asked.




“I was
hard on you today,” Mario conceded.




He seemed much
warmer to her than he’d been in a long time. Miranda didn’t know whether to
welcome the change or be suspicious of it. “Yes, you’ve been very hard on
me for several days, and I don’t understand. I’m dancing well and we both know
it.” She wasn’t at all sure she wanted to have this conversation with
Mario, she was still angry with him, yet, she really had little choice.




Mario moved
closer. Just inches away it seemed, she could feel his body warmth mingling
with her own. Her heart was pounding rapidly. And there was a surge of erotic
pleasure racing like a wildcat through her. “My affection for you was
getting in the way.”




“Your
affection?” Miranda found it difficult to believe what she was hearing. He
was close enough to Lift her chin with, his hand a warm, tender, affectionate
hand.




“Yes, my
affection. I didn’t think it was something I hid very well. Certainly some of
the other dancers have noticed.”




“So you
think that’s a reason to cane me?”




“No, I
caned you because you needed it. But you can’t tell me that your bottom isn’t
enjoying it now?” He reached around and patted her sore bottom gently,
then massaged her lightly. She responded. She couldn’t help it. She moved
against him, wanting him to continue. She had to struggle with herself to stop.




She wriggled
away, even though every thing inside her, down to the tiniest atom wanted him
to draw her even closer. She fought the feelings knowing it was totally
foolish. She wished he’d kiss her. His lips were that close, it would only take
the most infinitesimal movement to bridge the gap.




When his hot
breath came closer still, she leaned into him, and allowed his mouth to take
hers. His hand was on her ass again, and between her loins and mouth there was
the most erotic jolt of sensation. He licked her lips, ever so lightly, and her
mouth parted to allow to allow him further access. She had no will to move, for
all the inner dialogue that shouted “No!”, she couldn’t tear herself
away.




“You do
enjoy being spanked, don’t you?” Mario whispered softly.




The question
jarred her and she backed away from him. “I don’t think that what this
feels like is any of your business,” she said, nearly breathless. She knew
her face was flushed, giving her away.




“No, I
suppose not,” he conceded, and he relaxed his purposeful seduction.




Miranda
cleared her throat, regaining her composure. “About dance, about ballet,
you have absolute control. I’ll grant you that,” she told him, with a
voice that was a little too shrill. “I’ll relinquish it all; but about my
private life, my intimate relationships, I maintain control, absolute
control.”




“I would
never presume it to be otherwise,” Mario informed her, he smiled kindly,
though it was clear he thought he’d won this round.




“I’ve
been warned about you,” she added for good measure.




“Warned?”
A look of amusement crossed his face.




“Your
reputation precedes you, sir. And I’m not going to let myself be taken in by
you.”




“Oh?”




“No,”
she said firmly.




He smiled
broadly. “I think, Miranda dear, you already have,” he said, looking
decidedly triumphant. With that, the instructor turned and walked back into his
office.




INSTALLMENT
FOUR




Miranda and
Mario don’t see eye to eye on Miranda’s gala performance, and Mario emphasizes
his point right across her bottom. Later however, the two continue their
seductive war, which lands Miranda over her teacher’s lap again, and the two of
them in bed, unable to resist each other’s charms.








Chapter
Four





 






 





Miranda beamed
across the table at Mario.




It was
wonderful, wasn’t it?” she gushed. Taking a deep breath, she basked in the
satisfaction from an amazing night of dance. And now this: Mario, Mario, taking
her to dinner at a bustling city cafe, where the dancing lights made her
alreadyrosy outlook on life look just all that much more dazzling.




“You were
the best dancer there,” Mario said. Though he was smiling too, there was a
muted aspect to his manner, quite atypical for the oftenfiery dance instructor.
Though his appraisal of the performance was guarded, the affection in his eyes
was not. He gazed at Miranda as he acknowledged the mounting attraction he was
feeling for her on a personal level. “You’re looking radiant now,” he
added.




“Oh, I’m
feeling as if someone has just lit firecrackers in my stomach! All those
people, a full house, the applause, the lights, and I’m sounding silly, aren’t
I?” she asked him, embarrassed by the way she was rambling on.




“No, not
at all, I’m finding your enthusiasm charming. It’s what all your hard work is
about. Take your accolades and enjoy them. Might make up for the pain that goes
along with the work.”




Miranda
blushed even more, and she felt a hot rush flow into her ears, as she thought
of the nasty incidents she’d endured on the way to the performance.. Her bottom
had been put through as. many paces as her legs, or so it seemed. “I don’t
know whether to thank you, or not?” she said. “Sometimes, I still
think you’re too severe with the paddle, and that cane of yours; but I’m not
even going to think about it tonight.”




“Good
idea,” Mario readily agreed. He smiled at her as he admired the fine line
of her neck. With her hair piled atop her head, he could view her exquisite
form and the delicate bones of her neck. Dancers had always been sensuous
confections to him, which was probably why teaching them to dance to their
potential was his challenge and his greatest passion.




The two ate a
delicious meal, drank champagne, and Mario dropped his dancer at her door at
two a.m.




“You have
tomorrow off, but bright and early Monday morning, Ill see you at the studio.
You have some important work to do.”




“I
do?” she replied. He sounded so serious.




“You have
a new role that you need to prepare for.”




“That I
do,” she agreed. The gala event had led to an offer of a featured role in
a City Ballet, which gave her all the more reason to be excited.




Monday
morning, Miranda could hardly pull herself from the bed at six o’clock. Even though
she’d rested all day Sunday, she realized that the preceding week had taken
more out of her than she had realized.




With a quick
phone message on Mario’s answering machine explaining her tardiness, something
she’d have never even thought of doing before her grand success at the Gala,
Miranda went back to sleep. She reset her alarm clock for 7:30, planning to
make it to the studio by nine.




When Miranda’s
phone jangled loudly at eight fifteen, she realized that she had forgotten to
pull the stem out on the clock.




“Were are
you?” She heard Mario’s angered voice.




“Oh my,
I’ve overslept!”




“On
purpose, I see,” he said.




“I left
you a message,” she reminded him.




“I know.
Be here in ten minutes.”




“I could
never.. .” she started.




“You
will.” The statement had an uncompromising ring to it. And because Mario
hung up right after, it was clear that Miranda had little choice but to comply.




Dashing from
the bed, she threw on some exercise clothes, a pair of sweats, and grabbed her
ballet bag.




I should stub
my toe right now, just to show him, she thought to herself, as she raced out
the door, though she immediately squelched the thought. She couldn’t afford to
stub a toe, or have any kind of injury. Even for spite.




When Miranda
arrived at the studio, it was quarter to nine. The fact that she could not have
made the trip in ten minutes save for flying there, didn’t seem to occur to
Mario at all.




“You’re
late!” he announced when she came breathlessly through the door.




“I
couldn’t possibly have been here in ten minutes,” she informed him.




“You had
no business changing your lesson time in the first place, Miss d’Angelo.”




“Where
the hell is that sweet man that took me to dinner two nights ago?” Miranda
blurted out, not for the moment daunted by her angry instructor.




“Not here
now!” he bellowed. “You can take your place over the chair. Your ass
has hell to pay!”




Miranda stared
at Mario for several moments, deciding whether to be compliant or defiant.
Compliance won. Not because she really welcomed a sore rear end, but because
somewhere deep down, this scene between them was accompanied by a rush of
warmth that caressed her into it.




Going to the
chair he pointed to, Miranda bent over, offering her bottom for whatever
punishment Mario had in mind. Today, he wasted no time admiring the view;
instead, he took the top of her tights in hand, and briskly yanked them down,
so they and her panties were bunched at her knees.




The cool air
splashed Miranda’s bottom, so she would have probably had goosebumps, except
that Mario began warming her bottom seconds later. Having chosen the leather
paddle, he began laying the wide supple instrument across her bottom with a
furious zeal. Stroke after stroke of the implement made her whole bottom light
up in seconds. A soft pink blush was rising rapidly on her skin, and was made
redder with each stroke.




“Mario
please!” Miranda wailed. Just moments into the punishment, she was already
crying. It was obvious that he was laying it on hard and heavy, no warmup, no
building to some crescendo. He was brisk, bold and stern from the outset.




“Mario
NO!” she was wiggling and squirming around, her feet dancing; and at one
point, she jerked up and tried to hide her bottom with her hands.




“I don’t
deserve this!” she yelled at him.




“Bend
over Miranda, I’m not done,” he answered her mutiny with a firm command.




“Please
don’t,” she said as tried to turn around. When she saw the fiery light of
his eyes, she turned back and resumed the position. The idea of another round
of smacks was horrendous, but it began again, nonetheless. With the same swift
firm stroke, the paddle came down, turning Miranda’s lovely rear cheeks an even
deeper shade of crimson.




“Please,
please, no,” Miranda cried. Tears were running down her face, even as she
tried to wipe them away with her arm.




When she heard
Mario suddenly return the leather to the wall, she slumped to the floor.




There was an
instant of calm; when neither spoke and the only sound in the room was
Miranda’s faint and fading sobs. She hated acting like a silly child, but damn,
her bottom hurt.




“Get up,
Miranda. I’m not finished with you.”




“No, no
more,” she pleaded. “Why are you doing this? I was so tired, all I
did was sleep in?” She looked so pitiful, Mario almost felt sorry for her,
but she was too good an actress for him to believe she was all that hurt.




“This is
not about sleeping in today, though I dare say that angered me enough.”




“Then for
heavens sakes, what’s this about?”




“The
performance Saturday night.”




“But it
was magnificent.”




“It
was…” he seemed to be searching for words, “… energetic, yes, but
I’ve seen you dance ten times better than that. You made some serious baubles
in the middle of the program, and I was immensely disappointed. If the
competition hadn’t danced so poorly, you would never have commanded the
attention you got, and you never would have earned the position in the City
Ballet Company.”




“That’s
cruel of you to say!” Miranda answered his charges.




“It’s
honest. You might as well face the facts now, as live with some delusions that
you were truly brilliant.”




The tears that
had subsided were welling up in her eyes again; and Mario watched them spill
down her cheeks.




“You
think about it, Miranda. I’m sorry you’re taking this so hard, I’d planned to
talk to you about it sooner, but circumstances prevented it. You still have six
of the cane coming for your abominable disposition today. You think about the
performance now, and I’ll be back in a few minutes.”




Mario left his
office with Miranda still sitting on the floor. All the great excitement she’d
felt over the past several days was gone, vanished entirely as she considered
Mario’s harsh assessment of her performance.




When Mario
returned to his office, Miranda was still on the floor, but she’d stopped
crying and looked recouped enough to deal with him again




“Shall we
get this over with?” he asked.




“Why does
there have to be any more?” she implored him.




“Because
that’s the way it is. I’m in charge, and you’re not getting out of this
thinking this is some simple problem, Miranda d’Angelo. Now stand up and take
your position.”




Miranda’s
bottom had cooled with the naked cheeks pressed to the cold floor of the
office. She hardly wanted more punishment setting flares on her rear again, but
at least it would be quickly over.




Rising to her
feet, she bent over the chair again, her palms on the seat, her naked bottom
waiting, clenched tight.




As Mario eyed
the surrendered rear end, he could see that all but the faintest pink had
disappeared. Six perfectly placed cuts would be a fine finale, one he hoped she
would not forget.




Taking the
cane from the wall, he approached his target. The poised rear was quivering
nervously, a surprise to him. He would have thought that this dancer would be
less apprehensive after the time she’d spent in this position before.




She had such a
delicious pair of buns, he would have liked to have reached out and fondled
them, though it was a desire he would keep to himself, at least for right now.




Bringing the
cane back, he snapped it, letting the thing land at the center of her luscious
flesh.




Miranda gasped.




Mario waited
to see the pink stripe rise on the middle of her flesh, then he laid a second
cut just next to the first.




Miranda’s gasp
was even louder this time.




“Next
time dear, perhaps you won’t get so swept up by the excitement, that you let
your form suffer so badly.”




Swish! The
cane landed on her bottom raising another red line on Miranda’s bottom. This
time the gasp was more impassioned still, and her feet danced just slightly as
if that would help the burn subside.




The fourth cut
strayed higher on her bottom.




“Yeow!”
Miranda let out an unexpected bellow. This pain burned more fiercely than she
expected it would. “Please, Mario,” she exclaimed again, even as the
fifth cut swished, and the cane made contact with her skin. This one was lower than
the others, just at the bottom of her rear, where the flesh was especially
tender. “Please no more.” Her feet were tapping again, and without
even waiting for them to stop, Mario gave her the sixth and final cut.




Augh! She
collapsed forward, and then to the floor once again.




Mario repelled
the urge to pull her up and comfort her with a tender gesture. Instead, he hung
the cane in its place and quietly began his retreat. At the practice door, he
stopped before he opened it, and turned back to her.




“Five
minutes, tears or not, be out on the floor to start your warmups. We’re already
two hours behind schedule.” His words were crisp, but not cold, just
matter of fact.




For the first
time since their relationship had begun, Mario was desperately wanting
something more from Miranda. The desire in him was overwhelming. At this
juncture in her career, she could easily decide not to see him anymore. Perhaps
that fact made him feel a little vulnerable.




Miranda waited
until the door closed before breaking out into an allout sob, but she allowed
herself just a couple minutes of that luxury, since Mario was anxious to see
her dance.




It was only
nine in the morning and she realized with a sinking heart that she was already
spent and exhausted. How would she’d pull herself together to practice? But she
was determined to do it. The very idea that Mario had been displeased with her
performance shocked her. A man of the moment, she was amazed that he’d taken so
long to deliver his pointed assessment, that he hadn’t even mentioned it Saturday
night. She couldn’t fathom why he’d waited; it seemed very unlike him, but
there was really little time to ponder it.




Once the last
burst of tears was over, she stood up and inspected her rear end in the mirror,
seeing the six clear lines imprinted onto her aching bottom. What was left of
them would likely remain a few days, but they would stay as an almost pleasant
reminder of the punishment. She didn’t know why they had that effect; but she
had observed this from her prior sessions with the cane. And it was all too
true now.




Miranda danced
her heart out the remainder of the day, to Mario’s smiles and pleasant
expressions. Once, he scowled and made her repeat a sequence of steps, but for
the most part her dancing was perfect. She wasn’t sure how she’d pulled it off,
but she was exhilarated that she had at last pleased him. She knew she needed
to please herself, but pleasing Mario was becoming ever more important.




“Miranda,”
Mario called to her as she was changing into her street shoes after the practice.




She looked up
to see her instructor looking down at her. “I won’t see you until
Thursday. I’ll be away for several days.”




“A
vacation?” she asked, wondering what would take him away, right at this
crucial time of year.




“No, a
conference in New York.”




“That
sounds like fun,” she replied. The thought of New York always sent
terrific shivers of delight through her.




“Believe
me, it will be tedious, but then, I can take in some shows to break up the
monotony.




It was nice to
see Mario acting like the friend again, not the disciplinarian. He was such a
chameleon. And despite the fact that she hated, really hated getting punished,
she couldn’t stop the wicked thoughts that were regularly raging through her
mind about the two of them together. She had thought the lovely meal after the
Gala had been a real start to something more than just a dancer/instructor
relationship, but it was hard to tell after what happened earlier that the
morning. “Will the practice studio be open?” Miranda asked.




“That’s
what I wanted to explain. I’ll expect you here for your regular practices.
Andrea will be opening it for practice sessions.” Miranda nodded, not
really knowing what to say.




“I’ll be
back on Friday,” he said. “I’d like to see your work then.”




When Mario
returned from New York several days later, he seemed to be in a particularly
exuberant mood to start. But by late Friday afternoon, he was in the midst of
more battles with students, thankfully not her, and his mood turned surly, his
expression scowling.




One afternoon,
just as she was arriving for class, she heard cracks and pathetic cries coming
from behind the closed door into his office. Someone was getting it, that was
for sure, she realized, wincing, and the sounds seemed to go on forever.
Wisely, she decided to stay clear of him, thinking she’d wait for him to be in
a better mood before talking to him.




Moments later,
a new student Miranda did not know well, her face red, puffy, and wet, came
hurrying out of the office, and took her place stiffly at the barre. None of the
girls met her eyes… yet somehow none of them missed the small hand that
strayed back, inadvertantly, to the taut bottom now concealed by her tights and
leotard. Miranda couldn’t get the sounds out of her mind. How had he done it,
she wondered? Had she been bare? Over his lap? Bent over a chair or the desk?
It had been the paddle from the sound of it, and Miranda found herself oddly,
fiercely glad, that he had not used his hand on the other girl.




A few moments
later, Mario entered the studio, looking especially forbidding. Miranda
reaffirmed her decision not to approach him.




After class,
however, just as she was preparing to slip away, she heard him speaking to her.




“Wait a
minute before you leave, Miranda,” he called to her from his office, even
as he was talking on his remote phone. A couple of the other girls glanced at
her nervously… and redoubled their efforts to stuff their gear into their
bags and get out of the door as quickly as possible. One particularly jumpy
girl dashed from the studio in her toe shoes, almost knocking over another
young lady on her way.




Biting her
lip, Miranda looked at the door. Did he really know she was still here? Or was
he guessing? Could she take the chance? No, she decided glumly. If she were to
be punished… so be it. She couldn’t even imagine what he would do to her if
she, as the girls were fond of saying, “booked.” Miranda sighed and
retreated from the front door, the skin on her bottom shivering already, and
waited as she heard him finish the conversation. Just please don’t let it be
the cane, she prayed. Even talking on the phone he sounded exasperated and out
of sorts. And when he finally hung up from his call, and approached her, his
mood was no lighter.




“I’d like
to take you to dinner tonight,” he said curly with no preamble whatsoever.




“Excuse
me?” she blurted. She couldn’t possibly have heard correctly.




“Dinner.
You know, a meal people eat between lunch and breakfast. Something light, take
you away from all this avid practicing you’ve been doing.”




“Certainly,
yes, I’d love it,” Miranda finally gasped, when she recovered from the
astonishing information that apparently she was not going to be punished after
all.




“Good,
I’ll be at your apartment in what? An hour, hour and a half?”




“Yes,
fine. Six would be great,” she informed him, still a little flustered.




He was hardly
more congenial than he’d been earlier, making the date. But it put a smile on
Miranda’s face and that put a smile on Mario’s too. The idea that he really
wanted to go out with her stirred up all the fine things that had been brewing
inside her.




“And this
is a real date, Miranda,” Mario added quietly before she left. “We
don’t need to talk about dancing at all.”




That very
thought sent Miranda’s expectations mounting. Perhaps he was as interested in a
relationship as she was. She had kept her feelings wellguarded in case the
interest was not returned by him. With this much encouragement, she was
practically on cloud nine as she tripped on home, soaked in a long luxurious
bath, and took great care getting dressed for dinner out.




When Mario
knocked on her door promptly at six o’clock, she was glad to see that a genuine
smile had replaced the scowl he’d worn all afternoon.




“Would
you like a drink?.” she asked. “A little white wine perhaps?”




“Sure,”
he replied, as he sat down in her living room. This was such a switch having
him in her space, her home, surrounded by her things. She wondered what he’d
think of her apartment, decorated in black and white, with wild splashes of red
here and there. He looked around, seemed impressed, but said nothing.




Handing him
the white wine, Miranda sat down opposite him nursing a glass of lemon water.




“You
don’t have to deny yourself for me,” he told her, nodding at her mild
drink.




“It’s all
I need right now. I confess I have a nervous stomach.”




“About
this date?” he asked. “A little,” she replied.




She was
looking at him as a man, not a teacher, seeing his slightlygreying hair, his
strong wellexercised body, and his vibrant eyes, all as things that attracted
her to him in a very carnal way.




“You
shouldn’t be,” he said. “We’re almost on an equal level now, with you
moving on to the City Ballet.”




“That
isn’t want you thought on Monday.” She almost regrettably reminded him of
the rude punishment that had taken place then.




“You deserved
it, but you know, pretty soon I won’t be having that authority over you,”
he said. His voice was strangely muted. Not happy, not sad… Miranda found
herself having a hard time reading him. He was in the oddest mood tonight! .




Miranda
realized in utter astonishment that his words filled her with the strangest mix
of emotion. One would think that she would be delirious with joy over the
prospect of never again having to “bare and bend.” Yet, she was
feeling the oddest… could regret be the word? What an extraordinary feeling!
Here she’d been wanting to avoid the punishments he meted out, and yet now she
was alarmed that they would be stopping altogether, as the nature of their
relationship changed.




“Shall we
go to dinner?” he finally asked her, when he had finished off the wine.




Despite the
fact that Mario had lightened his attitude, there still seemed to be some
little piece of him that was in the same dark mood he’d been in at the studio
that afternoon. Miranda observed it all through dinner, despite their pleasant
conversation; but she said nothing to him. It seemed much more fun just to
enjoy their time together, than to worry over this very emotional mans
emotional moods.




In fact, it
seemed to add a little mystery, a little drama to what could have been a rather
ordinary date. It was intriguing to Miranda to change things with Mario in
midstream, though in fact, nothing was, or ever had been, very static with the
man, and his fiery temperament. For several months, hell, since the very
beginning, she had been sensing the most compelling rush of feeling passing
between them.




When he took
her back to her apartment, she invited”him inside again, the two taking up
the same seats they earlier had, Mario with a glass of wine. This time Miranda
had one too.




There was a
sumptuous arousing feeling flowing through the dancer, when she looked her
instructor in the eye.




“So, how
much longer can I count on you as a student?” he asked her. “You will
be starting City Ballet rehearsals next week, right?”




“Yes they
do. As far as being your student, I really don’t know. I’ve been working with
you for so long I can’t imagine that changing.




“But
things do change,” he reminded her.




She gulped
self consciously.




“I guess
if I look at the schedule, I won’t have but one morning to come to the
studio,” she admitted.




“That’s
what I thought. That’s why I invited you out. I don’t want to be
forgotten,” he said with a playful but sincere grin on his face.




“I don’t
think I could ever forget you Mario. I must admit you’ve made a rather lasting
impression on me.”




“Have
I?”




“Look
who’s playing coy now,” she said. The tension between them was mounting
quickly, the strangest prickly sensation was beginning to appear between her
legs.




The sexual
possibilities came roaring out, far more distinct than they’d ever been.




“You know
what I’d really like Miranda d’Angelo?” Mario began.




“What’?”
she asked, seeing his eyes light even more than they already were.




“I’d like
to spank you just once, for nothing but the pleasure. The real, raw, sexual pleasure
of having your rear end over my lap for the full treatment.”




Miranda was
utterly speechless. Her mouth opened, worked soundlessly. She could think of
nothing to say. The full treatment? Christ! The full treatment was more than
just a spanking, she surmised weakly. She knew exactly what he meant. All the
suppressed desire that had been behind their spanking incidents in the past was
out in the open, fair game for their consideration. The more she thought of it,
the more excited Miranda got. With no anger, no tears, no unfair judgments of
her dancing, the act was stripped of everything but the fine tantalizing
finale. Could she do it?




“I’m not
sure what to say,” she replied, after a long awkward silence.




“Perhaps
you don’t have to say anything,” he said. “Just follow my
orders.”




The term
“orders” made her tremble, the most titillating feeling moving
briskly through her.




“You know
what you want,” he went on. She certainly did. She swallowed hard. He
stared at her for some time, letting his eyes do all the work for him. They
drew her to him, everything about him, the dominant manner, the air of
authority, his amazing ability to punish her with an attentive, and almost
welcome emotion. She read it all in his face. For the first time since he’d
been taking liberties with her bottom, she looked into his eyes, and saw how
much she really enjoyed the punishments, and maybe even needed them.




“Come
here, my dear,” he told her, in a gentle but commanding voice. “Let’s
see how much punishment your lovely bottom can take tonight.”




Half of her
wanted to race to his side, the other half wanted to order him out, and never
see him again. It was that same wild paradox that had no real answer, except
that she knew she’d feel horrible if she didn’t go to him.




Rising
cautiously from the couch, she approached him, staring all the while into his
dark flashing eyes. When she reached his side, her knees were knocking against
each other, or so it seemed. Mario had scooted forward on the couch, making his
lap ready and waiting for her to stretch herself across it.




Without
another word, he took her by the hand and guided her over his legs, so that her
posterior was raised high, her head and arms dangling to one side, her legs to
the other.




She’d worn a
short dress that night, so it was easy for Mario to lift the garment out of the
way and reveal her lovely luscious buns. This time, not having the need to
inflict the punishment quickly, he took some time to admire the rear end he’d
been lusting after for so long. It was quite a provocative sight, seeing her
there in a black garter belt, black stockings, and a pair of black panties. He
could see the two firm mounds underneath the cotton panty; they were already
jiggling in the most seductive way.




Carefully
lifting the elastic of the panty, Mario pulled the underwear slowly from her
bottom, revealing as he did, the two perfect mounds of flesh, all pink white
and ready for what he had in mind. She clenched them while she waited, flexing
and relaxing as if she wasn’t sure exactly how they should be when he made that
first smack.




For just a
brief moment or two, Mario ran his hand over the silky smooth surface. A good
thorough paddling would roughen it just a bit, but a sturdy set of buns and Miranda certainly had that would also recover nicely, and be white and
smooth again for the next time.




While Miranda
waited for that first strike, she was shivering nervously inside. Yet, never
had she wanted of something so much. How strange! With just a slight alteration
in their relationship, she found herself looking forward to something she
usually dreaded so much.




Smack! The
first resounding crack of Mario’s hand landed on her left buttock, followed
quickly by another smack landing on the other.




Miranda
moaned, instantly feeling the sting turn into a sumptuous burning sensation
that went far beyond pain. In fact, the thought of pain was far from her mind.
She expected this to be nothing but pure pleasure, and why it was that way for
her, she wasn’t certain. She only knew that she wanted it in the worst way.




Mario began
slowly after those first quick smacks, starting a rhythm on her bottom that was
so steady she would have thought there was a metronome playing in the back of
his mind. The only thing unpredictable about the spanking was the erratic way
he went from one buttock to the other in no particular pattern. She’d feel
several smacks right in a row on one cheek, only to have him smack just once on
the other, and then return to the repeated staccato rhythm on the already
vibrantly burning cheek




It was a
maestro’s hand that punished her, so skilled and efficient that he had both
rears cheeks flaming hot and crimson red within just a few minutes. And yet,
Miranda was hardly protesting the spanking. In just the right increments, he
increased the level of intensity so that she hardly noticed how hot and how
stinging the punishment was becoming.




After a time,
Mario would stop for a few moments, place his warmed hand on her bottom,
massaging the sore flesh with a passionate fervor. His hands grasped the mounds
with squeezes that were as painful as the spanking itself.




She murmured
dozens of “ouches” and “oooohs” and “ah noooo,”
though it was too confusing to know whether it really hurt, or if it was just
the most provocative pleasure that she’d ever experienced




During one
particularly long pause, Miranda became aware that Mario was searching for
something in a bag that he had brought in from the car. And to her amazement,
when he began spanking her again, he was using not his hand but the leather
paddle from the studio.




These blows
against her rear threatened to be the ones that would go beyond what she could
bear without raising a spirited ruckus. Yet, even the leather was nearly as
intimate a punishment as his own hand had been … Again, he began very slowly,
laying on methodical smacks as he alternated from one cheek to the next. And
just as with his hand, the longer he spanked, the more the tempo increased, and
the more her bottom burned. Her body was igniting in all the sexual places with
the most exhilarating fire:




As to be
expected, Miranda’s cries became more impassioned, some just squeals, others,
roars that came from deep inside her, and others still sounded more like the
sounds of sexual satisfaction beginning to come to the crest of a wave. The
final effect was two gloriously red rear mounds, and Miranda in throes of
sexual abandon.




Mario knew the
next move instinctively. Laying the paddle down, he took her bottom in hand and
massaged it once more; though this time, he pushed her off his lap and to the
couch, where he laid her on her stomach as he continued his rude caresses. He
parted her legs with his hands, alternating between fondling and smacking her
bottom. Then, he journeyed deep between her legs to where he found a soft wet
pulsing cunt.




Moments later,
Mario was behind his wellaroused dancer, pulling her rear end up high, while
her head and shoulders remained comfortably pressed to the cushion of the sofa.
He entered her from behind with a cock so aroused, he thought he might just
come in seconds, though he took great pains to hold off, so that they could
both pleasure in this for a long long time.




It was deeply
submissive love making. Miranda’s mind was completely under this man’s
attentive control. It was all she had wanted making love to Mario to be,
something vastly different than she’d ever experienced before, something that
was truly indicative of the odd relationship they had, dancer and teacher,
submissive and dominant.




She thought
she could go on like this forever, enjoying every moment of Mario’s vigorous
taking of her. There was satisfaction in this that she’d never experienced
before, something soul felt, on a level so deep, she could never explain it to
herself. She just had to accept that it was how it should be between them.




As Mario rammed
his cock in and out of her gently swaying rear end, he smacked her bottom hard
many times, keeping that wicked warmth at a lovely peak. He reached around at
times and toyed with her clitoris, pinching and squeezing it ever so gently, so
she would jerk on him in the most seductive way.




It wasn’t long
before they were both ready to orgasm.




Mario began
first, with a deep guttural cry that rose into the evening air, and a pulsing
Miranda could feel inside her. As Mario was finishing his spirited cum, Miranda
responded to the fierce attention her lover was giving her, as he reached
around and played with her cunt. A sudden burst of raw energy, and she began to
moan and sway, as the sensuous feeling of climax passed through her well
exercised body.




The two collapsed
in a heap together on the couch where they remained for just a few minutes.
Moving on to Miranda’s bed, they began a very long and tender night of making
love.




“I
couldn’t wait any longer for you, my love,” Mario murmured in her ear as
they lay together in the sleepy silence, just before dawn. “You’re too
exquisite just to watch anymore, and too important to me to let you get
away.”




Hearing his
words, Miranda didn’t think anything could be better in her life. The man she
feared and adored the most, adored her … her body, her dance, everything.
She’d never felt love so strongly as she did at that moment.




Lying side by
side with Mario, she didn’t know what more she could have to make her happy.
Though with a brilliant dance future to look forward to, she knew things would
only get better. All these thoughts put a drifting smile on her face as she
feel asleep.








Chapter
Five





 






 





Smack! Mario’s
hand came down on Miranda’s bottom, the five finger imprint appearing quickly
on her pert round ass cheek He had her over his lap, giving her a spirited
admonishment. The desperate dancer was stretching her vocal range to seemingly
new heights, even though it was all in fun.




“Mario,
please,” she howled, as the second smarting slap landed. She hadn’t
expected him to seize her this way, for just the tiniest little remark. And
when he hauled her over his lap, she knew he wasn’t really serious. But still
the spanking hurt like all the others.




“Oh,
don’t protest yet,” Mario told her. “I’m just beginning! You love
this and you know it.” He delivered another several smacks on her glorious
round bottom, making both bouncing cheeks begin to blush his favorite shade of
red.




She wailed
like the dickens and kicked her legs, her arms going every which way, like the
naughty submissive woman that she was. But the truth was, she did love it, the
wonderful warm feeling of Mario’s hand on her bottom was. bringing out the most
lovely feelings that flooded everywhere through her.




And to her
delight, once Mario lit the fire, making her bottom burn, he eased off his
pace; though he kept the sting alive with slower more sumptuous smacks. Between
each one, he began massaging the lovely red mounds until his luscious lover was
moving against his lap with an erotic abandon.




“Oh
darling, please, I can’t stand any more,” she moaned.




“Oh yes,
you can,” he teased, as his hand came down for another fierce whack.




She purred
with delight knowing exactly where this episode was going, and just as she was
thinking about how much she wanted him to make love to her, Mario fell back on
the bed they shared, his hands roving far beyond her bottom.




With an
accustomed ease Mario planted his stiff cock between her legs, and then began
making a rousing journey from one end of the bed to the other, and back. Every
chance he got, Mario continued to slap her stinging bottom, only arousing the
dancer more. Her ass cheeks burned beet red, tingling, hot, raw and vibrating
with such intense feeling she couldn’t contain the surge of sexual energy, and
then, she didn’t want to. Mario controlled her in bed. He took charge,
demanded, required, insisted that she follow his forceful lovemaking needs. It
wasn’t particularly pretty; though it was particularly satisfying.




And when they
reached that marvelous peak where neither could hold back any longer, they both
screamed loudly as they climaxed. And finally finished, they collapsed into a
sweaty heap side by side.




“Oh, I
can wake up like this every morning,” Miranda sighed happily. Mario
stroked her shoulder very gently, and kissed her lightly on the neck and cheek.
As rough as he could be when they made love, he was tender to a fault when it
was over. The best of both worlds, Miranda had never had so skillful a lover as
her dance instructor. He was as exacting and passionate in bed as he was in the
dance studio.




Her life had
never been so blissful. Sharing Mario’s bed these weeks, loving him intensely
and finding her sexual limits stretched to far flung borders just capped a
string of triumphs happening everywhere in her life. She relished every moment
of Mario, just as she relished every moment of being the premiere dancer in the
a grand new City Ballet production. As she curled up in Mario’s arms, her
bottom pressed into his now soft groin, she let his surrounding arms remind her
of how contented she was.




She remained
in a cheerful reverie for several minutes, until her eyes opened to glance at
the clock on her bedside table.




“Oh my
god!” she suddenly jumped from the bed. “I’m late!” She
scrambled around the room, looking for her clothes.




“Late?”
Mario questioned her, surprised by the sudden change of mood.




“Late,
yes! I forgot, rehearsal starts an hour earlier today. Damn it! I can’t be
doing this,” she moaned. She was pulling on a pair of tights that she’d
left on the floor from the night before, looking for a tshirt to cover the rest
of her.




“You
mean,” Mario queried further, “that it’s ten to nine, and you’re
suppose to be at the theater in ten minutes?”




“Yes,”
she snapped. But Miranda did not stop to discuss her forgetfulness. She was
fast grabbing her ballet bag from the closet, finding a pair of shoes, and
getting even more frantic when she couldn’t find her car keys. Mario looked on
shaking his head in wonder.




“Damn,
where are they?” she snapped to herself.




“You’d
better slow down, love,” Mario warned, just a moment a way from grabbing
her hand and taking her to the theater himself, though he had things he had to
do, and he really didn’t have the time. He loved looking at her even in her
frantic state. But the scene disturbed him as well, a sign that all was not as
perfect as Miranda wanted him to believe. For all her dedication to the ballet,
for all her attempts to maintain a professional attitude, Miranda D’Angelo made
some frightful slipups, this just being one. However, since Mario was no longer
her teacher, and he had nothing to do with the City Ballet, he had no authority
to reprimand her for this mistake. He was actually glad he wasn’t in that role
anymore, since he was enjoying the other aspects of his lover, including their
sensuous spankings and spirited lovemaking. She was a fine match to his own
sexual sensibilities, and delightfully submissive in bed.




Mario remained
on the bed, watching his lover fly about the room, finally spotting her keys
lying on the floor by the door. She snatched them up quickly, and racing from
the bedroom, he heard the door slam after her. “Be careful!” he
shouted at the last minute, though he doubted that she’d heard him. If her call
time was 9:00, she’d be a good twenty minutes late. A major blunder. If it were
him, it would warrant at least ten with the cane. In any event, her tardiness
would not sit well with Jon Thomas, the director of the city ballet, and one of
Mario’s good friends.




At eleven that
morning, Mario was at his own studio watching a group of new young dancers
perform. He was intently focused on a group of four; this quartet was proving
to be a talented but challenging dilemma as he was attempting to get them to
dance together with some precision. He was beginning to think that a little
spanking incentive might be in order if they continued to behave as dancing
mavericks, and didn’t perform as the welltuned group they were suppose to be.
But just as he was considering the alternatives, he was interrupted by the
telephone ringing. “This is Mario,” he answered, as he picked up the
receiver in his office.




“Mario,
Jon,” her heard Jon Thomas reply. “You got a minute?”




“What do
you need?”




“I’m
having a little problem with your girl friend, student, whoever she is to
you.”




“Miranda?”




“Of course,
Miss D’Angelo.”




“A
problem?” Mario asked.




“Did you
find her particularly headstrong, when you worked with her?”




“Headstrong?”
Mario considered. “Probably not more than most dancers I work with.”




“Well,
she’s turning into a first class brat,” Jon informed him. “If you had
such good luck with her, perhaps you could give me some secret on how to handle
her. She’s becoming a damned annoyance, even if she is a brilliant
dancer.”




In Mario’s
estimation, Jon Thomas was one of the most exacting directors in the local
dance theater; it was a clear toss up as to whether he was more demanding than
Mario himself, though Mario knew that Jon would never employ the same
disciplinary techniques that he did with his students. He likely had lots of
bratty, snarling females to handle, and Mario didn’t doubt that Miranda could
become as bitchy and arrogant as many premiere dancers.




“Would it
help if I came down there this afternoon, and just observed?” Mario
suggested. “Perhaps the three of us could have a talk, get to the bottom
of the problem?”




“I’d be
delighted. I have too many headaches to have my principle dancer pulling stunts
like this. Did you know she was nearly a half hour late this morning? She was
suppose to be warmed up and ready to work at 9:00 and, it was almost ten before
we could get started.”




“Late,
huh?” Mario said. He wouldn’t tell his friend that the lead in the City
Ballet was getting warmed up at home, by him, when she was suppose to be
getting warmed up for rehearsal. On the one hand, the whole incident amused
him, though he was not happy to hear that Miranda was forgetting the lessons
that he’d taken such pains to teach her.




After the last
practice session that afternoon, Miranda jogged off the stage, feeling
incredibly weary from her efforts. Jon was piqued with her, because she’d been
late. She knew that, but his particular peevishness was getting under her skin
with an exasperating irritation. It didn’t seem that anything she’d done was
right, and yet she knew she’d danced beautifully. What was the big problem, she
wondered to herself, that she took a few liberties with the choreography? She’d
only altered a few tiny little steps to make the dance more fluid. It was
hardly anything in her estimation.




“Miss
D’Angelo!” Jon Thomas’s voice interrupted her as she was on her way to the
dressing room. “May I see you now?”




“Now? I
was just getting ready to go,” she protested. She had no desire to listen
to the man whine about form and precision. She’d heard every possible lecture
on the subject. What Jon had not said, she’d could remember wordforword from
Mario’s wellremembered “lecture series” on the topics.




“Yes,
now!” the director insisted, with a firm sure tone to his voice.




Seeing no way
to get out of the inevitable, Miranda changed courses and followed the director
into his office. To her amazement, Mario was sitting there, leaning back in a
chair with one of his most charming grins on his handsome face. “What are
you doing here?” she asked, all her suspicions suddenly raised. The
coincidence was particularly odd. She did not trust this at all.




“I came
to watch you dance,” Mario informed her.




“You did?
I didn’t see you,” Miranda said.




“You were
about finished, but I saw the last few minutes. It was lovely.”




” Thank
you,” she answered, guardedly. He sounded sincere, but you could never be
sure from the man that had helped her celebrate her great dance triumph one
night, only to punish her fiercely the following day because she wasn’t good
enough.




“Jon
thought I’d be interested in your progress,” Mario explained, as Miranda
stood in front of him.




“Oh?”
Miranda bristled over the way the two directors were eying her. Mario looked
pleasant enough, but she knew he could change in a splitsecond. She was just
waiting.




“Can I
sit down?” Miranda suddenly felt she needed permission to move.




“No, I
think you can stay right where you are, darling. This should only take a
minute.” Miranda shifted from one foot to the other, feeling more and more
uncomfortable each second.




“I know
you were late this morning, something that should never have happened. But
beyond that, Jon tells me that you’re not exactly following his directions in
your work, and that concerns us both. I thought that maybe I could see what the
problem is, and try to get it resolved before it becomes worse.”




“I don’t
think there’s any problem,” Miranda countered readily. “I really
didn’t think the few differences between Jon and me were that big a deal. After
all, you want the best production, don’t you?” she said, turning to her
director. Her voice was laced with irritation, more out of nervousness than
real anger, but neither man saw it that way.




“Miranda
D’Angelo, you get off your high horse and answer Jon’s concerns,” Mario
snapped at her, revealing his dis pleasure. “He’s giving you fair
opportunity to iron things out.”




“Or
what?” Miranda snapped back, much too nastily to please Mario. “Why
can’t he talk to me himself? Why do you have to be here?”




“Perhaps
he knew I had ways of making you understand a director’s point of view,”
Mario gave her a pointed stare, and the few words he spoke, spoke volumes, so
that Miranda would know exactly what he was thinking.




“I
haven’t done anything wrong, except be late today,” Miranda countered, her
voice softening, as she quickly took a new, less combative path. Her rolling
stomach instinctively told her where this was heading even if her brain
couldn’t quite believe it yet.




“Miss
D’Angelo,” Jon Thomas interjected. “Being late is hardly your most
egregious err. You have been changing my choreography at every turn, making alterations
I do not want. You’re much too much arrogant, even for the lead dancer, and
this production is too far down the road to change principles. I must have your
cooperation, and an attitude that reflects that!”




Miranda looked
at the director a little taken aback, so shocked that she temporarily forgot
Mario’s presence. These were comments she hadn’t expected to hear, and her
natural response was to jump on the defensive. “I thought you valued me
for my creative genius, what I could do with the part that no one else could. I
really think your criticism is way off base.” There was a harsh edge in
her voice that made her sound like a shrew.




“Miranda!”
Mario barked sharply.




“And I
resent like hell your being here!” she blurted out.




“I think
we’ve both heard enough,” Mario laid into her. He leaned out to the
standing dancer, and dragged her swiftly over his lap before she could even
think of getting away.




“Mario
no!” she wailed, kicking her legs, but Mario was much too strong for her,
and determined. He placed a leg over her flailing legs, pinning her in place.
Then raising her practice skirt, he went for the waistband of her tights.
“Stop it! You can’t do this!” she yelled.




“Hush!”
With a quick jerk Mario tugged the tights over her bottom to reveal her gleaming
rear cheeks, the very same rear cheeks he’d been paddling that morning.
Glancing at Jon’s desk beside him, he spotted the perfect implement for the
occasion. Picking up an 18” long ruler, it fit perfectly in his firm
grasp. And quickly bringing it down on Miranda’s bottom, he began paddling her
with a bevy of spirited smacks. The dancer continued to struggle against
Mario’s superior strength, but it was useless. She was conquered and being
chastised, and there was nothing but to put up with the treatment until Mario
decided it was over.




Jon Thomas
looked on, amazed by the spectacle, thoroughly intrigued, in fact. He couldn’t
take his eyes off his dancer’s bottom. Mario Diego was absolutely ruthless with
the wooden ruler, bringing it down on the wailing woman’s backside with an
unparalleled conviction. To Jon’s gaze, the director was well practiced with
his steady stroke. No doubt all the rumors were true, the man had done this
many times before. Jon watched too see Miranda’s jiggling bottom turn from white
to pink, and then to a deeper pink, as the heated battle between the two
continued. Though she was certainly vanquished, Miranda did not stop her
animated protests, continuing to put every bit of strength she could muster
into getting away.




While the spirited
dancer showed her anger, Mario was absolutely unrelenting. He was not swayed at
all by her pro tests. Each sharp snap of the ruler, each distinct howl from the
woman played like music in Jon’s mind; this the strangest confrontation of
director and dancer he’d ever seen. There had been times when Jon might have
wished to use the same methods with some of his dancers, but he’d never really
considered it an option. He wondered as he watched his friend so completely
competent with this technique, how Mario had the courage to first employ this
method of “instruction.” It appeared the treatment was working. The
longer Mario continued with the punishing smacks, the more the young woman was
giving in. The fire and spice of her rude rhetoric at the outset was finally
diminishing as Mario conquered the hotheaded brat.




“I expect
a whole lot more from you Miranda,” Mario charged. He had slowed the pace
of the spanking, though he did not stop altogether. Yyou will behave like the
professional you are, and you will follow Jon’s direction, and I damn well
better not hear about you defying him, or being late, or in any way distracting
this production. Is that clear?” He gave her red bottom several more sharp
smacks.




“Yes
sir,” she answered meekly. There were tears trickling down her cheeks, as
she spoke. Another smack or two and she was crying even harder.




It was clear
to Jon that these must be particularly painful, since her bottom looked raw and
very sore. With several final sharp smacks, Mario finally set the ruler down
and let Miranda recoup for a few moments before he pushed her off’ his lap. As
soon as the dancer was on her feet again, she struggled to pull her pants back
in place. Jon was a little disappointed to see the pink flesh disappear so
quickly. He would have liked to have inspected the rawlooking bottom, and
without conscious thought the image of the girl standing in the office’s
corner, with her tights clumped around her ankles, her red bottom on display,
flashed into his brain, and he opened his mouth to suggest it, then snapped
shut. Where had that idea come from? he asked himself, horrified. Something
he’d read once? Bizarre. Whatever, he was glad he’d stopped himself from making
the suggestion. This was between Mario and Miranda and he was hardly brave enough
to ask for a real show.




Miranda was
wiping the tears from her eyes, wanting to bolt the room as quickly as
possible, but Mario wouldn’t allow such a hasty exit. This was so horribly
embarrassing, bad enough that she submitted to Mario in the first place, and
now in front of Jon Thomas, her boss, director, mentor… It was the worst
humiliation she could imagine!




“I’m
going to leave you here, my dear,” Mario addressed her. “You will
work things out with Jon, and I’d better not hear of you giving him any more
trouble. I’ll cane you next time!” His eyes flared nastily, as nastily as
they had since she and Mario had begun their sexual affair. It was a rude
reminder of the possibilities that still existed in their relationship.




“I
certainly hope she’ll be able to dance tomorrow,” Jon remarked, as he
watched Miranda move with obvious painful twinges.




“She may
be a little sore and uncomfortable, but that will only inspire her,” Mario
assured him. “She’ll dance perfectly, or,” he turned to Miranda,
“I’ll repeat the treatment, do you understand, my dear?”




“Yes
sir,” she replied, her head down, her voice low.




Not giving her
a chance to say another word, Mario stood up, made his brief goodbyes to Jon,
and walked out. Miranda was left to face her further embarrassment alone.




An hour later,
Miranda stormed into her apartment and slammed the door, almost surprised to
see that Mario was there and waiting for her. She stopped short.




Mario had a
key to the place, freely given him, though at this moment, she wished she could
take it back. Her anger was bubbling at the surface of her emotions. She had
never been so mortified in her life as she had been the last hour. “What
are you doing here?” she snapped at her lover.




“Making
certain that you behaved yourself,” Mario replied.




How could I
not, with you there!” she blared.




“You want
to try for three spankings today?” he asked, “because I won’t
hesitate to do it right now, if you want to continue acting like such a
petulant brat.” He was giving her fair warning with the pointed remark.




All of a
sudden Miranda was in tears, buckets unleashed and streamed down her flushed
cheeks. She slumped down in a chair, and let the day’s tension go. For all the
joy she was feeling in the morning, she was miserable now. Giving her a few
moments of private grief, Mario finally went to her, and pulled her to her feet
drawing her into his arms.




“Did you
handle things with Jon?” he asked kindly.




“I hope
so,” Miranda said.




“Good.
Then we don’t have to talk about it.”




Miranda
sighed, relieved. It had been quite a day, one she had no desire to think
about. The sooner she made it to bed the better, as far as she was concerned.
And Mario, seeing her need to let down for a while, treated to her to home
cooked Italian pasta, and a massage for her aching feet. They planned to go to
bed early since she didn’t want to miss her call time the next morning.




But before
they fell asleep, they made love, the tender side of her charming dominant
lover rising to the surface. No slaps, or spanks or even tweaks on the butt; he
brought her to a fine rolling climax with his gentleness; and then he softly
moved inside her, until he shuddered with his own orgasm, and they could both
drift peacefully off to sleep.




There followed
two weeks of relative calm for Miranda, as she tried to meet Jon Thomas’s need
for perfection, his ideas con tinuing to diverge from her own on the
production. She had agreed to squelch her opinions and dance the way he
choreographed the pieces; but she hated much of what he was doing, so much so,
that as the days wore on, her irritation mounted again. This time though, she
made every effort not to let the irritation show.




After the end
on one particularly grueling rehearsal, Jon stopped her in the back hallway of
the theater.




“You were
struggling today,” he informed her.




“No
lie,” she said, trying not to sound too upset.




“But, I
think with a little more effort, Miranda, you’ll get that sequence of
steps.”




“No
matter how awkward it gets?” she said, clearly showing some exasperation,
though still trying not to snap.




“You can
be a brilliant dancer, I trust that you’ll have it mastered.”




Miranda didn’t
particularly want to discuss her work. She was tired, sore and anxious to leave
the theater for dinner with Mario. She hadn’t seen her lover in several days, and
was as much sexually pentup as anything. She might even dance a little better
the next day after a night of riotous sex.




“Actually,
I was thinking, before you leave, if you’ll just take a few more minutes with
me. Maybe I can help this come together easier for you?”




“I can’t,
really. I’m sorry. I have a date.”




“This
won’t take any time at all,” he assured her.




“But I
can’t, Mr. Thomas, please.” Her irritation was beginning to show.




“Then
we’ll have to schedule an extra practice in the morning. Eight o’clock.”
The director was showing his irritation too.




“Eight!”
Miranda moaned. She bit her tongue, but it was not enough to hide any of her
anger. The back hallway of the theater was hardly the place to have an all out
war with the director, but at this juncture, she couldn’t stop herself.
“What more do you want from me?” she blasted him. She could see it
all going wrong, but she felt powerless to stop it.




“Perhaps
I have no choice but to replace you,” the director snapped at her angrily.




“And that
would be stupid foolish move,” she retorted.




“I will
NOT put up with your temper!”




“Well you
damn well better, because I’m all you have for that part and you know it!”
Her eyes flashed nastily, two weeks of quelled emotions burst forth in one
flashing moment.




“Miranda!”
a familiar voice snapped behind her, and the dancer whirled around to see Mario
approaching from the back stage door.




“You’re
sniveling brat is sniveling again,” Jon charged.




“How dare
you!” Miranda shouted turning back to the accusing man.




Without saying
another word, Mario scooped up the willful Miranda, and sitting down on a bench
in the hallway, he proceed ed to spank her bottom with dozens of fierce
stinging smacks. Jon looked on again, this time not so much in awe, as in
delight, happy as lark to see the dancer get what she deserved. He only wished
he had the courage to do it himself.




“Stop
this now! Stop! Stop! Oh, please, stop!” Miranda screeched out angrily.
But Mario was hardly stopping. He gave her a fierce, hard, fast punishment that
burned right through her clothes. And then, pausing for just a few seconds, he
jerked her exercise pants down her thighs, so he could have her bottom naked.




By then, there
was a fair crowd of curious technicians and other dancers looking on, all
amazed by the sight of the prima donna getting the living daylights ~smacked
out of her rear end. They watched her bottom bounce, the rear cheeks, still
managing to wiggle and jiggle as she clenched them tightly before each smack of
Mario’s hand. Not a soul missed the wild red blush that was beginning to cover
her entire ass end. Mario even gave her a good dozen smacks on the top of her
thighs, and the poor woman shrieked loud and long, as the sting and the
embarrassment was almost too much for her to bear.




He was not
letting up even for a second. And much to her further woe, Jon Thomas reached
to his belt, and withdraw ing the leather from his pants, he handed it to
Mario.




“Might be
easier on your hand?” he suggested.




“Thank
you,” Mario acknowledged the gift. “We’ll just see if the message
gets across this time.” Doubling the belt, it swished it through the air,
coming down with a vigorous smack on Miranda’s scarlet cheeks.




“Damn you
both!” she bellowed, but there was no letting up. In fact, there was no
sign at all that he was going to stop; Mario seemed intent on punishing her
until she stopped her arduous protest. But that wasn’t happening easily.
“I hate you!” she continued in the same vein, still not realizing
what was best for her. The blows only became more biting. And when the belt hit
the top of her thighs she wailed like she never had. She couldn’t stand
anymore. “Dammit! Stop it please!” she pleaded. “I’m sorry,
please, I’m sorry.” While her anguish was showing on the surface, Mario
was still not convinced.




The crowd
around them was totally mesmerized by the sight, not one person moving, and
when Miranda chanced to see the eyes that were staring at her captive bottom,
she finally realized that this humiliation had to end.




While Mario
continued to wale on her bottom, Miranda began a sincere apology, trying her
best to placate her lover dominant, and get him to stop. It finally worked,
though not because of her begging, or her pleas, it was simply time to stop.
The young woman had had enough, her bottom too raw to take anymore.




When the last
smack landed, Mario breathed a deep sigh, and then handed the belt back to Jon.




“Go
on,” Jon told the inquisitive onlookers. “Get on with you, I think
Miranda has had enough humiliation for one day.”




The crowd
reluctantly wandered away, and Mario pushed the dancer to her feet. The poor
weeping girl was beside herself with anger that she dared not voice.




Mario stared
at her, his eyes still glaring. “You’d better be framing an apology for
your behavior, or you’re going to be out of your prima donna part,” Mario
advised.




She turned to
Jon Thomas. “I am sorry, Jon. I don’t know what got into me. I suppose
there has just been too much tension. But I am sorry, please believe me.”




Jon looked at
her seeing a degree of genuine regret on the dancer’s tear streaked face.
“Well, I’ll accept your apology, as long as there is no more war between
us,” Jon said.




“I
understand,” she replied.




“I hope
you do,” he said.




The flurry of
emotion was finally lessening in them both.




“I’ll be
here at eight,” she offered, her voice strained. There was still a lot of
rage underneath the surface, but it was not at Jon.




The director
nodded his head. “That’s good,” he said. He realized that he’d
triumphed, or at least Mario had triumphed for him. Getting what he wanted, Jon
put his belt back around his waist, gave the two a quick smile, and walked off,
leaving Mario and Miranda to work out their apparent disagreement in the
semiprivacy of the theater’s back hallway.




“I can
tell you’re still angry,” Mario was the first to speak.




“Oh,
how’s that?” In spite of the animosity, she was subdued enough to be
civil. She was far too weary to rant and rave, and say all the nasty things she
was thinking in her head.




“It’s
written all over you,” he said.




“I can’t
believe that you would so blatantly humiliate me in front of all those people.
I can’t believe you’d do that.” She was crying again, unable to snuff back
her tears.




“Do you
deny you deserved it?” he said.




“Yes!”
She started to raise her voice.




“I
see,” he replied, thinking she would explain.




“I was
working things out with Mr. Thomas. You butt in as if you have a right to
punish me anytime and anywhere and under any circumstance you want.”




“You were
working things out?” Mario said. “It certainly didn’t look like that
to me.”




“Perhaps
that’s what you think, but as far as I’m concerned, I want you to butt out of
my life.” It was hard for her to say it, but she was feeling it with every
ounce of everything in her.




“Butt
out?” he queried.




“You
heard me. I don’t want you running around saving my ass, spanking my ass,
playing god whenever you choose. I hate that, and it makes me hate you. No
more. I refuse to put up with it.”




Mario looked
at her, concerned. “You are aware that our relationship is based on my
dominance and your submission?”




“It has
been, but that’s over, as of now. No more.”




“You’re
completely serious?” he asked.




“Completely.”




“Then
you’re content to call it quits?” he said, just to make certain.




She looked up
at him, still angry like she’d never been. “Yes,” she stated flatly.




Mario nodded
at her, surprised by the decision, but at this point he was not going to argue.
“If that’s what you want Miranda, then you’ve heard the last from
me.”




Reigning in
his disappointment, and his own surfacing anger, he rummaged through his pocket
for the key to her apart ment; then relinquishing it as he relinquished his
hold on her, he gave her a somewhat melancholy smile and walked into the
interior of the theater to see his friend.




Miranda stared
at him, his swaggering hips, the slightly disheveled hair, knowing the fire
that was always with him was vanishing from her life. For months she’d lived
for him as both dancer and lover, and in a such a brief moment it was over.
However, as she moved toward the theater door, she was readily reminded of the
horrible burn on her aching bottom, remembering the appalling spanking she just
endured in front of so many eyes. And at least for the instant, it renewed her
vow to be done with the stunning dominant man, even though she found herself
going home that night alone, and feeling miserable.








Chapter
Six





 






 





“Maybe I
shouldn’t have been so rash,” Miranda said, as she sat drinking a cup of
coffee in Juliet’s living room, while she watched the dancerturnedartist flit
about the room, trying to decide where to hang a new picture.




“You
think this is okay?” she asked, showing Miranda a spot over a book case,
holding the large oil painting up for Miranda to see.




“Looks
fine to me,” Miranda replied. “Though, in case you hadn’t realized,
I’m having a crisis here.”




“There’s
no crisis,” Juliet replied. “Of course you made a rash decision
leaving Mario… you love him. The solution is very simple. Go apologize.”




“Apologize?
Now? It’s been three weeks. He’s probably off screwing some other dancer,
spanking her butt…”




“Spanking
her butt, yes, but screwing, I doubt. The man loved you. I don’t think he’d
move on to someone else this soon.”




“You’re
sure?”




“Hell,
I’m not sure of anything. Except that if you’re suffering, you might as well
find out how he really feels, or you’ll lose him altogether. Mario may pine for
you for a while, but not forever.”




“I’m
chicken, Juliet. I have no idea what he’s going to say. He’ll probably be
furious, to start.”




“Oh, you
can be damn sure he’ll paddle your ass as part of a reconciliation. But isn’t
that what you’ve been missing? Admit it Miranda.” Juliet stared at her,
not letting her waver from her point.




“I just
can’t believe that he would punish me the way he did, right in front of so many
people. It was the most humiliating thing that’s ever happened to me.”




“And one
of the most exciting. You know getting spanked turns you on. You’ve admitted as
much.”




Miranda
remembered a late night confession to Juliet, when she told her friend about
the odd relationship she had with Mario Diego. Not the least of which was her
confession about “joys” of getting her bottom royally paddled.




“You’d
better come to terms with it, hon, or you just might let the best thing in your
life slip away. There aren’t men like Mario everywhere, you know.”




“I didn’t
think you thought that much of him, except as a dancing coach.” 




“Oh, he
can be a scoundrel. He’s broken a lot of hearts, but he loved you, in a way
I’ve never seen him love any other dancer. Everyone could see that.”




The remark
went straight to Miranda’s aching heart, bruising it one more time.




Miranda
approached Mario Diego’s dance studio trembling more than she had that first
fateful time, when months before she came for her audition with the renowned
dance instructor.




She didn’t
have an appointment with him this time, real or imagined. She had only a faint
hope that he’d have the generos ity to hear her out, even as she realized that
she had no idea what she’d say to him. After all, she was the one that ended
their relationship three weeks before.




Juliet thought
an apology was the perfect way to start. Miranda wasn’t so sure. What should
she apologize for, being publicly paddled? She was still fuming from the
treatment. But to end the relationship altogether? That was a little rash. And,
if an apology was the only way she could initiate a reconciliation, then maybe
she could swallow her pride and do it.




Taking the
stairs to the front door of the stately old house, Miranda tried the knob and
found it open. Mario rarely had lessons on Thursday mornings, so she thought it
might be the perfect time to have a private conference with her former lover.




Just inside
the door however, Miranda was suddenly overcome with deja vu, hearing familiar
sounds coming from the interior of the studio. , Moving through the wellremembered
office., Miranda crept gingerly towards the back of the reception area to the
practice studio doorway, which was slightly ajar. . Peering inside, just as she
had that day many months before, Miranda witnessed a sight she’d seen many
times in her association with the dance instructor.




Standing at
the bar, a young dancer about her age was bending over, sobbing profusely, as
she waited for Mario to punish her. It was apparent that the spanking,
strapping, or caning, whatever the poor girl was to bear, had not begun. Likely
this was her first time. She was trembling so badly, even from Miranda’s
distance way, she could easily see the fear that was racing through the young
woman.




Knowing what
was to follow, Miranda shivered herself, though she turned away from the door
and retreated to the other side of the reception area. She wasn’t going to
leave all together, but she couldn’t bear to watch. She couldn’t stand the
thought of another young woman getting that “special attention” from
Mario. Pure and simple, she was jealous. And that idea appalled her. Could she
really want to be in that young dancer’s place, awaiting the first sharp strike
of the paddle?




Not sure what
she should do, Miranda stood in the center of the room, as she listened to the
sound of Mario’s stern voice lecturing the girl. There were all the usual
lines, all the typical admonishment. The form. The precision. The lack of
inspiration. The dancer had screwed up, royally, if Miranda heard Mario
correctly. Of course, all of Mario’s dancers screwed up… royally… at some
time or another.




After all the
time Miranda had spent with Mario, after all the punishments she endured from
him, she still wasn’t sure if this treatment actually helped her dancing skills
or not. It certainly was an odd way to get dancers to their finest form.




But Juliet was
right, just as her own physical response didn’t lie; getting spanked turned
heron. And she was turned on now, her sexual desire for Mario running rampant
through her body.




Miranda
listened to Mario’s sharp words, and seconds later heard the first fierce snap.
Yes, it was the leather spanker, the sound was unmistakable. She heard the
impact against the anonymous dancer’s behind, and a passionate wail thereafter.




“Oh
please, sir, no more,” the girl wailed.




“She
certainly has a lot to learn,” Miranda thought to herself. Mario was just
getting started. The poor girl would be beside herself in agony before this was
over. 




Smack, smack,
smack! The sound of the leather spanker was resounding. “Yeeeeowwww!”




The repetitive
whacks on that bent over behind seemed to jolt Miranda’s body as much as that
young woman was being jolted. Miranda’s bottom burned in sympathy. Half of her
wanted to rush in and stop the agonizing session, the other half of her was as
thrilled with the feelings as if it was her own chastisement.




Listening
still, she heard the impassioned wail become more vivid as the smacks became
more fierce. It seemed to go on endlessly, smack after smack, wail after wail.
And why was she staying? What enthralled her so much? Whatever the reason,
Miranda was frozen in her spot, mesmerized by the thorough punishment.




As the smacks
seemed to lessen, Miranda wondered if Mario would finish with the cane as he
often did. When the spanking finally stopped, she listened for the familiar
sounds of that dreadful implement; the dance instructor always prefaced a
caning with a few cuts swishing through the empty air. But not this time. Mario
dismissed the sobbing dancer, and moments later, Miranda heard him stride
across the wooden floor towards his office.




Her heart
suddenly pounding wildly, her mind a mass of confusing thoughts, Miranda
scurried to the front door and fled the studio. She wasn’t sure why she made
the abrupt change of plans, but there was no way she could face her former
lover after hearing the dreadful punishment.




There was mass
confusion backstage as the dancers waited for their moment on the stage. Jon
Thomas had something major planned, a completely new production. There were
auditions for parts to be cast, and the competition was as fierce as it had
ever been.









Miranda
d’Angelo, as one of the principle dancers for the last several months was among
those auditioning first. There were rumors of a guest choreographer, which only
heightened the tension backstage. For the most part, Miranda kept to herself.
She was a little nervous, but confident. She knew she danced as well as any
dancer in the company. And there was no reason to think she’d land anything but
a starring role.




“You’re
mighty confident,” Sarah Cassidy remarked, waltzing towards Miranda. Sarah
was not one of her favorite people, too smug, too sassy and not a very good
dancer. For her part, Miranda had chosen a quiet corner to do her stretches,
and she didn’t particularly appreciate the interruption.




“Is there
any reason not to be confident?” Miranda replied.




“Oh, for
you I think?” Sarah obviously had some particular meaning behind the
comment, aimed specifically at her.




“Why
would that be?” Miranda asked, absently. She was on the floor doing a
series of limbering stretches, bending over so she wouldn’t have to see the
girl’s face.




“You mean
to tell me, having your old lover as the guest choreographer doing the
auditions himself, you’re not the least bit nervous? Just think, working with
him for three months could be very interesting.” 




Miranda
remained bent over so Sarah couldn’t see her reaction. The startling piece of
information was not what she wanted to hear. Especially just minutes before she
was to dance. Finally recouping with a degree of calm she didn’t think she had
in her, Miranda sat up, and stared at the girl.




“I’ve
danced for Mario before, I can’t imagine why this time would be any
different,” she said with a cool smile. All the while her heart was
rapidly pounding out of control, though she’d refused to let anyone, including
Sarah see her alarm.




“I’m
impressed,” Sarah said, saucily, and she sauntered off.




The news of
Mario Diego doing choreography for the production swept through the dance
company like wildfire. It added a whole new dimension to the audition, as his
fierce reputation was the talk of everyone. No one, whether they actually
witnessed the event or not, had forgotten the stunning punishment the man had
given Miranda d’Angelo six weeks before. It had been gossiped about for days
after, Miranda’s ears burning. In her favor, she’d quickly squelched their
talk, holding her head high and ignoring the snickers and whispers. And the
incident was nearly forgotten in most people’s minds, until this new discovery
made every dancer quake with fear. Though she was trembling inside as if it
were her first audition, Miranda was determined not to let Mario’s presence in
the theatre bother her. Unfortunately, all her resolve seemed to vanish the
moment she stepped to the stage and her eyes accidentally caught Mario’s gaze.
He sat in the front row, arms crossed, with an impassive look on his face.
Miranda knew better than to look anyone in the eye before an audition began,
and this mistake turned out to be a death knell.




When the music
began, her mind was more on Mario’s face than on steps of her familiar dance
routine. And then, in the very middle of the piece, she was overcome by sheer
terror, a horrible, irrational, unexplainable terror. For a moment she .
thought she’d run from the stage in tears. . Her heart was so filled with
regret unlike anything she’d felt in all the weeks since her separation from
the man she loved.




Thankfully,
she recovered from the instant of terror, and her with body naturally flowing
from step to step, she completed the dance without any obvious flaws. She knew
however, just as the judging audience knew, that it was a lackluster performance at best.




Giving Jon
Thomas and Mario a brisk smile she moved quickly off the stage. Though she
wanted to break into tears right away, she waited until she was in the dressing
room. Deserted, except for one other dancer, she let herself cry.




“Hey you
were great,” was the first comment she heard. Turning around, she saw one
of her few friends in the company, Chris.




“Thanks,”
she replied, wiping the last of her tears from her eyes. “God I look
horrible, don’t I?” she said, looking in the mirror.




“Jon
wants you in his office. He asked me to get you.”




“Whatever
for?” she asked.




“I think
they’re making some decisions. The guest choreographer wanted to meet with a
few of the principles right away.” Chris made the comment fully aware of
Miranda’s relationship with Mario, and gave her friend a sympathetic smile.




Taking a deep
breath, Miranda smiled back. “I suppose I’d better get this over with,”
she said. And she pushed away from the makeup table and proceeded to the
director’s office.




“Miss
d’Angelo,” Jon Thomas addressed her when she entered the room.
“Please sit down.”




Mario was
sitting in the very same chair he’d been in weeks before when they’d had that
fateful meeting, and her first fateful spanking for Jon Thomas’s benefit.




“I don’t
suppose we should spend a lot of time beating around the bush, should we?”
Jon said.




“Sir?”




“This was
obviously not your best audition.”




“No, sir,
I completely agree.”




“But, be
that as it may, you’re being picked for one of the four leads based on what
Mario, and I know of your dancing ability.”




She looked at
the two men, surprised. “Thank you. I really didn’t expect this. In fact,
I was wondering under the circumstances, if it wouldn’t be better for me to
take a lesser part. It might make things easier all around.”




“You sure
as hell will not!” Mario broke his silence with a sharp reply, that made
Miranda jerk.




“But…”




“No buts,
Miranda. Your dancing was abominable today, but we can hope that was because
you were upset seeing me in the theatre.”




“It would
have been nice to have known in advance.”




“Would
that have made it any easier?” Mario questioned her.




“I
suppose not,” Miranda considered. If she had known in advance, she’d
probably have worried over it for days, and danced just as poorly.




“If I was
the kind of man who got embarrassed, I certainly would have been embarrassed
that one of the dancers that I’ve
personally trained did so poorly at this
level of competition.”




“I’m
sorry.” Miranda was feeling two inches tall, knowing full well that his
comments were justified.




“Jon and
I picked you for a lead role solely because you’ll pull it off like the pro you
are. But, I’m warning you right now,” he said, staring her in the eye,
“you damn well better get your dancing feet working better than they did
today. Is that understood?”




“Yes,
sir.” She agreed, though she. had no idea how she was going to perform up
to her abilities with Mario so ever present with his fierce demanding manner. .





“You can
go now,” Jon told her. Miranda rose from her chair and started towards the
door.




“And Miss
d’Angelo,” she heard Mario call to her. “I have not changed my
methods of discipline. Perhaps that will improve your motivation.” She
looked at him, chagrined, and left the room as quickly as she could.




“So what
happened in there?” Chris was on her instantly. She must have been waiting
at the door.




“Oh, she
got a principle role,” one dancer said sarcastically. “It pays to be
on the in with the choreographer.




“I did
get a principle role,” Miranda said, looking up at the girls standing
around her. But she didn’t look at all happy, and she wasn’t in the mood to
talk. Shaking them off, she left the theater as quickly as she could.




Three weeks of
rehearsals became the most painful dancing experience of Miranda’s career.
Never had any company been put through the paces the way they were, between Jon
Thomas’s quest for perfect form, and Mario’s demand for faultless choreography.
The sessions were long and taxing, Miranda going home exhausted every night.
Unlike the rest of the company, Miranda had the added factor of being Mario
Diego’s exgirlfriend. This meant, there was not one flaw overlooked, not one
mistake that wasn’t pointed out to her in front of everyone, and not one
opportunity to let down her guard and just dance as she so loved.




One day, in
the midst of a particularly difficult part of the routine, Mario stopped the
rehearsal and singled out Miranda.




“Miss
d’Angelo, could you possibly do that with just a tad more enthusiasm?”




A dozen times
she’d bit her tongue, and not said a word about what she was thinking. But not
this time. Impatience, anger and hurt took over. “I don’t think so, Mr.
Diego,” she snapped, slowing turning towards him with a fierce defiance in
her eyes. “I’m so fucking tired, I can hardly move.”




There was an
instantaneous hush throughout the theater as everyone took notice of Miranda’s
sharp retort. It was the last thing any dancer had the guts to do in front of
either director. However, Mario didn’t seem fazed. He was incredibly calm as he
ambled slowly to Miranda, taking note of the haughty glimmer in her eye. And
then he spoke so quietly, only Miranda and those closest to them could hear,
even though everyone else strained to catch what he was saying. “If your
so fucking tired, my dear,” he began ever so kindly, with a hand reaching
up to affectionately push a lock of her hair off of her face, “then I
think we should stop for the day. What do you think?”




“You’re
mocking me,” she replied, adopting his quiet tones.




He smiled,
knowing she was right, also knowing that he had the upper hand. “I think
it’s time we took care of a few things in private, Miranda. I see no point in
sharing this with everyone else.” He looked so supremely calm and in
control, not wild and raging as he could often get. “I’ll adjourn your
dancing for the day, but I’ll see you at eight in the morning, my studio, for a
private rehearsal.” He gave her gentle smile and walked away.




The rehearsal
was over, with a prickly silence descending on the whole company. The strange
exchange between choreographer and dancer left everyone wondering what was
really going on between the two. Only Mario and Miranda knew exactly what would
happen the next morning, and they were not talking.




Arriving at
Mario’s studio bright and early, this time there was no other dancer getting
their due, no embarassing scene to interrupt, though Miranda had every reason
to be scared out of her wits.




It shouldn’t
have bothered her, having gone through this so many times in the past. But she
was frightened nonetheless, knowing that by the time she left, her bottom would
be bright red and burning. Her worst fear was that the session would be nothing
but a severe paddling, their former relationship forgotten altogether.




Mario was in
the reception area when she entered the studio. “Good morning. You’re
looking fresh today,” he said.




“Thank
you.”




Mario led her
into his office where he took a place behind his desk, and motioned for her to
sit.




“Do you
still want to dance in this production, Miranda?” he asked her candidly.




“Yes,”
she answered, even though there was part of her that would have been just as
happy to quit it altogether.




“If
that’s the case, then it seems that you and I have got to come to terms with a
few things.”




“What do
you mean?” she asked.




“If your
dancing, and your attitude doesn’t improve, my dear, then I’ll have no choice
but to recommend that Jon replace you with another dancer.”




“Now wait
a minute,” Miranda jumped in. “I thought I was dancing just as I
always do. The audition was horrible, I admit that, but since … “




“Since
the audition, your performance has been adequate, but hardly inspired,”
Mario informed her. “It’s certainly not the caliber that Jon and I
expect.”




She wanted to
cry right away. All the work she’d done, for him to say this hurt her as much
as anything he could say.




“Perhaps
our past relationship has gotten in the way of your spirit and your
concentration. Maybe there’s too much tension and it’s effecting your
performance. I thought today, we’d see if the old remedy will set things
straight.”




“That
makes sense,” she snapped. “Though I don’t know why you didn’t just
haul off and paddle me in front of everyone! You had no problem doing that
before.”




“Maybe I
should have seeing your attitude. But let’s not make it worse than it already
is.” Up to that point Mario had been exceedingly calm, not at all the
fiery dominant man Miranda was used to. Now his eyes were beginning to spark
with an anger she recognized. “Let’s not waste anymore time. Go to the bar
and wait for me.” He pushed himself away from the desk and stood up.




It was
suddenly happening so fast that Miranda hesitated in her seat, too overwhelmed
to budge.




“Miranda!”
he said sharply. 




Springing from
her seat, she made her way through the door to the practice studio, to the bar
on the far wall. Mario followed shortly thereafter, carrying both the strap and
the cane in his hand.




The thoughts
that raced through her were horrifying. The tingling on her bottom was vivid,
and yet, so far he’d done nothing. She had the greatest desire to throw herself
at him, declare everything she was feeling in her heart. But he was serious
about the punishment, and regardless of her feelings, she knew there was no
escaping the next half hour of punishment.




“Turn
around and bend over, hold the bar if you like.”




Following his
command, she struck the pose, pushing out her bottom just as he demanded.




With a quick
determined motion, Mario reached out and took her pants in his hands and gave
them a brisk tug, so that both stretch pants and her underwear were quickly
lying about her ankles. Her bare bottom, as fresh and white as that first time,
was ready and waiting for the first strike.




Snap!




The strap
landed on her bottom, jerking her immediately with the suddenness of the blow.
And there were a dozen smacks that followed, as Mario adopted a steady pace
from the start.




“Oh, my
please,” she found herself crying out. She squirmed at bit, but since it
was useless to protest too much, she took the punishment gritting her teeth
with each strike and letting out a small cry as each slap of the strap hit her
reddening behind.




It was burning
from the start, and the successive smacks only made it burn 




all the more.




It seemed he
would go on forever. Just when she thought he might stop the strapping, he was
renewed, starting in again.




“Oh
Mario, please no more,” she wailed at one point. She slumped to the floor,
away from the descending leather strap.




“Miranda,
get up!” he ordered her sternly.




“I
can’t,” she moaned, as the hot red bottom grazed the cool surface of the
practice floor.




“Get
up,” he repeated. 




“Please,
isn’t this enough?” 




“It might
have been enough, if you hadn’t decided to take control. Now get up. If I have
to do it myself, I’ll go on for another hour, I swear.”




That threat
was enough to get Miranda moving. Making the awkward journey to her feet, she
took her place again. The warmth that remained from the brief pause was giving
her the most pleasurable feelings inside, ones she wished she could enjoy. But
those feeling were quickly cut short when he began in with the strap again.




“Ouch, oh
no!” she snapped. She jumped and danced as if she could get away. The
sting of the leather against her bottom was worse than ever. And yet, the
punishment went on, despite her pleas, despite her dancing feet and despite her
wiggling bottom.




“Ouch,
ouch, oh no please!” she snapped angrily, feeling the stinging bite, as
one smack caught the side of her hip.




“If you
stayed in one place, it wouldn’t hurt so much!” Mario snapped back.




He’s wrong
about that, Miranda thought to herself. But she didn’t share her sentiments. At
that point, all she could think of was getting the blasted thing over with. And
she still had the cane to face! 




When Miranda’s
bottom was hot, crimson and beginning to look raw from the repeated snaps of
the leather, when her thighs were burning almost as vividly as her ass, and her
wailing was taking on a particularly mournful aspect, Mario finally dropped the
leather implement to the floor. The strapping over.




Miranda
slumped against the bar, though this time, she didn’t drop to the floor. That
would only mean she’d have to get up again, and she didn’t have the strength.




Hearing the
cane whisk through the air with a terrifying swish, she realized that Mario was
ready for the finale.




“Twelve,”
he stated.




“Oh no!
Please!” Miranda answered. 




“Twelve,”
he stated again. “Assume the position. The longer you dally, the longer
this will take.”




“But, I
can’t … ” she pleaded for mercy.




“Miranda,
I’m not going to mince words with you. You’re on the verge of being fired from
the City Ballet. You’re dancing is a pale comparison of what it should be, and
the liveliness which I’ve always associated with you seems to be missing. This
session today is an attempt to get some of the anxiety out of your system, and
perhaps put us back on track. You might say it’s a last ditch effort. If it
doesn’t work, I don’t think I can save your job. I don’t think going lightly on
your bottom is going to do you any good. Now assume the position.”




Put in her
place, Miranda, did as she was told. Holding on to the bar again, her red raw
bottom swaying before him, she waited.




For Mario, the
moment was an important one, and as filled with emotion for him, as it was for
his darling dancer. It had been troubling to see her perform without the
brilliance she had before. What was doubly upsetting, he knew that part of the
problem was their failed relationship. He’d left her alone these weeks, though
he desperately hoped she’d come back to him. He’d taken the choreography
position with the Ballet, just to remind her of him. And yet nothing, nothing
had come through that indicated she still wanted him… except for that one odd
day weeks before when Miranda had appeared and then disappeared from his studio
without saying a word…




Drawing back
the cane, he aimed carefully, knowing this was the very best thing he could do
for the mixedup, confused and faltering young woman, though he hoped that it
might lead to more than just an improvement in her dancing. Letting the cane
fly with a sharp determined cut, it landed in the middle of Miranda’s red sore
rear cheeks.




“Yeeeeeawwwww!”
she howled.




Drawing the
cane back again, he wielded another cut that landed next to the first, and he
followed briskly with four more, until there were six distinct lines on
Miranda’s bottom.




“Yeeeeeaawwwwwww!”
she wailed loudly with each one, and though she wanted to collapse to floor to
get away from the next, she held firm.




After the six,
Mario stopped, and looked at his handiwork, seeing the bold appearance of the
six red lines. The last six wouldn’t be so neatly laid.




Once the
sobbing young woman had sufficiently recovered from her previous agony, Mario
began again. This time, the cut landed across the other six, and Miranda’s howl
was worse than ever. She followed the wail with a passionate plea for mercy,
but not letting her cry persuade him, Mario drew the cane back and laid on the
eighth cut.




“Oh
please, you’ve got to stop!” “When we get to twelve,” he
reminded her. “Just four to go.”




That was
little cause to celebrate, but she held on to the bar tight gritting her teeth
again. When she heard the cane snap, she cringed feeling the searing pain a
second later.




“Ten,”
Mario announced the next. And the cut hit her, again crisscrossing the others.
There would be very clear welts when this was over.




“Yeeeeeawwwwww!
Pleeeeeeese!” 




“Eleven,”
Mario’s determined voice rose over Miranda’s wail.




“Yeeeeeeaww,.oh
noooooooooo!”




Even Mario was
glad the caning was almost over.




“Twelve!”
he announced the last, and letting the cane fly free, the devilish cut landed
across the others so that her raw burning bottom was well marked, not just with
the stripes but with a pain that would last for days, and a memory that would
linger much longer than that.”




“Enough,”
he said, and he bent down and picked up the strap, and with both implements in
hand, he retreated to his office, allowing Miranda some moments alone.




The
wellpunished young woman appeared in the doorway of Mario’s office. Her face
was streaked from crying, though it was dry, since she’d wiped her tears away.




“May I go
now?” she asked.




“If you
want,” he said, looking at her with as much longing as he dared.. He saw
in her face the same soft vulnerability that always appeared after she’d been
disciplined. He was quite sure that her dancing would improve, though he was
not so sure of their relationship.




“That
would suit me fine,” she said. She nodded at him, there was even the trace
of a smile. But she was not planning to stay, and moving to the opposite side
of the room, she reached out to open the door. 




“You know
Miranda,” Mario interrupted her, “a few weeks back you came to the
studio. I suppose it was to see me. I know you heard me punish one of my
students. What I’ve not figured out, is why you left without talking to me.
Perhaps when you’re more composed, you’ll find it in yourself to tell me.”




The statement
made her stop short. She paused with her hand on the doorknob, trying to decide
whether to respond to him or not. Turning around slowly, she looked at Mario,
seeing nothing but the sweetest affection there, something she hadn’t expected
to see in his expression, not after he’d been so fierce with her that last half
hour.




“You
knew?” she repeated.




“I saw
you fleeing madly down my front steps. You’re fine behind was moving as fast as
I’ve ever seen it. At first, it raised my hopes, but of course realizing that
you were leaving, not coming, I was disappointed.”




“Disappointed?”
Her heart was pounding rapidly, the excitement racing through her something she
hadn’t allowed herself in weeks.




“You
ended our relationship, I did not,” he said.




“You
still…?”




“Do I
want you back? Yes I do. I think of it daily. But it could only be the
relationship we began. And you know what that means.”




“I have
been reconsidering,” she said. 




“You
have?”




“But this
production, the work schedule, the demands…”




“Too much
for you to handle, is it?” he offered.




“Am I
really that close to losing my part?” she asked.




“Yes you
are.”




Her shoulders
slumped. “Then I guess it is too much for me to handle.” 




Mario rose
from his chair, and went to her, drawing her into his arms, he held her for a
long time and let her cry again. 




“You’ll
have me still?” she asked, when she finally had the composure to speak.




“Like I
said, you’re the one that ended it,” he replied.




“But the
dancing?”




“I think
you’ll find it’ll be better than ever,” he said.




He pulled away
from her so that he could see her face. He stroked it gently and kissed her
lips, and with his other hand he reached round and laid it on her aching
bottom.




“How
about we start this day again?” he said.




“Start
again?” she asked, curiously. Her heart was beginning to lift, it seemed
that all her problems were not so worrisome anymore. She even smiled. There was
something very comforting about having Mario love her.




“How
about we celebrate in bed?” he suggested, feeling a welcome arousal moving
through him. He could feel Miranda responding.




“But
don’t we have to be at the theatre at ten?” she asked.




He looked at
his watch. “It’s almost nine now, we have just enough time to make it to
your apartment, and to the theatre by ten. Besides if we’re late, I’ll blame it
on you, and take it out of your bottom.”




“Oh no
you don’t!” she cried. “You’ve already undone me for one day.”




“But now
that we’re back together, you can expect your bottom’s going to be blazing
until you’re dancing like the real Miranda d’Angelo again.”




She let him
grab her up in his arms, as they briskly made their way to her apartment.




It would be a
long time in bed that morning, so long they would be late for the theatre, and
he would take it out of her bottom much later that day. But by than, Miranda
d’Angelo didn’t care. She was dancing like some fairy flying on wings of a
soft, exuberant breeze. All the anxiety having melted away, she was in her
element, better than she’d ever been. Being wellspanked was a state of being
she obviously needed, and being in love made it worth the pain.





 





The
End





 






 










 





Blushing Publications thanks you wholeheartedly for your
purchase with us!





 





There are plenty more stories such as the one you’ve
purchased from Blushing Books! Visit our
online store to view our might selection!





 





http://www.blushingbooks.com





 





This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities
represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults. Nothing in this book should be interpreted as
advocating any nonconsensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors.
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