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Punishing Kathy

Kathy sat on the couch across from my desk.  She was a pretty girl, but not really my type.  However, I did admire her slender legs and the short skirts she wore showed me plenty of them.  Kathy liked her short skirts and I liked that she liked them so much.  Today she had worn one of those pleated jobs.  The kind that swirl around a girl’s knees and exaggerate the swing of their ass.  The kind that call to every cock in sight and then they just walk by, as if to say “sorry boys, not for you!”

Kathy was fidgeting and nervous and not paying any attention to how much of her wares she was displaying.  She had crossed and re-crossed her legs several times in the last few minutes, as well as adjusted where her ass hit the couch.  Her orange panties were very sheer and my cock had woken up a little as I watched.

It was after close of business.   I had asked her to stay after to prevent a scene.  So she and I were the only ones in the office.

“I know I screwed up” she declared.  “I am really sorry.”

“Sorry can't fix it.  What you did was illegal.  It’s an SEC violation and an automatic $100,000 fine.” I answered.

“I know.  I did not intend to break the law.  It just happened.” she explained.

“If I had not intervened we could both be in jail right now” I declared.

“Can't you give me another chance” she pleaded.

Kathy was barely nineteen.  She had started as a high school intern two years ago and quickly graduated to account support.  I had not paid that much attention to her, except for the occasional glance at her legs or her ass, if she was walking in front of me.  

She was a nice little package, but I like my women with more meat on the bone and a little more seasoned.  Besides, I never dally at work.  A guy could fuck $5,000 a night call girls for a year for the cost of just one of sexual harassment suit.  But today my judgement was clouded.  Kathy looked unusually fetching.  Who the hell wears orange panties.  Plus, I had been overly horny lately.  My wife shut me off and my mistress was visiting her sister in Long Beach.  My cock had not seen action for at least a month.

“Kathy, I don't have a choice.  I have to let you go.” I said.

“I know, it’s not your fault.  It's mine” the tears were beginning to flow.   She rose crying.   When she scooted her ass across the cushion, her skirt bunched up almost to her waist and she spread her legs to catch her balance.  The orange panties drew tight across her snatch and the material molded to her vaginal curves.  The hairs on her bush were lightly scattered and a few peeked out of the hem.  My cock came to full attention.  

She was sobbing and turned round to dig in the purse she had left on the couch beside her.  Her skirt rode up and those damn orange panties were bunched up in her crack.  She had one fine ass. As tight as the surface of a kettle drum.  My cock was throbbing now.  It wanted that ass.

“I am sorry” she said between tears and sniffles.  “I enjoyed working here and you have been very nice.”  Her legs were still a little spread and her creamy white thighs were inviting.  Her legs were a little thin, but extremely sensual in a school girl kind of way.

She rose and turned to leave, but that pleated skirt called to my cock.  It screamed stop her dipshit.  You have her.  She can't sue you, she'd go to jail.  Look at that ass you putz.  Say something, she is leaving.

“Wait a minute Kathy” I said.  “I just had a thought.  Maybe we can work this out.”

She turned and came back toward me a little.

“We can?” she asked.  Her voice hopeful.  “I'll do whatever” she declared.

“That term whatever has some very broad implications” I replied giving her a hard stair.

“I know” she replied looking me right in the eye.

“Come around here were I can see you better” I said.

She came around to my side of the desk, a little hesitant, but with a big smile.  The tears were fading away.  She knew something out of the ordinary was up, but she was not sure what.  I leaned back in my executive chair and she stopped next to me, that pleated skirt teased me.  She had fine legs and they were just inches away.  I could smell her perfume and I wondered if she powdered her muff.

She was nervous. Her fingers played with the second button on her blouse, the top was undone.  Her nipples had hardened and she was a little flush in the face.

“What if I punished you.  Then you could keep your job.” I offered.

“You mean like a fine.  I can't afford much” she warned.

I reached out and put a hand on the back of her leg, just above the knee.

“No I mean a spanking” I said, trying to keep my voice from cracking.

“Like on my ass” she asked.

“Yes” I confirmed.

“Ok, if that will take care of it” she declared and leaned over my desk and pulled up her skirt.  Her ass was taught and mostly bare, because the orange panties were packed tightly into her ass crack.  I got a whiff of her pussy and damn near squired in my pants.

“No doll” I answered.  “It would have to be your bare ass and across my lap. Over on the couch.”

She got off the desk and walked around to the couch.  I followed and took a seat.  She stood in front of me and stared into my eyes as she lifted her skirt and dropped her panties to the floor.  She held her skirt up for just a moment, exposing her snatch to my gaze.  There was slight smile on her face and a gleam in her eye.  She enjoyed exposing herself.

I offered her my hand and she lay across my lap.  I ran my hand up her leg and pushed her skirt up and onto her back, exposing her ass.  I rubbed my palm around her butt cheeks and then gave her a hard smack with my right hand.

Her butt cheek reddened and she scream “Ohhhh.”

I rubbed the red spot.  I had never spanked a girl and I really did not know what to do, so I whacked her again a little harder this time.

“Ouch, God Damn” she yelled.

Her butt was bright red and I rubbed her butt cheek again, but his time my hands wandered down her leg. They really were elegant and her inner thighs were tight and silky soft.  I could not resist sliding my hand to the inside of her thigh and traveling up to her snatch. 

I felt her tense as my hands explored nearer her pleasure center and she moaned when I rubbed her labia.  She was wet.  Soaking wet.

She squirmed in my lap.

"Your cock is hard" she announced, looking back at me.

My fingers slipped into her cunt and I ran my thumb up between her butt cheeks.  She was wet all over.

"Oh God that feels good" she moaned.

I withdrew my fingers and played with her anus.  It was puckered and she jerked when I stroked it.  

"Oh God!  Be careful" she warned.  

"I worked my fingertip in and did not meet much resistance.  So I pushed in the whole digit.

"Holly Christ" she yelled.

I fucked her ass with my finger for a few minutes and rubbed my thumb along the channel between her butt cheeks.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she repeated in a series of moan and then she screamed and convulsed.

I withdrew my fingers and returned to her cunt.  This time it was three digits as far in as I could reach and as fast as I could pump my hand.

She was moaning and bucking against my hand meeting every stroke with upward thrusts of her own.  It did not take her long to cum again.  This little tart was a player!

"Get on our knees in front of me" I ordered.

She was quick to comply and tore at my belt and zipper.  My shaft was more than ready and her mouth was eager.  She wore bright red lipstick as I watched her sweet lips slide up and down my rod I almost lost it.

The kid was a pro.  She had done this before. At first she was so excited that she plunged right over my stiffness and touched her lips to my pubic hairs.  Then she backed off and took her time.  She teased the head and swirled her tongue around the shaft like it was her favorite popsicle.  Her mouth was warm and soft and inviting.  I lay my head back and clenched my fists in the couch material and relished in the pleasure of her very talented lips.

I was trying hard not to blow this early in the interlude and she was helping by bringing me to the brink and then backing off.  She knew just when I was at the edge, because she squeezed the base of my cock and then moved her mouth to my balls, which she licked and sucked like they were a nutrient that she could not live without.

God she was a tiger. Who knew?  I guess some lucky fool did?  Her black hair cascaded over my lap and her lips played my cock like it was a jazz instrument and the beat was constantly changing from slow to light-speed.  

Eventually I could not hold it.  I was too far gone to even give her notice.  I thought about it, but the words never came.  It did not matter, she knew exactly what my cock was ready to do, because she tightened her lips around my shaft in a vacuum seal and sucked my cum down her throat.  Each time my cock pulsed, she increased her pressure and moved her lips up and down my shaft sending tortuous pleasure through my whole body.

I had never had a blow job that was quite so intense and it took me a few minutes to recover.  She was busy licking the excess drops off my legs and groin when I opened my eyes.  She looked at me, her light brown eyes flashing with lust.

"Can you fuck me" she asked.

I nodded and she almost ripped off my suit pants and briefs.   Then she pumped my cock with her hands and tongued the tip and head.  I was hard in just a few strokes and she literally jumped on my shaft, landing in my lap, legs spread facing me.  Her skirt was bunched up round her waist, but she had tossed her blouse and bra somewhere in the process.

"Oh God that's deep" she cooed as she landed and her ass slapped against my hips.

She was insatiable and pumped my cock with a gusto and energy that only the very young possess.  Kathy was doing all the work, so I took some time to explore her body.  Her tits were bigger that I expected.  Nice little handfuls and extremely sensitive.  Her whole body jerked each time I squeezed her nipples and when I sucked them into my mouth, she cried out and increased the speed of her pumping.

I kept her tit in my mouth and moved my fingers over her ass and rubber her anus.  That brought some moans. I moved my hand down to her clit and she responded my leaning back and coming straight at my cock from the front.  Her tits slipped out of my mouth, but I loved watching them bounce as she rammed her cunt over my cock with amazing speed.  I rubbed her hard little bud and she went absolutely wild.  

Near as I could tell she had already come several times.  I don't know whether she was waiting for me or driving herself to some super climax, but I could not hold it.  I thrust my hips and lifted her off the couch.  She hung there in the air, impaled on my cock and squirming like a worm on a hook.  

I felt my load launch into her channel and saw her throw her whole body to meet it.  We came back down and she threw her arms around me and we clung together as she shuddered uncontrollably for several minutes.  Her pussy pulsed around my throbbing, but shrinking cock as if thanking it with tiny bits of last minute pleasure.

She was exhausted and I was stunned.  She slumped at my feet.  Her body bathed in sweat, her cunt oozing my cum.  Neither of us moved or spoke for several minutes.

I watched her for a while, then lowered myself to the floor next to her.  He cunt was still pulsing and I reached out and stroked it.  She jumped like I had hit her with a hot coal, but she also moaned and opened her legs wide.  I fingered her to another climax and she reached for my cock again.

“Sorry darling, that is a dead soldier” I exclaimed as I lowered my mouth to her.  I had never been excited enough to eat my own cum, but I lapped up Kathy and my juices like they were my last meal.  

She came again and I pushed her legs apart and spread them as wide as they would go, before I licked her asshole to clit.  Then I sucked her clit between my teeth and stuck my middle finger as far up her ass as it would go. 

“Oh God!” she cried.  “I love that.  Oh Fuck.”

With that response I twisted my finger and pumped it in and out.  I sucked her bud and fucked her ass with my finger and she came screaming.

Kathy was bathed in sweat and her legs and crotch glistened with her juices and mine.  She looked so young and I felt my cock twinge just a little.  She reached out and touched it and it got even harder.  Then she rolled and put her mouth on it.

When she had it rock hard I mounted her missionary style and we fucked one last time.  It was nothing special, but we both came and I reveled in her young body.  I had not come three times in years and I felt like a million bucks.

When we were both dressed I asked her to sit back down on the couch and I took my seat behind my desk.

She was showing a lot of thigh, but her orange panties were out of sight.

“Here is how it is going to work” I declared.

“Everyone knows that something happened, but no one knows exactly what.  I will announce that you are on probation and move you out of your division.  For the sake of the company I have to make some show of discipline.  Your jobs will change around a lot.  I will keep moving you from one department to another.  It will look like you are a temp, but I am really giving you exposure to the different functions of the company.  It will be training, but it will not look like that to most of your fellow employees” I explained.

“No one knows the details of what happened and we have to keep it that way.   Disclosure would be a serious mistake.  You will report to me every day at the end of business and go over what you have learned” I continued.

“That sounds wonderful” replied Kathy.  

“In addition, you will be my sex slave for three months.  You will obey me without question.  If I tell you not to fuck your boyfriend, you will honor that request.  If I tease you sexually, but don’t fuck you that day, live with it.  If I send you cloths to wear, wear them.  If I send you to fuck someone else, you will go and suck their dick just as hard as you sucked mine.  If I invite someone to join in our sexual games, male or female, you will participate gladly.  Is that acceptable?  Can you handle that?

"Yes, but if is some fat fuck, I want more money” Kathy demanded.

“Your becoming a capitalist” I quipped.

“I have always been a capitalist.  That is why I interned here” she replied.

“Are your sure about this arrangement?” I asked again.

"You want to feel how wet your just made me?"  she asked.

She raised her skirt and came toward me.  Her orange panties were soaked.  I slid my hands over her gash, wishing I had the stamina to start over again.

“See you tomorrow” I said.

"Good night" she giggled and left.
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Other stories by Johnson Stiff include the following:

Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah; #5-Cheryl; #6-Monica; #7-Trudy)

Taking the Niece  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  Ryan and Melanie Phillips are young, well to do and into sexual games.  Melanie’s niece Cheryl is almost as beautiful as Melanie, but she has a younger, fresher body.  Cheryl has turned eighteen and is now old enough to play with the adults.  Cheryl has always been hot for Ryan.  Is the stage set for sexual tension or adventure?

The Stripper Next Door   Julie Cox, the sweet girl next door and baby sitter to my two boys has turned into a stunningly attractive woman and is paying her way through college working at the local gentlemen’s club.   She has also made it clear that her sexual preference is me.   Julie is still a virgin, but if I don’t give in to Julie’s sexual demands, she will start passing her favors around at the strip joint.  To complicate matters, Julie’s best friend, who is even more strikingly sensual that Julie, is looking to turn Julie’s and my passion, into a three-way.

Taken in Cancun A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

Taken at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt    Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

Double or Nothing (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blond at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA.  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Protecting Linda    Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long toned legs. 

Tonight was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust. 

Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare.

My Barber the MILF   Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns the she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.   

Doing Barbie   Stan and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Stan.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Stan was concerned.

Blond in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what a Cheryl needs.  

Two MILFs are Better Than One   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  A year later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.      

Cash is an Aphrodisiac    Candy is dandy, liquor is quicker, but cash is the fastest of all. Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting good girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

The Stud Club    Ellen Freez is a strikingly beautiful brunette of thirty-six with a filthy rich husband and the lifestyle of the rich and famous.   She is traveling with her sexy, but naïve, eighteen-year-old niece who is fresh out of small town America.    Ellen wants her niece to experience a master lover, but Ellen also has needs of her own.   Fortunately, Ellen is a lifetime member of the ‘Stud Club’, a secret organization offering well-endowed lovers worldwide.

Taking the Babysitters (A Players Erotic Adventure.) Ryan and Melanie Phillips have a family vacation planned to Acapulco.  They decide to take a babysitter along so they can have some free time to play.  The Phillips have two regular sitters and when Ryan announces that one of them will be accompanying them to Mexico, they both make it clear, with their intimate charms, that they are eager to be chosen.  Unable to decide, Ryan invites both.  Is Ryan headed for trouble or paradise?  

Taken by the Tag Team Rafe is hunk of a man with a jumbo member and a fleet of sports cars, but he is tongue tied in front of women.  Freddie can’t hold a job, but is devilishly charming and gets more action than a rock star.  Rafe and Freddie formed a tag team.  Rafe fronts the money and the lifestyle and Freddie ropes in the women, paying special attention to hotties who are keen for oversized meat.  Freddie has never lived so well and Rafe has never slept so well.  What could possibly go wrong?

The Imitation Masseuse (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is absolutely smitten by a stunning blond he sees every morning, but all attempts to meet her go astray. Desperate, Lance takes a crash course in massage techniques and then shows up at the girl’s door, massage table and accompanying oils in hand, pretending that she is the winner of a free therapeutic massage.   Will she let him through the door?   If she does, will Lance get to rub more than her back?

Taking the French Planter’s Grand Daughter    War is a poor place for romance, but sometimes love is where you find it.  When Daniel Porter burst through the doors of the old French plantation house he was expecting a squad of VC, not a frightened girl.  Battle weary and no longer the man who left Iowa eight months before, can the carnal charms of the enemy save his soul?  (A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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